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A free lady of Sydney Cove inspects a convict maid and her beau. 
Collage ofpic:ures painted in 1793 by Juan Ravenet, a visiting Spanish artist. (Mitchell Library & Dixson Gallery) 

ThE TRUE STORY OF A FIRST FLEET PIONEER 
Transported halfway around the 	She arrived in a strange new 	 the will to survive, the spirit to 
world in 1788, for a crime that 	world, with unfamiliar trees and 	 fight, and the good fortune to 
today would only attract a 	animals, and where the seasons 	marry a man whose resolve to 
caution, Sarah Bellamy was a 	were totally the reverse of her 	build a new life in a new land was 
typical First Fleet convict maid, 	 native England. 	But she had 	 just as unshakeable as her own. 
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NEXT MEETING April 1 1t11 - Sir Donald Bradman 

In the spirit of Heritage Week, our Society will have an informal discussion focusing on this most 
famous of all cricket players. Did you know that Sir Donald resided briefly in Rockdale - come 
along and we will show you exactly where! 

FROM THE EDITOR... 

April is a busy month for heritage buffs as the first week in April is promoted by the National 
Trust as Heritage Week .This year, the theme for Heritage Week is 'Our Sporting Heritage and 
our Society will stage some sporting memorabilia at Lydham Hall on Sunday April 9th,  2000. For 
more details refer to the What's On section. 

Your Editor will be Overseas from August 2000 until March 2001. Please consider helping with 
the editorialship during my overseas sojourn. Many hands make light work and I will readily 
train any volunteers; it should be remembered that our Bulletin is in the majority of cases, the 
only contact most members have with fellow Society members. What can you do to help? 

Many of our members are aging and some have experienced failing health of late. I would like to 
especially mention Mrs. Eardley, a Foundation Member. Mrs. Eardley is currently in the 
St. George Nursing Home at Bexley. Although frail of body, her mind remains alert and she 
would very much appreciate seeing friends from the Society. 



The Audrey Hepburn excursion although attended by a relatively few number of people, was 
nevertheless a great success. Members, the Society's outings are never expensive and always 
great fun, so please support Dora Lenane and Joan Fairhall by attending the outings organised by 
these ladies. 

This edition features an article taken from the September 1999 issue of the Site Gazette, the 
official newsletter of the Friends of the First Government House Site (Inc). The second article 
was originally produced for the December 1971 issue of our Bulletin by the Late C.W. Napper, a 
member of long standing with our Society. The Napper family were pioneers of the St. George 
area. 

Kind regards, 

The Editor 

Hapless Criminals cont. 

David Posman, 33, was arrested recently in Providence, R.I, after allegedly knocking out an 
armoured car driver and stealing the closest four bags of money. It turned out that they contained 
$800.00 in pennies, weighed 30 pounds each, and slowed him to a stagger during his getaway so 
that the police officers easily jumped him from behind. 

The Belgian news agency Belga reported in November, that a man suspected of robbing a 
jewellery store in Liege, said he couldn't have done it because he was breaking into a school at 
the same time. Police then arrested him for breaking into the school. 

Drug-possession defendant Christopher Johns, on trial in March in Pontiac, Michigan, said he 
had been searched without a warrant. The prosecutor said the officer didn't need a warrant 
because a "bulge" in Christopher's jacket could have been a gun. "Nonsense!" Said Christopher, 
who happened to be wearing the same jacket that day in court. He handed it over so that the judge 
could see it. The judge discovered a packet of cocaine in the pocket and laughed so hard he 
required a five-minute recess to compose himself. 

Of course foolish acts are not confined exclusively to the criminal element.... 

Atlanta Braves pitcher John Smoltz gave himself five-inch-long welts in March when he tried to 
iron his polo shirt while wearing it. "I've ironed that way five or six times," he said, "and never 
had it happen." 

Dave-so-and-so of Anniston, Alabama, was injured recently after he attempted to replace a 
tubelike fuse in his Chevy pick-up with a 22-calibre rifle bullet (used because it was a perfect fit). 
However, when electricity heated the bullet, it went off and shot him in the knee. 

Source: The Internet 



stood. On May 13th.  1787, Sarah Bellamy was one of th 
101 female convicts aboard the LADY PENRIIYN, one of 
the First Fleet ships that carried only female convicts 
bound for Botany Bay. 

