
The CORNISH FAMILY - COCK AND STEPHENS 
 by Phyllis Hohnen (nee Whitten) in the 1970s 
  
During my middle years, with the family grown-up, when Ross’s diversity of interests involved him in 
frequent absences, I was house-bound by my part-time job as school librarian. Most of our travelling 
was done separately, so there were frequent opportunities for solitude, with time for introspection and 
self-examination. When endeavouring to understand the complexities and conflicts in my own nature, I 
haven’t blamed the stars, but wondered about the varied ingredients from our ancestors. 
 
When we were children, we knew that both sets of grandparents had married in Australia after 
migrating as young people in the middle of the last century. Both had come from farming backgrounds, 
my father’s parents from Tipperary and my mother’s from the parish of St. Keverne in Cornwall and 
Launceston district. Each of these families produced a family of thirteen - nine boys and four girls. On 
one memorable occasion when driving back from Melbourne, after shattering a windscreen, Murray, 
our 3rd son needed conversation to help him stay awake. I began the “Saga of the Twenty Uncles”. 
Every so often the monotony of the road and my own voice added to fatigue, would result in my 
wafting off and we’d have another cup of coffee. 
 
In general, the Irish are loveable but, in many ways, infuriating an unpredictable blend of warmth, 
humour, impulsive enthusiasm, gregariousness and garrulity. They are very emotional people with 
quick tempers, intolerant, apt to make rash judgments and do things in a slap-dash way. The Cornish 
are slower, more deliberate and thorough, pragmatic, stubborn. They are often reserved and more 
reticent but with surprising powers of endurance. They are surprisingly astute with their own very 
distinctive humour, excelling at leg-pulling and a smouldering type of anger which manifests itself 
when “Cousin Jack” is thoroughly roused. Imagine the conflict of personality resulting from a 
combination of these qualities! 
 
The difference was especially apparent when we had our frequent house moves. The packing cases 
would appear and Mother would steadily pack as time allowed, carefully-wrapped breakables were 
placed among sheets and linen to protect them and other boxes would be arranged so the contents 
were steady. Dad on the other hand would get a sudden burst of frenetic energy and toss everything in 
willy-nilly, hoping for the best. It was the bronze statue of Diana which smashed the glass on my 
guardian angel in the gilt frame. 
 
As one considers family physical characteristics, one wonders where they came from –  
left-handedness, twins, a distinctive nose or ear-lobe and physical build. My double crown came from 
Grandma Whitten, a tendency to produce twins came also from her side (the Masons) Grandma lost 
twin boys, her sister also had twins and one of those daughters had twins twice. In all the Whitten 
families of my generation, only the youngest cousin had twin boys. From whom did left-handedness  
come? Auntie Jennie Betts was strongly left-handed, my sister Olwen, our son Michael and our 
youngest grandson Stuart, just one year old, hurls strongly with his left hand. Maybe a recessive factor 
accounts or some appalling spellers who shall be nameless. Which ancestor contributed the RH 
negative factor? Photos reveal I share my curious hairline with Aunt Lil. 
 
In a matter of health, a pattern emerges - a tendency to bronchial troubles, appendicitis, cerebral 
haemorrhage, stammering. The Cock family are inclined to rush appendix operations - the first was 
Edwin, Mother’s eldest brother, at the turn of the century when little was known. When I met Mrs 
MacSmith in Orange, she asked if we had any stammerers. Her eldest son Jim is a stammerer. Uncle 
Dick Cock had a speech impediment. My brother Lloyd stammered as a growing boy, though he 
prattled non-stop as a toddler. Could the popular song “K-K-K Katie” have had an effect on him? 
 
During 1975, a series of coincidences led me step by step to follow up the history of the Cock family. I 
had made an abortive attempt twenty years before, but had inadequate evidence and time was short. 
We knew Mother’s parents married at St. Mary’s, NSW. Mother was the 11th of their 13 children so 
they were middle-aged when she was born and she was over 30 when she married and her Mother had 
died previously, so we never knew them. Lloyd went with Mother to Wellington as a 3 year old in about 
1920, when grandfather was old and blind, not long before he died. It seemed a disappointment that 
his grandson was not named Edwin after him, though Lloyd’s second name is Keverne, after 
grandfather’s old parish. 
 
In 1975, at a university ceremony at “Kioloa” on the South Coast, I met a Mrs Nichols who was keenly 
interested in local history and in the throes of preparing material for an historical pageant at Wellington 
NSW. She sent me a program “The Days and Ways of Old Gobolion”, a homestead in the district.  



I pricked up my ears at the mention of the name Barton and coaches as I recalled that Uncle Jack 
Cock had been coachman for a Barton family in his youth. Mrs Nichols wrote to her friend Elwyn 
Barton and we asked Mother, then aged 92 what the name of Barton meant to her. This evoked a 
confident response. She knew there were two Bartons - one the politician Sir Edmund Barton, the 
other married to a daughter of the Hon. John Smith of “Llanarth” Bathurst. (Actually, two Smith 
daughters married Bartons). Those Bartons lived at “Esram” which is now All Saints College at 
Bathurst. 
 
Between the two families there must have been an “Upstairs, Downstairs” situation, with Mother’s 
relatives below the stairs. Aunt Lil was their cook, Aunt Eva their housemaid and Jack, their coachman. 
For a while Uncle Frank must have stood in. On one occasion he collapsed onto a chair in the kitchen, 
saying “well I’ve done an honest day’s work to-day.” To his embarrassment, Mr Barton appeared at the 
doorway and said, “Frank want I you to harness up the carriage.” 
 
Once when the Bartons were away, Aunt Lil must have had permission to invite her younger sisters to 
stay. To quote E.A.W. “Those young sisters, Amy and Ethel had a royal time, until the neighbours 
complained that there were two little girls running round the balcony, without a stitch on”. When asked 
what they were up to she replied, ‘we didn’t know the neighbours were watching!’. While working 
there, Uncle Jack sang in the Bathurst Methodist Church Choir 1895-1893 with G. Ross Thomas as  
choirmaster. In 1906 Ross Thomas was a candidate for the Methodist Ministry and in my school days 
Director of Education in N.S.W. 
 
It had been known long since, that the Hon. John Smith was in some way a connection  
of the Cock family. No-one seemed to know but it was conjectured that Mother’s  
grandmother had married twice. I checked the Dictionary of National Biography and  
found that the article on John Smith, about to appear, had been written by Bertha  
Mac.Smith who had been an eminent figure in C.W.A. and lives in Orange N.S.W. 
 
