This docunment was witten by Helen Stanley (Mther Gonzaga),
alias “Aunty Nell’, probably about 1985. An earlier version
was witten by Elizabeth Stanley (Aunty Bess) and several
segnents of the current docunment are drawn fromthat account.
It contains some mnor inaccuracies. We now know that Patrick
Stanl ey cane to Australia at the age of 23, arriving on the
Victoria on 2" Septenber 1849. (One piece of famly “folklore’
that Aunty Nell used to retail (also recorded in Aunty Bess's
earlier story) was that the famly had nade the claimthat
Patrick Stanley had arrived in Australia at the tinme that
Queen Victoria succeeded to the throne. Had this been true he
woul d have been very young (10 or 11 years old) and the

shi pping records, along with other docunents (including his
death certificate) show that he was considerably older. Hs
death certificate states that he had been in Australia for 70
years (being then aged 89). Had this been true it would inply
that he was 19 when he arrived (as stated by Aunty Nell). This
may be where she got her information fromwhen she wote this
account ?

VEATH HOUSE

As the Bicentenary approaches, one’s mnd is inclined to
wi t hdraw from our sky-scrapered skyline, and to endeavour
nostalgically to recall the sky-scapes of homes in the | ast
century with their gentler outlines, with even a surnounting
scroll featuring the name, such as “Meath House”, or in ny
case, “Kinkora”. How nmuch kinder this is than the rectangul ar
ugl i ness of storeys of units raising their shoe-box shapes
agai nst our Australian skies.
As the | ast survivor of one of the characteristically |arge
famlies of the turn of the century, | |ook back at tines
through the eyes of ny elder sisters, at our ancestral hone
; : which still stands, sentine
like, with its three storeys
above the nei ghboring 2-storey
terrace houses - once called
; Stanley Terrace - at 35
- 8 Cl evel and Street, Redfern,
: bet ween Bour ke and South Dow i ng
... Streets, on the south side of
RN s - Cleveland Street. Up till a few
years ago, it still maintained
its original nanme, “Math House”
from County Meath, Ireland, the
birthpl ace of Patrick Stanl ey,
an Irish emgrant who left his
native land in 1845, at the tine
of the Irish fam ne. Though the
house is still there, it bears
anot her nane, “llloura” with its
street nunber 461. and is today
a shabby edition of what would
th 5 : have been, in the md 1800's, a
: il g well built hone capabl e of
i34 kT & BN accommodating its owner’s famly
BN of two sons and five daughters,
: SRR as wel | as a nunber of
' Ereca T R grandchildren fromtine to tine.
The buil der of these properties had to start fromrock bottom
As a 19 year old mgrant to a new |and, he must have
exerci sed courage and enterprise. A fanily | egend has it that




an uncle had given himthree gol den sovereigns from his bakery,
and advised himto set off fromfam ne stricken Ireland and
seek his fortune, like Dick Whittington, in a newland. H s
nother's Death Certificate reveals that he came froma farm ng
famly, so that when he arrived in Australia, he sought work
in the market gardens set up by Jean Baptist near Redfern
Fromworking in the nmarket garden business, he was either
given land, or saved noney to buy land, for, in ten years, he
was able to bring out and support his nother, Mary Stanley. Up
till a few years ago, there was an old hoarding up in the area
of Paddy’s Markets, bearing the name, “Christopher Stanl ey,

Shi ppi ng Providore”, Christopher being the name of his
grandson, later in the same business. Wen | went |ast year
hoping to see it, the old buildings had been replaced by new
ones. It is interesting to note, too, that an article appeared
in a Sydney newspaper, five or six years ago, on the nane
“Paddy’ s Markets”. One theory put forward was that they were
called after Patrick Stanley, Myor of Redfern. The nore
likely origin, however, was given, as being called after the
nunber of Chi nese paddi es who wor ked the markets.

However interesting these suggestions are, the fact renmins
that Patrick Stanley becane a wealthy man. There nay have been
other profitable sidelines readily available in the expandi ng
colony, to have enabled Patrick, within a few decades, to
accunul ate house property .about twenty dwellings in the

Redf ern area, considerable |and sonme fifty acres at Bel nore
and Hurstville, later to formthe dowies of his daughters,
Kitty and Mary, two sizeable dairy properties on the Ri chnond
Ri ver .and “Meath House”. And he, the Dick Wiittington of 19th
century New South Wal es, .-becanme Mayor of Redfern not three

tines, |ike his London counterpart of the 15" century, but
four tines. (Details of the WIIl in the Sydney Minicipa
Counci | .)

