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PENFOLD-GOBLE FAMILY 

For many years our family has puzzled over the identity of the parents and other relatives of our 

ancestor Mary Penfold Goble. Although we have now found most pieces of the puzzle, it was 

surprising to find that one of our ancestors, Mary Goble Pay, probably knew most of the answers 

all along. It is ironic that for so many years Mrs. Pay lived only a few doors away from the 

Garrett family in Nephi. 

Mary Penfold and her husband William Goble both were born and raised in Sussex County, 

England. This county, in the south of England, is noted for its endless green rolling hills and 

temperate climate. It's perfect for farming. Mary Penfold's father, John, was a successful farmer 

who at one time owned close to a thousand acres of farm land. John was descended of several 

generations of Sussex Penfolds, who were all farmers; including his father, grandfather and 

great-grandfather, all of whom were named Thomas. Mary's mother was born Sarah Burtenshaw 

Cox. There is a very interesting reason why she had two last names. 

The Burtenshaw family of Sussex was very prominent. For many generations, they lived on a 

huge estate with an impressive manor house on it called Harvest Hill. The manor house burned 

down in the 1500's, and the different lines of the family divided up the family's lands and built 

several smaller estates. One piece of property near Lindfield was handed down to a gentleman 

named Richard Burtenshaw, from his father John and grandfather Richard. The younger Richard 

never married, but in 1775 when he was 50 years old, he became involved with his housekeeper, 

a young woman named Ann Cox. She bore him twin sons, Richard and John; the sons used the 

dual last names of Burtenshaw Cox because their parents were not married. Ann and Richard 

never did marry, perhaps because they were from different social stations, but she and her sons 

continued to live on the estate. 

When Richard died in 1792, he left the property to his housekeeper, an unusual move for the 

times that suggested a measure of devotion between Richard and Ann. She ultimately passed the 

farm along to her sons. Her son Richard married a Sarah Varnham and their oldest daughter was 

Sarah Burtenshaw Cox, mother of Mary Penfold. Sarah must have inherited some of the 

Burtenshaw lands because when she married John Penfold in 1814, John's property holdings 

increased significantly. John Penfold and Sarah had eight children that we know about. Mary 

was the oldest; she was named after her aunt, Mary Broomfield Penfold. Mary had brothers John, 

Philip, James, and Thomas, and sisters Anne, Susan, and Emma. John, James, and Thomas were 

farmers as their ancestors had been. Philip, James's twin brother, may have died in early 

childhood since there is no record of him after that. John and Thomas both eloped with much 

younger, underage girls. They both settled, however, close to their parents in the East Grinstead 

area. John's wife, Eleanor, and several of their children died quite young and after that little is 

known of John. Thomas died as a young man, and his wife soon remarried and moved away with 

their children. James married quite late in life, but he and his wife lived out the remainder of 

their lives in Brighton. Brighton is where the family's three oldest daughters had migrated to 

years earlier. The reason they went to Brighton is lost in time, but this was during the industrial 

revolution. Brighton, a bustling seaside resort in south Sussex, was booming. Queen Victoria's 

son, the Crown Prince, had his castle there. One of England' s first railroad lines linked London 

to Brighton. There probably wasn't much of a future for the Penfold daughters on the family farm. 

Traditionally, English lands were passed on through sons, rather than daughters. This was 
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especially true with large families. Whatever the reason, the three Penfold sisters went to 

Brighton by the early 1840's. 

Mary met a young grocer named William Goble, whose family had also followed the industrial 

revolution migration from the farms of Sussex to the busy trading center of Brighton. William's 

father and grandfather, both also named William, were much less well-to-do farmers than the 

Penfolds. In fact, several Goble progenitors were listed as paupers at the time of their deaths. So 

William's move to Brighton may have been an economic imperative. Anne, nine years younger 

than Mary, married six years later to a young man she had known back home in Lindfield, 

Thomas Henley. They had one child and then we lose track of them. Perhaps they tired of city 

life and moved back to the farming areas in which they were raised. Susan, two years younger 

than Anne, did not find the happiness her older sisters found in Brighton. For reasons unclear 

now, she was labeled a prostitute and was jailed. Destitute, broken and humiliated, Susan died of 

tuberculosis during a cold, wet winter in the Brighton workhouse. She was 22. Her heartbroken 

sisters were unable to bring themselves to tell their parents. Years later, in his will, John 

plaintively stated he knew not what ever became of his daughter Susan. 