N UIWCT mnrn 
THE STORY OF SARAH BELLAMY 

Sarah Bellamy was born in the small 
Worcestershire village of Belbroughton, the sixth of eight 
children of Richard and Elizabeth Bellamy, and was 
baptised on February 3rd  1770 at Holy Trinity Church. 
The church stands upon a former pagan Saxon burial 
ground, whilst the village of l3elbroughton itself can 
proudly trace its origins to an ancient settlement recorded 
in the Domesday Book. It was a village with a proud 
reputation for its scythemaking industry, which dated from 
the mid 16th. Century right up until the 1960's, when it was 
finally superseded by modern technology. The unique 
and attractive village sign, together with the many old 
millstones which serve as front doorsteps and garden 
ornaments, bear witness to a thriving industry not long 
past. 

The Bellamy family lived in a small cottage 
tenement administered by the Parish Overseers. In 18th, 
Century England, each parish was responsible for the care 
of its poor. Money raised by a levy on householders was 
distributed to the needy by the Overseers, who were 
answerable to the parish. Records, which had to be strictly 
kept, show that Richard Bellamy was a recipient of such 
payments. 

It was also common for the Overseers to find 
employment for the children of the poor, which they did 
with compassion. So it was, sadly, that on February 7th 
1779 - at only nine years of age - Sarah, like her brothers 
and sisters, was apprenticed to James Spurner, the 
Overseer at Malthouse Farm, Fairfield. The malthouse 
was a very large, two storeyed brick building that, apart 
from the malt factory, also included the residence of the 
Overseer, the servant's quarters and a coach and harness 
room. 	It is occupied to this today, and the land is still 
being farmed. 

It is quite possible that Sarah never saw her 
parents again, nor her homely village. No oracle could 
have foretold that she was destined to be part of history, as 
one of the founding mothers of a great nation far beyond 
the seas. 

EVEN YEARS TRANS PORTATJON1 

Whether Sarah served her full, five year 
apprenticeship at Maithouse Farm is not known; but in 
May 1785, she was in service to Benjamin Haden, a 
weaver in Dudley. In that month, Sarah was summoned 
to appear before the Summer Assizes at Worcester, 
charged with stealing from "the dwelling house of 
Benjamin Haden, one linnen purse, value 2d., 15 guineas 
and 1 half guinea, the property of the said Benjamin 
Haden, and 2 promissory notes, value 10 pounds and 5 
pounds and 5s." It is interesting to note that Benjamin 
Haden, together with his wife Sarah, also had to appear 
before the court to acknowledge that he owed the King 
"the sum of Forty pounds of good and lawful money of 
Great Britain," In other words, he was bankrupt! 

On Saturday, July 140', 1785, Sarah was 
sentenced to be transported for seven years 'for stealing 
fifteen guineas and a half" She was only fifteen years 
old, and the only female before the Court; but the 
sentences of some of the six males who were arraigned 
with her were, by comparison, amazingly lenient: "John 
Meredith, for stealing articles out of a barge; to be 
publickly whipped this day at Upton and the following 
Thursday; Richard Crump, for killing Richard Bourne, 
found guilty of manslaughter, filled one shilling ' 
Though Sarah prayed to be "publickly whipped" instead, 
her pleas were ignored; the sentence of transportation 

k STORM AT. SEA] 

What a welcome the New Year brought! At 
sea, on December 31". 1787, Surgeon Bowes Smythe  
recorded that: "Tills day, the women (of the LADY 
PENRHYN) were washed out of their berths h' the .seac 
we shipped. The water was brought out from between 
decks in buckets 	the seas were mountainous high; 
sometimes it seemed the ship was going over." The 
women convicts knelt and prayed. 

Towards the end of the voyage, Sarah bore a 
child to Joseph Downey, acting Quarter Master on the 
LADY PENRHYN. 	Little Joseph lived only a few 
weeks, dying on February 29th,  1788. 

We next hear of Sarah in Sydney Cove, where 
she was one of the few female convicts permitted to live in 
her own small hut on the east side of the Tank Stream. 

Late one evening in August 1789, Sarah was 
awakened from her slumbers by a loud knocking on the 
door of her hut. Two officers, Captain Meredith of the 
Marines and Mr. Keltie, master of the SIRIUS, who had 
both imbibed too much, had decided to call in on her on 
their way home. When Sarah refused to open the door, 
Captain Meredith vent to the side of her hut and pushed 
on the window shutters, which fell in onto her bed, and, as 
he leaned in, his hat also fell onto the bed. 

When he then began to pull her hair and beat 
her, Sarah cried "Murder!" so loudly that the 
nightwatchman was alerted, and came running. 	She 
opened the door to him, but when he asked for a lamp, she 
replied that "the hour is too improper for a light!" 