More significant for his adopted country, though, is the fact
that he set up a fine fanmily of Stanleys, O Briens, Bridges,
Scahil I s and Keoghs who have proliferated into dozens of other
fam | ies who have produced peopl e distinguished in many fields
- business, professional and academic fields - over sone five
generati ons.

VEATH HOUSE

The focal centre of this w despread famly was the old hone of
Patrick Stanley and his wife Elizabeth Regan —*“Meath House”.
As the fam lies appeared, G andpa Stanley’s honme becane the
rendezvous of the grandchil dren who were brought on Sunday
nornings to see and delight their grandparents. One grand-
daughter, Mary Bridge, wites in her autobiography: “Jack, mny
big brother, and | | oved these affectionate people. G andna
Stanl ey was incapacitated by crippling rheumati sm and very
qui et. Grandpa Stanley was full of vigour, however. W gave
them crazy concerts in the evenings when we stayed with them
Jack would stuff a pillow under his small pyjanmas coat like a
cranky, old man. This produced hearty |aughter from G andpa,
and Grandnme’ s eyes tw nkled. We had fun, too, |ooking over

G andpa’s fence on to Stanley Lane to watch the antics of the
cabby’s nonkey, attached to a long lead, as it scanpered round
the yard bel ow, and up and down a pepper-corn tree quite near
us. Another joy was listening to “Grimrs Fairy Tal es” read by
one of our grandparents.”

The Stanley girls renmenbered, too, how G andpa, after the
death of his dear Bessy, would | ove to have his Stanley grand-
daughters read to himin the evenings from D ckens’ novels .in



fact, they were paid 3d. a week for such a chore. The Stanl eys
lived close by in another 3-storey house, “Kincora”, still
standing at 651 South Dowling Street, and still quite el egant
with its black “Sydney Lace” on each of its three storeys, set
against its tasteful henna col oured facade.

Bei ng a nuch younger nenber of
the Stanley famly, | never saw
my grandnot her, but G andpa
lingered on for many years in
that | arge house, enpty except
for his Irish housekeeper. |
remenber feeling very nmuch in
awe of a large portrait of the
very solemm, life-size, George
Elliot-ish visage of ny great-
grandnot her, and was told that
the tiny daguerreotype (about

4” X 3" )on the dusty blue
vel vet tablecloth of the small
tabl e nearby was the original
phot o whi ch had been sent to
China to be enlarged to life-
size. This large portrait was
passed on through the

generations till | was the | ast
owner. As | had nowhere to keep
it, | presented it to the

M tchell Library. Wen renoved
fromits frame after about a
century, the words “Hong Kong”
were printed in large lettering
across the back, thus proving the
truth of the enlargenent being a
Chi nese process.

For a description of the Victorian residence, “Meath House”, |
am indebted to ny sister, Elizabeth Stanley, forner librarian
for some thirty years at the Fisher Library, Sydney University,
and later in charge of the Library, Sydney Law School. This
description | found in a lunber roomof the old residence in

G eenwi ch of ny elder sisters, now deceased. It was evidently

a prelimnary draft witten in an old nedical diary bel onging
to nmy brother’, Wlliam This is how she wites - she had a
wonder ful nenory.

Painting of Mary Stanley
(Hong Kong - see text)

“Included in the many properties owned by Patrick
Stanl ey was that quintessence of urban, Victorian
donestic architecture’ - nunber 35 Cl evel and Street,
Redfern. Built alnbst on the Street, separated from

t he footpath by about six feet of verandah, it reared
its three storeys, the upper two bordered by

bal coni es, above its single or two storied nei ghbors.
A long side passage with two doors, provided access
to the house, which stretched back sonme hundred feet
to an asphalt yard, with a row of poplars al ong one
side, flanked by a series of stands for pot plants,
opposite the wi ndows of the donmestic offices. A

gl assed verandah ran across the back of the house,
and beyond the kitchen and | aundry were a shed and a
|avatory, with a bricked fow -yard stretching back to
rather squalid land at the rear. In my chil dhood,
there were still a few dispirited hens whose neal of
bran and pollard, mxed to a kind of porridge with



t he househol d scraps, was usually conpounded by ny

gr andf at her under ny absorbed gaze. The lavatory, |
renenber, had a very high seat, rather awkward for ny
smal | stature, and was provided always with a bundl e
of neatly cut squares of newspaper on a | oop of
string hung on a peg - - shades of Lady Scott and the
rai nbow hued and floral toilet rolls of this nuclear
and wast eful age.