Nephew Peter Hohnen was the next link in the chain. With an interest in Australian History, he’d been 
sorting out Cornish forbears also, the Lanes and the Toms and had followed clues to Bathurst and 
Orange, among the Cornish settlers. He told me that Mrs Bertha Mac.Smith had written a book called 
“Quench not the Spirit”, published (Hawthorn Press 1972) with the story of Merino sheep industry in 
Australia. She had quite a lot to say about her husband’s grandfather, John Smith. I promptly 
borrowed it from the library and found at the back a meticulous set of genealogical trees which proved 
a treasure trove. My eyes caught the name of John Smith’s mother, Elizabeth Cock, daughter of Peter 
and Ann Cock of “Lesnege”, St. Keverne Cornwall - grandfather’s old home. I wrote to Mrs Mac. and 
later visited her in Orange and had a series of animated sessions with her, meeting her son Jim and a 
widow Mrs Pearce, a descendant of John Smith’s sister. 
 
My first glimpse of Mrs Mac. on that occasion was coming down the long hallway of her home, dressed 
in purple and carrying a tea tray. Tall and handsome still at 84, she walked. like a duchess and it was 
difficult to realize she’d been blind for about 8 years and lived alone. By this time I had found that my 
grandfather Edwin Cock had not migrated alone but his father Robert, by then in his mid fifties had 
migrated with his wife Catherine (nee Phillips) and seven of their children. The eldest daughter Harriet 
had married in 1848 Richard Oats a carriage-builder and wheelwright, and come to Gawler S.A. where 
their two elder children were born. Richard Cock Oats and Harriet Catherine. (Known as Kitty and later 
Kitty Edge, mother of Bob and Emily) 
 
John Smith, also from St. Keverne had come to Australia a generation previously 1836 at the age of 
25. “In Cornwall, a son who intended to follow his father’s occupation as a farmer would work on his 
father’s farm and when he reached the age of 25 years and wished to marry, his father would set him 
up on a leased farm. Though on his arrival in Sydney, John Smith described himself as a quixotic 
adventurer, considering his age and the plight of the yeoman farmer in England at that time, his 
decision to emigrate would have been largely economic”. On arrival the fare of £3.50 on the mail  
coach which ran from Sydney to Bathurst twice weekly, was more than he could afford. So he decided 
to walk over the Blue Mountains. 
 
During subsequent years he worked hard, turning his interests to farming, first as a superintendent 
and later as a station owner and sheep breeder. He prospered and was able to set up his six sons with 
properties of their own and from 1880 was a member of the Legislative Council.  
 
  



The story of his marriage to Mary Tom is romantic. 
 
To quote from “Quench not the Spirit” 
 
pp.58 “John Smith was supervising the shearing at Molong when someone said to him “Mary Tom is to 
be married to-morrow” and his reply was “Oh, is she?” With that he left the shed and mounting his 
black horse, rode over to Springfield, Mary’s home. 
 
After tying up his horse, he went into the house and while there, the prospective bridegroom arrived, 
coming by the other road which led to Springfield. He was driving a pair of horses and had with him 
the wedding cake. Afterwards he said, as soon as he saw John Smith’s horse tied up, he knew the 
game was up. Mary’s father William (another Cornishman known as (Parson) Tom, seeing the arrival of 
these two men went into the house and said, “Mary what is all this about? Whom are you going to 
serve?” and she replied “I am going to serve John Smith”. 
 
Apparently, he had been away supervising properties on the Bogan, Lachlan, Summer Hill and Molong 
and not been to see Mary for six months so she thought he had forgotten her and was prepared to 
take another bridegroom. However, fate intervened and John Smith, like Young Lochinvar rode off with 
his bride. I think in a generous gesture, the defeated contestant donated the wedding cake.” 
 
[My sister-in-law Norma Hohnen nee Lane is a relative of the Tom family.] 
 
Mrs Mac. had looked out among her manuscripts, a letter which she had not used in her book, but 
written to a Mr Cock, by John Smith of “Gamboola”, Molong. It gave a much earlier date than I had 
expected and I quote it here. It sounds rather formal, as he was addressing his mother’s stepbrother 
but of course they hadn’t met for 20 years and Robert Cock was a middle-aged man and his senior by 
15 years. It may have been an objective business letter. I would like to have read Robert Peter’s  
letter to John Smith. 
 
“Gamboola” 
26th July 1855. 
Dear Mr Cock, 
 
I was glad to find you settled on your farm and having no rent to pay for the first year, I trust your 
hardest part is over. I cannot but think it very unfortunate that your eldest son is not also with you, 
but I sincerely hope Edwin (grandfather, the 3rd surviving child - then 21 yrs old) will remain with you 
and exert himself as in duty bound, to support the declining years of his parents. 
 
I have communicated with both my brothers, each of whom will lend you £7.l0.0 and I will advance 
£15 making £30, which with the assistance from your son at Victoria must last you till your crops are 
raised. 
 
I am not likely to have any cattle down in your direction, I am sorry to say for some time to come. 
Cattle cannot be kept to advantage at this place (among sheep) and I am on the point of selling mine 
to a Port Phillip purchaser as store stock. When you have settled down, Mr Rudd will probably 
accommodate you with a couple of heifers to break in, should he have any at “Fleurs”. Mr Rudd is a 
gentleman of strict business habits and you must endeavour if possible to fulfil all your engagements 
with him - you will then find him your friend. 
 
The £8 enclosed in halves, together with £5 to Edwin on the way up and the 2 cheque sent you at 
Parramatta, making £l5 is a loan to Edwin for 2 years. The £5 sent you in January last is a loan to 
yourself till you see better times. 
 
Wishing you greater happiness for the time to come than you have enjoyed for some time past, believe 
me, with kindest remembrances to Mrs Cock. 
 
Very sincerely yours, 
John Smith. 
 
 
 
  



This was the first knowledge I had that grandfather’s brother Robert spent some time in Victoria. By 
piecing together a few scraps of information, it appears he must have gone to visit his sister Harriet 
Oats whom I learned spent 27 yrs in Victoria, taking with him his youngest brother Hugh Phillips whose 
death certificate indicates that he spent 7 months in Victoria. As John Smith’s letter was dated July 
1855 and he refers to the previous January it indicates they must have arrived some time in 1854. 
They were still in Cornwall for the 1851 census but I have not yet discovered precisely on what ship 
they travelled to Australia, if they were sponsored, if anyone met them on arrival or where they were 
accommodated until they were able to settle. They may have had friends or relatives among the 
Cornish settlers. 
 
A friend interested in early Sydney had given me particulars about looking up the Agents lists of 
Bounty Immigrants at the Mitchell Library. I worked through reels of microfilm on a rather cranky 
machine, starting at about 1861 and working backwards to 1849, during 1975 while Ross had a long 
period in hospital. These lists give a great deal of information - name, age, occupation, hometown, 
parent’s names, whether still living, religion, whether they could read or write, condition of health and  
recommendations on arrival, the address of any relatives in the colony and comments or complaints 
about the voyage.  
 