Mary and William Goble became interested in the message of the Mormons early in the 1850's. 

Some of William's family had heard the teachings of the missionaries and had joined the church 

earlier. Although many of the Gobles were quick to embrace the church, none of the Penfolds 

could be interested. William Goble rose to prominence in the Brighton branch. As was becoming 

almost customary, the more active a role people played in the church, the more interest they had 

in "coming to Zion." The first Mormons had arrived in the Salt Lake Valley in 1847. By the mid-

1850s, railroad travel made it possible to take a train all the way from the East Coast to the 

Mississippi River. That improvement in transportation enticed more and more Mormon converts 

in foreign lands to leave their rather meager existence in their homelands, and come to "The 

Promised Land." At this point, few of those early missionaries had actually seen Utah themselves. 

Their stories of "the glories of Zion" were inspiring nonetheless, even if a bit embellished. 

William and Mary Goble determined that they would emigrate in the spring of 1856. Their 

timing probably could have been better. They left later than they had hoped, in early May rather 

than March or April but berths aboard ship were so difficult to secure in those days, that people 

took whatever they could get and counted themselves lucky, regardless of the conditions, which 

were usually squalid. Once finally on the ship, the Horizon, a mutiny threatened the voyage 

before it even left the shores of England. Mutinies were rare aboard British Naval vessels, and 

punishable by death for all involved, but the Horizon was a merchant vessel and disciplinary 

standards were less exacting. The experience was harrowing nevertheless for all concerned, and 

for the Brighton grocer and his family in particular. Once order was restored, and the journey 

restarted with a new crew, the Atlantic crossing required six brutal weeks, with more than 900 

people crammed in a tiny sailing vessel. Many had to sleep on deck the entire voyage, even as 

the ship plied iceberg-strewn waters off northern Canada. The Gobles had enough money for 

better quarters. They also had enough money to bring their entire family at once while many 

pioneer families had to emigrate one or two at a time. 

About the time they left, Mary discovered she was about three months pregnant. At that point, it 

was too late to cancel the journey for which they had planned so long. But she and William knew 

it was going to be much tougher for them. They already had six children all under the age of 12, 

and one still an infant in arms. After they arrived in Boston and were escorted by train with other 

Mormon families to the church's encampment in Iowa, the Gobles decided to purchase a wagon 
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and oxen to transport themselves and their belongings. They knew a handcart would be too 

difficult for them. They also grew wary of delay in their scheduled departure. They knew the trek 

to Utah would take nearly four months. Unless they left soon, an early winter would have 

disastrous consequences. The Gobles were already troubled; their infant daughter Fanny had 

contracted measles on the ship, and was unable to recover. Measles was a deadly killer in those 

times, and the Gobles were worried that Fanny wasn't recovering as she should. Their worries 

proved justified when a sudden and ferocious thunderstorm hit. Little Fanny became chilled and 

died in the night. She was buried in the ever-growing camp burial ground. Still it was more than 

a month before their company got underway. It was early September. Barring some kind of 

miracle, they realized they wouldn't arrive in Salt Lake until late November, at the earliest. It was 

hard going even in the wagon. The trails were rutted and bumpy and the ride was especially 

agonizing for a woman eight months pregnant. The Gobles weighed their options. If they stayed 

in Iowa until spring, their finances would be exhausted and the Iowa winters were likely to be as 

cold as those along the way. They felt they had to go. 