The ground and first floor front had a | arge draw ng
roomw th French wi ndows opening on to the adjacent
verandah and bal cony. The ground fl oor was carpeted
in arather ugly nustard and red, with a suite of
drab chairs, several small tables and what nots
crowded with sepia toned photos, a fair nunber of

t hem bei ng of ecclesiastical gentlenen who visited
the well-to-do Catholics of the city. Dean O Haran
figured there, possibly Archbishop Polding, and

know Cardi nal Mran visited themon sone famly
occasi ons.”

Grandpa’ s nanme can be seen in St. Mary’'s Cathedral, Sydney, in
the east transept, on one of the two brass rectangles of nanes
of Churches, Schools and Ecclesiastical Institutions, together
with a few nanes of individuals, under the heading: ‘Cardina
Moran' s Honour List.”

To return to the description of “Meath House' -

“The outstanding article of furniture in the around
drawi ng roomwas a piano with a fretwork back |ined
with red silk. My Aunt Julia played Gl bert & Sullivan
by ear. |I can still hear the tinkle of her bracelets.
She suffered froma tubercular spine, but was a lively
and cheerful character, with nagnificent brown wavy
hair, the care of which took up a ot of tinme and
requi red several hair brushes. She used to divert
hersel f on the tel ephone in our shop by exchangi ng
airy badinage with the tel ephone clerk while waiting
for her nunber to answer.”

In 1886 she acconpani ed her parents on their trip abroad to an

I ndi an and Col oni al Exhibition in London, for which her father,
as Mayor of Redfern, was given a pernit to attend a nunber of
sessions. Sadly, we do not have the diary she kept of this
trip. It was at this Exhibition, as a famly tradition has it,

t hat Grandpa purchased the beautiful mahogany sideboard that

is, at present, housed in Qur Lady of Mercy Coll ege,

Parramatta. Aunt Julia died in 1908, nurnuring on her deathbed
with her customary cheerful ness, that as she was “going to

Abr aham s bosont, she might as well go with a smle

To return to the donestic arrangenments of “Meath House” as
described by Elizabeth Stanley —

“On the ground floor at the back of the drawi ng room
was a dark dining room rendered even darker, by a
suite of furniture upholstered in black horse-hair,
whose prickly strands woul d be pulled out in the many
boring periods when we were supposed to sit quietly
whil e the grown—dps droned on interm nably about
famly matters. Along one side was the sideboard,

al l egedly an exhibit at the London Exhibition in 1886,
rearing its majestic mirror and el aborately carved



mahogany, topped by two realistic pineapples; and on
it was displayed the very beautiful silver tea and
coffee service presented to grandfather as Mayor of
Redf ern, and now i n possession of his great grandson.
Here, too, were several biscuit-barrels of Roya

Doul ton, the contents of which were usually linp and
stale. The room too, snelt rather pleasantly of

appl es, kept in a rather plebeian double |idded basket
lurking in a dark corner. The illuni nation was

provi ded by the usual hideous gas chandelier of the
period, equi pped with one or two incandescent |ights
which were |it by a taper, applied by standing on the
tabl e beneath. My Aunt Julia was reported to have used
this chore to escape the enbraces of one of the
regular old ladies —visitors - who was afflicted with
a rather bristly chin.

Qpposite the dining roomwas the main, rather

uni npressive entrance door with frosted gl ass panels
and opened on to a narrow stairway leading to the
upper storeys. A long passage |led out to the back
verandah and kitchen, so that neals served in the

di ni ng room can never have been appetisingly hot,

t hough the verandah pantry did house an inpressive
cohort of pewter dish covers as well as a rather

hi deous di nner service of solid china bordered with
broad bands of solid turquoise, of which | still use
the sole survivor - a soup plate. The kitchen was a
rather long roomw th a w ndow overl ooki ng the asphalt
yard with its border of poplars and pot plants on

st ands.