These proved fascinating documents, (though I didn’t find any of our families) and I found myself 
continually side-tracked. Some of the ships chartered must have been shocking and it was obvious that 
outbreaks of disease occurred such as smallpox, causing heavy death rolls. Such complaints, as 
inadequate means of cooking and shortage of water during hot weather were not unusual “No 
complaints against the officer, but provisions especially the biscuits was very bad. Biscuits and rice 
bad. Biscuits and butter unfit for human consumption”. Babies were born or died in the first year. 
Others arrived only to die in quarantine. Two youngsters 10 and 11 arrived, their parents and 8-year-
old brother, having died enroute. What was the fate of those two children in those early days? 
 
It surprised me to see how many vessels brought German migrants with occupation such as wine-
presser. Tonnage of ships varied from 608 to 1280 tons, embarking from Liverpool, Birkenhead, 
Plymouth, London, Southampton. Days of the voyage varied from 84 — 114 days. The contract price 
for a statute adult varied from £17.19.6 to £12. Sometimes the parish paid, some people paid 
£13.10.0 for themselves and family. 
 
The Bounty Lists started with families usually, then single men and women and occasionally wives of 
convicts. Sometimes false pretences were obvious, among the women particularly. One posing as a 
single woman with two sisters in the colony. It was subsequently proved that the two sisters were 
actually her daughters. “Decidedly one of the worst cases of imposition that has ever been practised on 
the commissioners and the woman appears to be a very bad character.” 
 
The archivist had warned me that the search would not be easy. Whether he meant there were 
thousands of ships or thousands of migrants, I’m not sure. Sometimes vessels were chartered and a 
family listed as such without their names being given. 
 
Someone else found Provisions listed on a passage ticket, (the precise details or dates were not 
specified). 
 
“The following quantities of water and provisions (to be issued daily) will be supplied by the master of 
the ship as required by law, viz, to each Statute Adult 3 quarts of water daily, exclusive of what is 
necessary for cooking the articles to be issued in the cooked state required by the Passengers Act; a 
weekly allowance of provisions according to the following scale: 
 
       3 1/2 lb biscuits, 1/4 lb beef, 1 lb pork, 1 lb preserved meats. 
       3 lb flour, 6 oz suet, 1/2 lb raisins or currants, 1 lb sugar, 
       6 oz butter, 1 gill vinegar or pickles, 1/2 oz of mustard, 
       1/2 oz pepper, 2 oz salt, 6 oz lime juice, 21 quarts fresh water.  
 
When fresh beef is issued 1 lb to each adult per day will be allowed; there will be no flour, rice, raisins, 
peas, suet or vinegar during the issue of fresh meat. 
   
Substitutions at the following rates may at the option of the master off any passenger ship be made in 
the above dietary scale, that is to say 
 



 
1 lb of preserved meat for 1 lb salt pork or beef 
1 lb flour or of bread, biscuit, 
1/2 lb beef or pork for 1 1/4 of oatmeal or 1 lb rice or 1 1/2 lb peas, 
1 1/2 lb rice for 1 1/4 lb oatmeal or vice versa; 
1/4 lb of preserved potatoes for 1 lb of potatoes 
3 1/2 oz cocoa or of coffee roasted and ground for 2 oz tea; 
3/4 lb treacle for 1/2 lb sugar 
1 gill of mixed pickles for 1 gill of vinegar 
N.B. Mess utensils and bedding to be provided by the passengers” 
 
The next step was to write to the Registrar-General’s Dept. enclosing my $3 a time. Jack Watson the 
erstwhile Registrar-General is an old Scouting friend, and proved helpful. He wrote to explain. Official 
certificates of marriage did not show particulars of Age, Birthplace and Parentage of the parties prior to 
1895, but wherever possible the Dept. has obtained these details from Church Registers.  
Unfortunately, many of the early church records have been lost. 
 
(a)   Marriage of Susannah Stephens and Edwin Cock (was from the home of Jonathon Mullis and his 
wife Mary Mullis (nee Stephens who came to Australia in 1850). Ann Stephens was also a witness. 
 
(b)  Death Certificate of Edwin Cock as I knew the year he died. That gave his father and mother’s 
names. 
 
(c)   Death Certificate of Robert Peter Cock (great grandfather). Particulars were much more complete. 
He died of general decay and burns. 
 
(d)   Susannah Cock (grandmother) I was able to find after given the date by cousin Eva Devenish. 
 
(e)  Catherine Cock (nee Phillips) grandfather’s mother. A clue to the date of her death was one of 
those flashes of memory of E.A.W. in her nineties. She remembered that grandmother had missed the 
funeral because either she or her sister Amy, as babies had to be changed at the last minute. Mother 
was born 1883, the funeral in 1884, so she must have been the culprit. Ross recognized the name of  
Mandurama on the certificate from his days in the Bank. 
 
At the rooms of the Genealogical Society in Riley St. at that time, I had access to marriage registers 
from the various parishes in Cornwall. There I discovered that Peter Cock, quoted in “Quench not the 
Spirit” had married twice and each time by licence rather than banns, which indicated the bridegroom 
was comfortably off. 
 
Peter Cock (b. 1751 m. 2.12.’85. Ann Rogers 
(i) Ann Rogers b. 1760 m. 2.12.’85 died 1791 aged 31. 
(ii) Mary Mundy (lic) m. 3.11.’95. 
 
Robert Peter born in 1796 must have been their eldest child. He would have been half brother of 
Elizabeth Cock, John Smith’s mother. Here at last was the relationship with the Honourable John Smith 
who had migrated in 1836 when Robert Peter was 40 yrs old and his son Edwin 3 yrs. When I reported 
my findings mother’s comment was “so we were related to quality!’ At the Canberra Historical Society, 
I borrowed a booklet on Bathurst and managed to sort out some place names and early  
names of newspapers. 
 
Mt. Macquarie 17 miles from Blayney, also called Number One Swamp, (when mother was born in 
1883).  Later Neville where she lived and attended school till 1890 when she was 7.   
Mt. Pleasant - 3 1/2 miles from Bathurst on the Bourke line. 
South Creek - (heading a letter dated 1868 in Robert Peter’s neat writing).  
 
It flows into the Hawkesbury River near Windsor, past the Village of Cabramatta and St. Mary’s and the 
township of Windsor (mother knew the moment it was mentioned) and a colleague told me St Mary’s 
H.S. Magazine is called “South Creek”. 
 
A visit to the Meteorological Office produced records of droughts and floods in those early years. Prior 
to John Smith’s 1855 letter, there were floods on the Hawkesbury in June 1852, June 1855, Nov. 1856. 
Up till 1868 when the Cock family left the area there were further extreme seasons. 
 



1857-59   Drought years in N.S.W. In some areas, nothing like it again until 1902. 
1863-65   Very severe drought years in N.S.W. 
1860        The Hawkesbury flooded April, July, Nov. 
186          in March and June the level reached 47’4”. Much of the farming and grazing  
                land was submerged and crops and fencing destroyed. 
1867        There were disastrous floods with the Hawkesbury reaching 62.7ft. This was  
                the highest flood on record and caused great destruction of property in the   
               Nepean and Hawkesbury basins.  A Mr Cornwall, a very old resident said,  
               “No-one ever knew a flood so high as the great one of 1867. It then came 18”  
               over the floor of my house, which was a spot that had never been known to be 
               flooded before”. 
 