What courage she had, to then appear before 
the Justices, "resolved in her own breath" to make the 
accusation that the two officers "had disturbed her peace" 
and that she "was determined not to put up with such 
unmerited treatment from Captain Meredith, or anyone 
else!" The case was found in her favour, but no action 
was taken against the two officers. However the following 
year the Marine commander, Major Ross, took Captain—
Meredith's company to Norfolk Island, while Meredith 
himself had to remain at Sydney Cove, 
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Sarah won the affections of James Bloodworth, 
who had made the first bricks in the colony and built the 
first Government House. He became Australia's first 
Master Builder after gaining his freedom; only the second 
person to receive "the highest reward the Governor was 
empowered to bestow on a convict" James was now also 
allowed to marry, and it was Sarah whom he chose to 
share his life and the house that he had built in South Row, 
It was here that their eight children were born, although 
unhappily four died in infancy. In 1794, Sarah was given 
a grant of 20 acres of land at Pyrmont. 

Sadly, James Bloodworth died of pneumonia 
on March 21st. 1804, aged 45 years. Sarah Bloodworth 
was to survive him by almost forty years, dying on 
February 26th,  1843, aged 73 years. 

Many thanks to our Honorary Chair-i 
man Nell Sansom, and her sister, Alice Clarkt, 
for submitting the fascinating story 'of, one of 
their aawestors for our feature 



r 	REMINISCENCES OF ROCKDAE AT THE 1900 PERIOD. 

C. W. Napper. 

I have been requested to present a description of the affairs of 
Rockdale in the early days of my youth, which, so I have been informed, 
would be of interest to my fellow members of the St. George Historical 
Society. 	On a first things first basis, I must mention that I was born in 
1887 at Ulmarra, a village near the Clarence River some thirteen miles 
north-east of Grafton on the North Coast of New South Wales. 	My father, 
James Napper, had taken over a farming property at Ulmarra where he was 
principally engaged with the growing of maize. 	Unfortunately a series of 
disastrous floods ruined his prospects in this district, and, during 1892, 
James Napper, his wife and his family of two sons and two daughters, 
returned to live at Rockdale. 	Here a cottage was obtained in West Botany 
Street and James Napper, in conjunction with Mr. Bowmer, established a 
produce business on the apex portion of the Wesleyan Church (now Methodist) 
property at the southern side of the intersection of Bay Street with Rocky 
Point Road. 

My early schooling was undertaken at Rockdale Superior 
Public School, established on the crest of Rockdale Hill, and tuition lasted 
until I reached the age of thirteen years. During this period I was a regular 
attendant at the West Botany Wesleyan Sunday School and still retain pleasant 
memories of the annual Sunday School Picnic held in the spacious grounds of 
the Sans Souci Hotel at Rocky Point. 	It was a great day indeed with the 
trials associated with the organisation of such an important event. The 
local market gardeners sited around the agricultural flats of Muddy Creek 
cleaned out and refurbished their two-wheeled carts, usually spoken of as 
"Dung- carts" for obvious reasons, and provided extra seating accommodation 
to each vehicle, said seats consisting of a somewhat thin and narrow plank, 
fitted with end stops, resting on the side-boards of the vehicle, the cherished 
seat being at the back where we kids could dangle and kick our legs over the 
tailboard. 	Then, in procession, the carts, up to ten in number, would 
wend their way along Bay Street to Rocky Point Road, the children singing, 
and the nags prancing. 	Rocky Point Road was followed southward, down 
to Skidrnore's Bridge over Muddy Creek, up Skidmore's Hill, past the 
few shops of old-time Kogarah and the two storied Gardener's Arms Hotel, 
then the climb up Fitzgerald's Hill, followed by the climb up Clark's Hill 
to Ramsgate, after which the way was downhill, easy on the horses, through 
bush country to the excitements of Rocky Point and its pleasure ground. 
Occasionally the Sans Souci Steam Tram would pass our cavalcade, the 
engine driver giving a screaming whistle of goodwill as the steam-motor 
rumbled past. 

At the pleasure-ground the carts were lined against the 
fence, the horses out-spanned and tethered, and also given the consolation 
of their feed-bags of chaff, together with buckets of water to wash it down. 
Meanwhile the children were assembled and mustered into age groups to 
receive small bags of boiled blues and a cup of lemon syrup, ladled out of 
wash-tubs and galvanised iron buckets. 	This syrupy concoction was sweet 
to taste and manufactured at home on the stove from boiling water, sugar, 
tartaric acid, and essence of lemon was added when the mixture cooled. 
The resulting liquid was broken down liberally with cold water and was 