The equi pnent of the kitchen woul d appall the npdern
housewi fe used to a nmultiplicity of electric gadgets.
There was a fuel stove and a gas ring, the former not
always lighted, and a stone sink and the necessary
wooden table and chairs, also a chiffonier which
housed cutlery and various small itens such as
cruets. The brick walls were washed a deep cream and
the |l ast househol d hel p who reigned there, had adorned
themwith colour prints cut fromthe Jubilee issue of
one of the London journals conmenorating the glorious
reign of Queen Victoria. The one | nost admred showed
t he yout hful sovereign, |ooking |like one of Geuze's
bl oom ng mai dens. Anot her Kkitchen appurtenance was an
old clock with a charming face garlanded with fl owers.
ft never functioned in ny tine, but supplled a rustic,
decorative note in an otherw se prosaic apartnent.
Down a step fromthe kitchen was the |aundry furnished
with a brick copper, three wooden tubs and a | ong
bench.

A verandah outside the dining roomconbined as a
passage to the kitchen and an area for storing a

di nner service and nassive pewter dish covers.

Qutside the dining room a narrow stairway led to the
other two storeys, with a bathroomand a maid s room
opening on to a small landing at the top of the first
flight. Asmaller flight led to the bedroom occupi ed
by ny grandparents, confortably furnished with a

wal nut suite and, boasting a gas fire. A large draw ng
room occupi ed the rest of the floor. This was

furni shed rather nore elegantly than its downstairs
counterpart, with a green carpet and a suite of chairs
with cabriole legs, and matching sofa, upholstered in
green satin. | renmenber, too, a couple of sinister



| ooking oil paintings, which could only be | andscapes
of trolls’ country, being executed in dreary shades of
grey. There were also a few pieces fromthe hands of a
tal ented nmai d-servant, Effie Nutt, a rather fragile

| ooking | ass who dealt with the pretty heavy chores of
t he househol d.

There was, of course, a good deal of bric-a-brac, sone
ni ce Wedgwood pi eces, a few porcelain vases, and a
guite fascinating screen with a Chinese dragon
processi on enbroi dered across it. | was also rather
fond of alittle girl on a swi ng, made of china,
attached to one of the chandeliers, and a couple of
Chi nese mandarins with novabl e heads, and also a gilt
cl ock under a gl ass done.

As long as we, Matthew Stanley’'s children, lived in
our shop on the opposite side of Ceveland Street at
the corner of Bourke Street, several of us were al ways
accomodated in the second floor bedroons of “Meath
House”, austerely furnished with four-poster iron
bedst eads with white canopi es and nosquito nets, wash
stands and dressing tables adorned with frills and

bl ue bows. | can renenber how our grandparents’
bedroom was the gathering point at night for famly
and visitors, as G andma was incapacitated with
rheumatism | can renenber, too, how a Gernman doctor,
Herr Grader attended to her, supplying the evidently

i neffective unguents, willingly applied by the current
Abi gail, who was always in admration at her patient’s
snmoot h, white skin.”

Such was “Meath House” at the turn of the century .the focal
poi nt of the growi ng nunber of famlies of grandchildren who
found the big house a fascinating nuseum of furniture,
ornaments, photos and news.

How grateful | amto ny sister Elizabeth for these recorded
nmenori es whi ch have brought to life E— n—
for nme the old home and the people i '_‘.'j'-m_. e

who frequented it, after they had
becone so many famlies thensel ves.
How | wish | could have known those
dear people, ny grandparents.
Happily | have here before ne as |
wite, that sparkling cut-glass
inkwel I that is nmy one authentic
menory of “Meath House” How well |
remenber that day, when as a child
of five or six, | made those

beauti ful rhonboi dal patterns on
the dust of the velvet tablecloth,
by pressing the sonewhat heavy

i nkwel | here and there over its
surface - little suspecting that,
one day | would have it for nyself.
How delighted | was to find it
anongst the bric-a-brac in the old :
home at Greenw ch, some seventy Cabinet I Portrai
years later. It now brings back to

me rather di mbut tender nenories of

those grand |ife-giving people - the Patrick and Bessie Stanley

St anl eys of “Meath House”.