It would have covered the highest spot in the town of Richmond. 
Yet during these troublesome years 4 members of the Cock family married 
Mary Cock and Joseph Hill 26th Nov. 1860 
Robert Cock and Sophia Starr 5th Aug. 1862 
Edwin Cock and Susannah Stephens 30th Sept. 1863 
Matilda Cock and William Charker 5th Jan 1864. 
 
All were married by Rev. Richard Amos who had been a missionary in Sierra Leone and Tonga. 
 
A friend in Canberra, Loma Rudduck is a great granddaughter of Richard Amos who died in 1870, aged 
49. She showed me books of his sermons, written in a neat round back hand. She hadn’t read them all 
but they seemed gentle rather than preaching hell-fire to mis doers. Unfortunately, he doesn’t appear 
to have kept a diary or journal of his ministry at Emu Plains. 
 
During his years in Tonga, his wife Elizabeth Catchpole was terrified of the natives. On her voluminous 
petticoats she had large pockets. In one she carried a cutlass, in another a pistol. Once when moving 
from one island to another by raft, Loma’s grandfather was born. He later became a missionary in Fiji. 
 
The Methodist Church in St Mary’s was built in 1861 or 2. 
Letters to various Historical societies brought some response: 
 
A reply from Bathurst quoted the death notice of mother’s brother Joseph Cock  
who died at Coonamble. 
 
Letter to older cousins were also productive, though Edith had suffered a stroke earlier in the year 
which may have affected her memory a little but her memories filled in many gaps. 
 
Edith (Mrs Hope) daughter of Edwin Jnr. 
Vivian, son of Fred Cock (Eden) 
Bill younger son of Edwin (Wellington) Edith’s brother 
Eva Devenish, daughter of Jim (Blayney) 
Ted, son of J.P. (Uncle Jack) Castle Crag. 
 
All gave me little snippets of information which helped fit extra pieces into a complicated jigsaw puzzle. 
Edith was only eleven years mother’s junior and would have known older members of the family, 
whom we never even met. I wish I’d tapped her memories earlier. 
 
Whereas some families have sheafs of letters and diaries and papers, all I had were two fragmentary 
letters written in fine, neat writing which I think had survived in a bottom drawer of a vanity case or 
jewel box. 
 
(The writing is copperplate) - Kitty would have been 59    
Truro Vean Terrace, 
Truro 
20th Nov., 1862. 
 
Dear Cousin Kitty, (great grandmother Catherine Phillips) 
 
Now don’t stare too much, you wonder who I am who thus calls you “cousin Kitty”. It is all right, and if 
you have a little patience, I will tell you who I am. Do you remember a little boy coming over to you 
when you lived at Leedstown with cousin Betsy and who kept running out into the yard and coming in 



with dirty shoes and such a trouble to everyone. Well, I am that same troublesome boy, cousin Betsy’s 
son Hugh Phillips Vivian. I have been unwell for the last 14 months, not able to attend to business. I 
came over here on a visit and both cousin Mary and Grace have pressed me into service to write you 
for them. They feel quite ashamed that Edwin’s letter has not been answered before, but they 
themselves say that they are poor scribes and so they have put it off on me. I hope I shall please them 
and that you will not find it unacceptable. 
 
Cousin Peter has just come in; it is four weeks fair to-day. I cannot say how the cattle etc have gone 
but you shall have a “West Briton” which will give you all the particulars. He and his wife are quite well. 
Cousin William………. Truro, he is getting on quite well. He is a mine broker and public accountant; the 
children are in good. situations. Mary is at Mr Barrett’s in the Boot and Shoe Warehouse, Sarah at Mr  
Netherton, the stationers, Emma at Mr Heard’s Stationers. William is still abroad.  
The eldest is a dressmaker, who with the youngest is at home. 
 
Mrs Margles is very delicate but able to move about a little when the weather is fine. Mrs Reid lives 
with her and her eldest girl keeps school. Mrs Chadlow(?) is still living at Mawla. We have heard she is 
unwell. Emma James is still keeping school at Pool. Jane is here in a stationer’s shop. A Mr Hoskins 
from Helston. He bought Miss Brokenshaw’s business, so Jane stayed with him after Miss B. left and  
since then, they have become engaged - he is a very nice young man and has a growing business but 
does not enjoy good health. They bid fair for a happy couple if his health should get better or even 
continue just as it is. Joseph has returned prom Australia and has returned to the same business which 
he carried on before he left, that of buying and selling mine materials etc. 
 
Mr & Mrs Harris are still living at North Country. Louisa is keeping school still at Redruth and a very 
good one she has. Emily as you are aware is married to a Mr Richard, a very nice young man and is 
living in the south of France. Ellen is engaged in teaching music and is courted by a young man of 
Redruth called Teague, a draper, but whether it will come to anything or not, we don’t know. Jane who 
was married to Dr Martin has lost her eldest little girl about 6 yrs old. She was a sweet little creature. 
They feel the loss very much. They were quite bound up with her but the Lord took her and she is not 
yet in far brighter worlds her happy spirit is basking in the st………. sunshine of God’s ineffable glory 
and she beholds the face of her Father and is transformed into the likeness of his dear son, her Elder 
Brother, dwelling in his empire for evermore, escaped from the evils to come. 
 
This August, Cornwall has been quite in a move as we have had the Wesleyan Conference here. The 
Conference town was at Camborne but the ministers stayed (that is dined and slept) at St Austell, 
Truro, Redruth, Falmouth, Helston, Camborne, Hayle, Penzance, St Ives and St Just, going to 
Camborne every morning and returning every evening. The ministers liked Cornwall very well and have 
promised to come again as soon as they can which will be about 10 years perhaps. 
 
Cousin Mary and Grace say that you or Mr Cock must be sure to answer this and tell them all the 
news. How are you getting on in the world. How many are married? to whom, where they live and how 
they are getting on. Also how is your youngest son Hugh Phillips. They were very glad to hear from 
Edwin that he is so steady and industrious and they feel sure he will get on for if one thing doesn’t do, 
he can try another. They want you to make haste and get enough money to be able to come home, 
live independent. You please send a plan if you can and say with whom you meet in class, whether you 
have good meetings or not and if the word is preached with power, if any of your family have given 
their hearts to God and are fighting the good fight of faith, endeavouring to lay hold on eternal life. 
 
Never forget, dear cousin Kitty that you have an especial claim on your heavenly father. He is 
emphatically stating God and his dominion as to be with, help succour and defend the stranger in a 
strange land. He who was with Abraham will be with you. He who was with Joseph will help you. He 
who hoard the cry of the children of Israel an Egypt and delivered them will hear your cry, will succour 
you in all your difficulties. Yea, he who delivered the Hebrew children from the fiery furnace and  
Daniel from the Lion’s den will deliver you. Yes, their God is our God and we will trust Him. 
 
“This, this is the God we adore 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend 
Whose love is as great as his power 
It neither knows measure nor end. 
 
Therefore, will we abide under the shadow of his wings, knowing that he is able and willing to do for us 
exceeding abundant, above all we can ask or think. And now with Christian love to self and family. 
 



         I remain, 
         Yours in Christ Jesus, 
         H.P. Vivian. 
 
Accompanying this letter and filling the last page is a note signed “Your affectionate sister, Mary Lowry.  
 
Dear Kitty, 
 
Although dear Phillip, has said all that can be said, I cannot allow it to be sent, without adding a few 
lines. I wish to request you will write as soon as you can and let us know all about your family and how 
you are getting on. We were glad to find out by dear Edwin’s letter that he has been so progressing in 
all his undertakings. I hope he will give his heart to God. How frequently you are in my mind….. you 
have been the burthen of my prayers. I feel assured that you have found the Lord has been your 
refuge and strength a present help (in trouble) 
Husband escaped to the rest prepared for his people from stressful times. 
 
Visiting in the same place have Mr Brown still with me and sometimes I had had an additional……. but 
Mr B has been the standby. You have no doubt been informed of dear Henry’s death. His illness was 
rather short. We have felt his loss very much. Mrs Lowry is carrying on the business with the 
assistance of one of her sons and a journeyman. She has 9 children, 6 sons and 3 daughters. They are 
good children. The third son      …….. knead her and likely to do……. the eldest is in 
 
 
         I have filled up the page. 
         Believe me to be 
         Your affectionate sister, 
 
         Mary Lowry. 
 
At the folds the lettering has disintegrated.  
The second letter dated 30th Jan. 1863 and headed South Creek is now in tatters. 
 
(The writer would have been 74 yrs, his wife 65 yrs, Fred 26 yrs)  
  
My Dear Edwin, 
 
I received yours last evening with £1 enclosed for which I am much obliged. I am afraid we are sadly 
putting you out of the way. We could have done very well for this week and I think for the most part of 
next or till Fred should arrive up but it grieves me much to think he will bring you little money with 
him. 
 
He left this place last Monday morning and he expects to get home about Tuesday or Wednesday next. 
He has the potatoes or nearly all of them. He intended to send a few other things but I was afraid of 
the weather and roads are very bad again. He said he had about 3 tons of sugar and must take up 
about 14 or 15 cwt more of the weatherboard. So, I thought it a great risk to send anything more with 
him. I am glad I did not, as we have had a great deal of rain since he left. I am afraid he will get on 
but very slowly. He was obliged to take out the sugar casks at Barreys and reload them. The casks got 
jammed so close as to push out the sides of the van, thereby running the risk of breaking a great 
many of the casks. So, all things considered, I thought it almost impossible for us to go with him 
particularly as he has no money. 
 
I am very sorry you should have so much trouble by means of Fred’s careless doings. I hope and trust 
he will see the error of his ways before long. His conduct is very grievous to us let me tell you. You say 
Mrs Steward is going to Sydney next Monday and you may drive her down and take us back on your 
return but how can we manage about our things. Of course, we could take little or nothing with us in 
the small carriage she will be down in, and to leave them behind us will never do either, as there are 
no locks and bars to the house, to keep anything safe in. I am quite sure we should have a great many 
things stolen from us. I think we had better wait until you can make it convenient to come down with 
your light wagon - but this no doubt must be left till you have been a few days at Mrs Stewards. 
 
This I suppose you will do before you finally remove to his premises. As you say, you want to go to 
Sydney first. I have not found out yet where Mrs Whatley is located. I shall enquire of Mr Yorke to-day 
when I post this. I don’t intend to pay her for the both times. We shall be here as I have been putting 



in crops of turnips etc. and a good lot of pumpkins which will to all appearances be worth more than I 
shall owe her. The half year’s rent £5 will be all she will get from me and we guess Guild’s bill will be 
about £1 so I think about £6 will clear us from this place. 
 
The barley we can sell as we go through Penrith, if you don’t like to take it up. I think from Fred’s talk 
he don’ t expect to be sent down with the van next trip. He told us most likely you would be down with 
the large van yourself next time but we shall know all particulars in your next letter. 
 
         Our Love to you all   
         Your affectionate Father, 
         R. Cock 
 
It would appear that grandfather accepted responsibility early. He seemed to be the member of the 
family to whom the ageing parents turned and relied upon for help. By this time, he would have been 
expecting a 4th child himself and have been 35 years old. Mother on one occasion said her father was 
an overseer of other properties. At one time pay was £50 a year + keep. 
 
After the discovery of gold at Bathurst in 1351, immigrants came in droves 
 
         1851               N.S.W.     187,243 
         1854                              251,315 
         In 1857-1861                  over 2 million 
 
Conditions in Europe were very depressed following the Napoleonic wars, the famine in Ireland when 
the staple potato crop became affected by blight. While visiting Cornwall in 1978, I’d checked the old 
tithe books in the parish of St Keverne and Robert Cock’s name disappeared at “Lesneague” after the 
1848 harvest. I checked in the 1851 British census in a number of parishes and brother Lloyd several  
others like Redruth and Camborne where Catherine had lived but no sign. Only recently someone doing 
research into the Stephens family located them in a parish some distance away in the Launceston area 
at a farm of 80 acres called Newey in Altarnun, at that time 
 
         Robert            55 
         Kitty               47 
         (Harriet           23 was already married and in Australia) 
         Robert Peter    20 
         Edwin             17 
         Catherine        15 
         Matilda           11 
         Frederic           9 
         Louisa             7 
         Hugh Phillips    4) 
 
A 3rd child who died in infancy had been called Edwin and in the practice of the day the 4th child was 
given the same name. 
 
The two younger children had been born at Crowan. 
 
When they came to Australia precisely, or the ship they travelled on? Plymouth would have been the 
most likely departure port, I would think. Did they call at any ports? Were they sea-sick? Further 
description of the Cornish background I shall write separately but I have traced back to early 1700s, 
both sides. 
 
Sufficient to say in passing, Ross and I spent an enchanting fortnight in St Keverne in the spring of 
1973. It was for me quite an emotional experience to locate in a peaceful spot in the Churchyard Peter 
Cock’s grave. I was glad to find it starry with tiny daisies before the gardener trimmed it “short back 
and sides” with his scythe. It was an excellent example of engraving, but took several visits, scratching 
away the lichen with my nail file, before I completely deciphered it. 
 
 
  



              Beneath this stone 
      are deposited. the remains of 
                 PETER COCK 
formerly reputable yeoman of this parish 
 who died 3rd Dec 1826 aged 75 years 
        Also Ann (Rogers) his wife 
 who died 3rd May 1791 aged 31 years 
        and also three of their children 
        who died in their infancy 
 
“The earth has one sweet resting place where mourners find repose  
And sorrow’s children cease to weep, regardless of their woes 
Where never was an eye impearled with one unbidden tear 
Or strain of grief or tale of woe assailed the listless ear 
And Time’s vast family must dwell within that lone retreat 
And every healing pulse will there its genial warmth forget 
When Life’s last spark shall fade away like sunbeams from the wave 
For this dwelling place the Sepulchre, this resting place the Grave” 
  
What puzzles me is who would have erected this elaborate memorial while during the life-time of Mary 
Mundy who by this time had at least six children. Ann had predeceased him by 35 years. She would 
have died when John Smith’s mother Elizabeth was only 5. Who brought them up? He waited 4 years 
before marrying Mary Mundy. Peter signed with his neat signature but Mary made her mark — (maybe 
she was his housekeeper). Where lies our Mary Mundy? 
 
As a further point of reference, I had a list of the children of Edwin and Susannah  
from the family bible presented them by the Rev. Richard Amos, in September 1862. 
 
        Edwin                            9th July 1864  at Emu Plains 
        Frederick William          14th Dec 1865          at Emu Plains 
        James Henry                15th March 1867       at Emu Plains 
        John Peter (Jack)          15th February 1868   Mt Pleasant, Bathurst 
        Elizabeth Jane (Lil)        15th Sept. 1870        Macquarie Swamp near Carcoar 
        Joseph                         17th August 1872       Mt Macquarie 
        Eva                              1st Feb 1874           Cherry Tree Hill, Mt Macquarie 
        Richard (Dick)              15th August 1876 
        Amy Susannah             13th July 1880 
        Ethel Annie                  27th April 1883 
        Leslie Gordon               15th March 1885 
        Sidney Harold              17th July 1887. 
 
The mention in the family bible that John Peter was born at Mt Pleasant linked up with the reference of 
“Mrs Steward” in Robert’s letter in 1868. It would seem that she was the widow of Major General 
Stewart, a distinguished soldier who was a man of humanitarian and liberal views and acted as 
Lieut/Governor for a time in N.S.W. He was a grandson of Donald Stewart of Appin, one of Prince 
Charles Edward’s officers. 
 
“In 1827 Stewart relinquished his position as Lieut/Governor when he went to India to command his 
regiment. He was promoted Major General in July 1880 and returned to N.S.W. in 1882 to live in 
retirement near Bathurst on Mt Pleasant, an estate of 3200 acres granted by Darling in 1826. After 
retirement, Stewart took little part in public life, although he chaired a meeting in Bathurst in 1850 to 
protest against the proposed revival of transportation. He died on 8th April 1854 and was buried on his  
property”. There is a reference in Mrs Mac. Smith’s book and also in the Australian Dictionary of 
Biography. 
 
Mother on one occasion said her father was overseer of other properties. At one time the pay was £50 
a year + keep. Uncle Jim was born when there were two sons already and the family was about to 
move by bullock dray from Emu Plains. The stay in Bathurst was fairly short because Aunt Lil was born 
in 1870 at Neville, the later name for Macquarie Swamp. 
 
  



NEVILLE 
 
In the days at Neville, they lived at Cherry Tree Hill. Their property was only a small one and called 
because of the Cherry Trees near the house and which have survived. The land now belongs to Hilton 
Goodacre. Ross and I visited Blayney in 1975 and Cousin Eva and George Devenish took us out but it 
rained cats and dogs and we could only view it from the distance. Mother said she remembered her 
grandparents had a small place by themselves but they and their youngest son Hugh Phillips had died  
before she was born. She remembers the dairy where you went down six steps and where the pans of 
cream were set and a loft for storing apples. She recalled a large tree called a pear-apple, fruit trees in 
the orchard and cherries black and white heart.  
One day 1976 mother was trying to visualize the arrangement of the beds at Cherry Tree Hill. “The 
boys slept in two big iron beds. My bed was a wooden one Dad made himself. She recalled it was a dirt 
floor”. With winters of the severity at Neville when snow was not infrequent, it must have been rather 
chilly. “I suppose we were tougher then”. 
 
The place names round Neville intrigued me. Nearby villages we drove through were Barry, Hobby’s 
Yard, Trunkey, Neville and Shaw. Nearby towns are Mandurama, Blayney and Carcoar. Carcoar is the 
3rd oldest town west of the Blue Mountains and was founded in 1839. In 1829 Thomas Icely took 
possession of 560 acres - some of the old buildings in the area have great charm. As the highway 
bypasses it, its development has been somewhat limited. When we were there streets had been 
covered with gravel for the filming of Ivan Southall’s book “Let the Balloon Go”. I’d seen the names  
Macquarie Swamp, No. 1 Swamp, Mt. Macquarie - all early names for Neville. 
 
My mother Ethel Annie attended school at Neville where her first teacher was Uncle Joe, under a Mr 
Blacklock. Once there was a discussion about who had their sums right and Joe changed the mark on 
the blackboard. She must have been involved in some way to have remembered it. 
 
Their next move must have been to “Springvale” at Dripstone 7 miles from Wellington, and about 
which I know little. It was there that news reached them from Coonamble that Joe had died of 
consumption. His death notice was published in the Free Press and Mining Journal on 29th August, 
1894. “At Coonamble on 20th inst. off consumption, 5th son of Edwin and Susan Cock, aged 22yrs 3 
days “Beloved by all who knew him” 
 
This was the first break in their family circle and was a great blow to them all especially as news came 
too late for any of the family to attend his funeral, in days of no telephones or rapid transport. Mother 
remembered coming home from school when she was eleven. Grandma met them at the steps with her 
apron to her eyes. The funeral couldn’t be delayed in those days before refrigeration. She remembered 
her father sitting stricken, with his head bowed and the pot of stew on the hob untouched. A home 
missionary by the name of Lund had brought the news and Jack went to the station to send a belated 
message by telegram. 
 
This was a closely knit family to whom material possessions meant little. They adapted to the demands 
of life in their new country, sharing their joys and bearing their difficulties and sorrows with fortitude. 
Grandfather must have spent considerable time away from home, moving stock and selling hay at 
Trunkey Creek for the miner’s horses. Once he took a bullock team to Sydney. They had been 
influenced by the Wesley preaching and revival in Cornwall before sailing to Australia and maintaining 
their church involvement here. Music was part of their background. Several of the brothers and their 
friends had tin whistles and Uncle Joe had a flute which his brother Jack inherited. Years later he 
bought himself a silver one. 
 
As children we used to plead for bed-time stories, — “Tell us about your brothers or some of the old 
Cornish stories”. Someone trying to take a rise out of a local yokel. “I say, “Cousin Jack” did you see a 
barrow load of monkeys go past?” Looking somewhat bewildered the farmer replied “Oh! Fall off, did 
he?” I once gave a copy of Oswald Pryor’s book of cartoons “Cornish pasty”, which was a source of 
delight and could be enjoyed again and again. 
 
  



Neville Methodist Church was face-lifted for the Centenary celebrations (1975) this year. In the church 
is a board on which are printed the names of the first trustees - 1878. 
         Wm Sykes Treasurer 
         Robt. Rice, Sec. 
         M.W. Pascoe 
         F. Chew 
         C. Mitchell 
         Ed Cock (grandfather) 
         W. Gorringe 
         Walter Sykes 
         J. Ellery 
         S. Strong 
         Thos. Pascoe 
         H.T. May 
         S. Moss 
         J. Rigglesford 
 
“Grandfather had a good voice and as there was no organ in the church, he used to lead the singing” 
(Edith) 
 
Once Cousin Bill was in Neville or Blayney on business and met a man who asked if he was related to 
“Gentleman Cock” as grandfather was known there. A son off the Hon. John Smith of “Llanarth” had a 
son Ted Smith of “Narragal” Station Wellington who had a strong likeness to Grandfather. 
 
Leslie Smith of Euchareena was friendly as was Bobby Smith, Trelby’s father of “Lowrie” Wellington — 
these were descendants of George, John and Francis Smith’s brother who did not come to Australia 
himself. 
 
Among the younger children, there was a close coterie of four - I think Dick, Frank, Amy and Ethel. 
Frank was probably the ring-leader into all sorts of mischief like smoking roots behind the barn. We 
used to say, that it stunted Mother’s growth. Uncle Sid the youngest was always a bit of a clown, 
pretending to trip over his own feet, if old ladies were watching. At family picnics, when I was a child, 
much later of course, I can picture him up a tree at the Gardens pretending to be a gorilla and  
scratching under his arms. 
 
If Grandmother went out with the buggy, travelling at a snail’s pace, there was a drama when she 
returned, as though she’d been driving furiously like Jehu. Jack would hold the horse’s head and Frank 
would feel the brakes to see if they were overheated. There was quite a settlement of the family at 
Neville. Grandfather’s brother Robert Peter and after about 1880, the Oats family came from Victoria. 
There are various graves in the cemetery but I didn’t locate those of Robert our great grandfather or  
Catherine, though they died there. Robert’s certificate says he was 34 and the cause of death was 
natural decay and burns from which he’d suffered 14 days. One wonders what happened? Was he 
trying to put out a fire and collapsed or did he have a stroke or heart attack and fall into the fire? 
 
Catherine died 4 years later (1884), nearby at Mandurama where her death was reported by her 
grandson, John Semmens Oats. “Natural decay” again was given as the cause of death and she’d been 
ill for 3 weeks. She was then over 31. Her children were all living except Hugh Phillips, her youngest 
son who had died at Emu Plains 1865, almost 20 years before at the age of 19. He was epileptic. 
Headstones and footstones are in the General Cemetery at Emu Plains near St Paul’s Anglican Church. 
He must have been small in stature. I located the grave No.2073. The headstone reads: 
 
“Boast not thyself of to-morrow, for thou knowest not what the day may bring forth”. 
 
I could picture a group of mourners standing on that wind-swept knoll, so long ago. 
 
He must have spent 7 months in Victoria with his elder brother Robert, visiting sister Harriet Oats. Did 
they disembark early or did they travel overland to the Bendigo district? He’d have been a boy of 8 or 
9 at the time (1855) and only 2 when Harriet left for Australia. 
 
THE STEPHENS FAMILY 
 
Inquiries into Grandmother’s family had been inhibited because of limited evidence and only lately has 
there been a break-through. Grandmother’s name was Susannah Stephens. On her death certificate 



her father’s name was given as Richard Stephens, farmer or farm steward in Cornwall and her 
birthplace Launceston in Cornwall. Her mother’s name was Charity Coombe. Mother was under the  
impression that her mother had died when they were young and when their father re-married, she and 
her sister Ann left home and “went into service”. As yet that hasn’t been verified. Ann and Susannah 
arrived in Australia in 1860 and 3 years later Ann was witness at her wedding. In her later years 
mother spoke often of her mother being away in Bathurst visiting her sister Ann whose husband Billy 
Tresize had a peg-leg and kept a shop. As a child mother had handed out sweets and first associated 
the smell of train smoke with Bathurst. 
 
Cousin Edith remembered grandmother’s brother Uncle Joe Stephens, a policeman who lived in Warren 
and whose son was a Salvation Army Officer. “He used to visit us, riding on horse-back. I used to love 
those visits because he used to bring a bag of sweets for me. The bag I carefully returned when 
empty, for a refill. I always listened in to conversation. On a return trip from Queensland, he told “of 
days a week long”. I still remember how I longed for a day that long in which to run and play with 
Henry (her brother). [Joe was born in 1830 so he’d have been well in his 60s if Edith were 5 or so] 
Grandma also had two sisters, Ann Tresize whose husband had a business in Bathurst”. At one time 
Aunt Lil went to Bathurst to cook for them as Grandma had other daughters to help her. 
 
Much later, another sister came out from Cornwall and gave a fluffy toy dog to Uncle Sid (born 1887). 
He has it in his arms in a family group photo at Uncle Ted’s wedding (Edith’s father) Sid must have 
been 3 or 4 and grandmother travelled on the old zig-zag railway (completed 1869) over the 
mountains, to meet her in Sydney. I would think about 1890, so they would not have met for 30 yrs. I 
don’t know if she were a widow or single. She was always known as Auntie Pip and for one time lived 
with the family at Wellington. Uncle Sid said “she is only the size of a briar pip”. Imagine their joy at 
reunion. 
 
In 1981, a phone call out of the blue, brought me in touch with Pat Lay and her mother who have also 
been researching the Stephens Family. The mother, Mrs McCooey was Beryl Ethel Crothers (aged 75). 
She was descended from Mary Stephens an older sister of grandmothers who had married Jonathan 
Mullis in the Wesleyan Chapel in Launceston 23rd April 1850, travelling to Australia on the “Lord 
Stanley” arriving on 27th August, 1850 and settled at Emu Plains. I had never heard of the Mullis 
family but on reading our grandparents marriage certificate discovered that it was at the Mullis home 
they were married. 
 
    Their children were: 
         Richard William Mullis 1851 
         Eliza 1854 married Jonathon Smith died in Auckland 
         Elizabeth 1857 
         Edith 1861 
         Annie 1863 
 
Mrs McCooey remembered visiting Bathurst with her grandmother in the 1920s and staying with her 
great Aunts. Ann married Billy Tresize, a widower with 2 daughters and had a business in Bathurst on 
the corner of Bendick and Piper Sts. She photographed it as late as 1976. “Uncle Billy had a peg-leg 
and seemed to be selling supplies to the goldminers in the district. Bushrangers gave him a fair deal 
because he supplied them with tea. He may have been involved in grandfathers’ trip to Sydney with 
the bullock team, when they camped on the block later built on by Anthony Horderns.” Maybe these 
trips happened regularly. 
 
It seemed an El Dorado for the small girl with a colourful garden with wisteria and irises, a pet rabbit 
and a parrot. She had a child’s envelope addressed to her grandmother in Bathurst - with 1d stamp. 
She said the two little dumpty Aunts were like Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee. 
 
I was able to tell them about Uncle Joe of whom they’d never heard. Pat visited Warren during the 
August vacation and found a great deal of information. She established contact with a grandson of 
Joe’s who had photographs. Joe, it appears came to Australia in 1846 as a lad of 16 and married and 
had his family at Emu Plains. So grandma would have had a brother and two sisters in the 
neighbourhood. 
 
  



By pursuing records in the Mormon Genealogical Library Pat has been able to trace the  
Stephens and Coombe families back several generations. 
 
                          Richard Stephens         Charity Coombe 
                          b. 25.7.1805                b. 12.9.1802 
                          Altarnun                      Lewannick 
                                                    m 
                          ----------------------------------------------- 
(Mary Stephens (b.1828)     Joseph    John            Ann        Liza      Susannah 
 
(Jonathan Mullis                 b.1830    b.30.12.32    b.1837    ?         b.1842 
   or Mullice (m.23.4.1850)  Altarnun                     Polyphant 
                  (d.5.7.1904)                                    m. W. Tresize 
   Came to Aus. 1850           1846                        d. 27.12.1920 
Bathurst             (1860)                                     Aust.    (1860) 
 
We never knew Grandmother Cock but cousin Eva Devenish stayed with them in Wellington when she 
was attending school and quite young. Uncle Jack hoped that heaven would mean “seeing dear old 
mum again”. Mother remembered her as being always happy. She loved her nine boys and was more 
than ready to join in a romp rather than disciplining them. Although excessively overweight, 16 stone 
at one time and not very tall, Grandfather described her as a “lovely bunch of cuddle”. She enjoyed 
gardening and as she couldn’t bend much, she used a dutch hoe. Mother remembered the scene of the 
pinks, mignonette and a musk rose with a beautiful perfume. The children were encouraged to have a 
little plot of their own. 
 
Mother couldn’t remember her mother doing much of the house work as such. That was left to the 
girls, but she was a good cook. Grandfather made a brick oven similar to the one at Blundell’s cottage 
and mother remembered the scent of the round loaves of fresh bread when they were turned out to 
cool. She used to make their clothes on a little chain-stitch machine, which mother had when I was 
young. It made a very neat stitch with a chain at the back and ran so silently. Once when a Singer 
Agent called he scoffed: “You don’t call that a machine!” It was made by Wilcox and Gibb. 
 
They were very hospitable and there were always lots of men round the table because grandmother 
always encouraged the boys to bring their friends home and clergymen seemed to visit. Neighbours 
often consulted her in cases of illness as she seemed to have knowledge of curative qualities of local 
plants. One little pink flowered weed with a bitter taste was known as the dysentery herb. 
 
Mother remembered the names of the two midwives who were in attendance when her brother Sid was 
born in 1887. (She’d have been 4). One came to care for the baby and the other to help with younger 
children. For Grandma these regular accouchements were welcomed as the only holiday she knew! 
Apart from the 13 children she had at least 3 miscarriages. 
 
East Lynne a farm on the road to Wellington Caves was a later home and I don’t know when they 
moved into Wellington. I fancy I remember the names Maughan St. where I think she probably ran a 
boarding house with the help of her girls. Boarders were railway men, very often, with the board 
incredibly cheap with mending done as well. Maybe that was when my mother did her apprenticeship 
as a neat darner and patcher. 
 
Later again Uncle Frank bought a house in Montefiore St. Wellington, his mother’s practical comment 
was that the path was too narrow to carry a coffin with two lots of bearers. Maybe she had a 
premonition as she was the first to go, not long afterwards.  



From the Methodist archives, I received her obituary which I think must have been written by the Rev. 
Herbert Bellhouse as the initials are H.E.B. and which I read with pride. From the “Methodist” church 
paper dated 7th August, 1912 and headed “The Church Triumphant”. 
 
                       The Late Mrs Edwin Cock 
 
Susannah Cock was born in Cornwall, England in 1842 and died at Wellington N.S.W. on Saturday 27th 
July, 1912. She was the child of Methodist parents and in her early teens manifested her desire to live 
a Christian life. At the age of 19, accompanied by one of her sisters, she left the old Country for 
Australia and in 1863 was married at Emu Plains, by the late Richard Amos, to Mr Edwin Cock who  
survives her. Residing successively in Penrith, Bathurst, Blayney and Wellington Circuits, her home was 
always open to the Ministers, who were not slow to appreciate her gracious hospitality and to realize 
how true a friend she was. Her best work was accomplished in her own home. 
 
She was the mother of 13 children, of whom 10 remain mourn the loss of one who was an embodiment 
of all that is signified in that sweet and homely word - “Mother”. By her loveable disposition, her 
devotion to her family, her spirituality of mind, she was ever an example of quiet, unobtrusive 
womanly goodness. For some time, physical infirmity had rendered attendance at public worship 
impossible. A loyal and true Methodist, she loved her church and its services. She appreciated the 
more, the visits of her minister. 
 
On Wednesday 24th July, she was suddenly seized with a paralytic stroke, lapsed into unconsciousness 
and passed away quietly at 9.30 a.m. on the Saturday following, to receive, as did Mary of old, the 
Master’s commendation in the words “She hath done what she could”. Her death was a peaceful ending 
of a noble story, the quiet amen to a life’s long prayer.  
 
The funeral took place on Saturday afternoon, the large attendance at the graveside indicating the 
respect and esteem in which Mrs Cock was held by all sections of the community. 
 
Eva Devenish: “Aunt Lil then took charge of grandfather and took him to a house in Montefiore just 
outside of Wellington, where she was caring for another elderly gentleman, and it was there that 
Grandfather died on 19th July, 1920. Grandfather lost his sight 8 yrs before he died. Cousin Ted could 
remember him walking around the paddock holding onto a wire. Mother could remember him telling 
the time by the position of the sun on the veranda post. He had a large repeater watch which struck  
the nearest quarter of an hour. We later passed it on to Uncle Jack. 
 
His obituary in the “Methodist” appeared August 21st, 1920. 
 
Edwin Cock was born in Cornwall on 13th June, 1833. A disciple of Christ from his youth up, he 
delighted in the fellowship and work of the church. At Neville, Mr Cock filled with faithfulness and 
efficiency, the position of church steward and choir leader for many years and on coming to Wellington, 
took up with unabated interest, similar work there. The simple sincerity of his Christian life was an 
example to many and when in life’s eventide he was deprived of sight and afflicted with deafness,  
he bore severe trials with exemplary Christian fortitude and cheerfulness. 
 
Mr Cock passed away at Montefiores Wellington on 16th July 1920 in his 88th year. God who had 
taught him from his youth, forsook him not when he was old and grey-headed and his strength failed. 
In peace and confidence he passed to be with the saviour, whom he trusted and loved. The large 
assemblage at the graveside was eloquent tribute to the esteem in which the deceased gentleman was 
held. 