Just three weeks into the trip, Mary's baby was born. She and the infant, Edith, lay in the wagon 

most of the rest of the trip. It was far from comfortable for them, however. The new baby meant 

the other children could no longer take turns riding in the wagon with their mother. From then on, 

the little ones were on foot. Oldest daughter Mary led the younger children, holding hands with 

them and singing hymns about the "Promised Land." Compounding their problems, winter 

arrived early on the Great Plains in 1856. The pioneer company was ill-prepared for the 

hardships and suffering they would soon face. The column began to fall behind schedule. Their 

rations were used up, with almost no place along the way to replenish them. Problems literally 

snowballed. Death stalked the column of wagons, as well as other companies of slower handcarts.  

Although the wagons could travel faster, the wagon train was under orders to slow down and 

stay with the handcarts. Alone, the handcart company faced extinction. The train moved slower 

and slower. The food situation became critical. At times, the early winter snows brought the 

whole entourage to a stop for days. The snow was so deep at times and the ground under it so 

frozen that it was difficult to pitch a tent. William Goble, the grocer, from the green, sunny 

seacoast of England had seldom before even seen snow, much less anything like this. If his faith 

ever wavered, though, his family couldn't detect it. 

Four-year-old James, the Goble's youngest son (their oldest child William had died in England at 

seven months of age), died one night after the camp's hunters had brought back large quantities 

of meat. It was speculated his stomach burst from over-eating, after weeks of near starvation. 

Church headquarters in Salt Lake was alarmed when the wagons and handcarts did not arrive on 

schedule. Rescuers were sent out. But there was little the rescuers could do except bring a little 

food and encouragement. They did bring a few horses, however, to relieve the weary oxen. The 

wagons and handcarts had to be driven on to Salt Lake where they could be adequately 

provisioned. There was little hope anyone would survive the winter on the frozen expanse of 

Wyoming. 

The pioneers were now throwing away everything non-essential to lighten the load. The Gobles 

abandoned their precious wagon and most of their other possessions early in the trek across 

Wyoming. Their oxen gave out. They put on all the clothes they could wear at once and left the 

rest. They joined forces with another man with a wagon. The man had extra room in his wagon; 

his family had already frozen to death. Mary and Edith suffered, trying to keep warm in the 

wagon across Wyoming. Without adequate warmth or nourishment, Edith perished and was 
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buried in a little rocky grave near the banks of the Sweetwater River in Wyoming, three weeks 

journey from the Salt Lake Valley. Mary herself never regained her strength after delivering the 

baby. Lying in the wagon was cold and uncomfortable. Near the end of the journey, her strength 

waned. So did that of many others in their party. More than a hundred had died crossing 

Wyoming. 

The rescuers pushed the column on as hard as they dared. Each morning as the survivors started 

off, a burial detail had to lag behind to do what they could for those who had died during that 

night. With the ground frozen solid, however, there was little that could be done. The Goble 

children struggled to walk beside the wagon in the snow. They had walked more than 1,000 

miles. The children's worn shoes were inadequate for the cold, and their feet were constantly 

numb from frostbite. Mary, Caroline and Harriet all lost toes to gangrene. Six-year-old Harriet, 

the youngest now, was barely 30 pounds, standing little more than three feet tall. But hope 

spurred them on. 

The Salt Lake Valley was almost in view. Scouts said the valley was just ahead. The survivors 

were joined by more rescuers, who helped them up and over the treacherous Emigration Canyon 

trail, still years away from being a proper road. It took several teams to haul a single wagon up 

some steep grades and more men and teams to lower them again down dug-ways on either side. 

It was slow work. Sometimes it took all day to travel just a few miles. The pioneers often would 

awake in the morning and look just a few miles away to a hill or other object that marked where 

they would camp the next night. Even in good weather, with fresh teams and provisions, a wagon 

train could be expected to travel no farther than 25 miles a day. 

Mary grew weaker, William encouraged her to hang on. Help, and the end of their journey, was 

at hand. But tragically, on the final day of their seven-month journey, just eight miles from Great 

Salt Lake City's outskirts, Mary died. The joy the Gobles had hoped to experience when they 

entered the Promised Valley was replaced by sorrow. William Goble and his four frostbitten, 

motherless children hobbled into the Salt Lake Valley, with Mary dead in the wagon they pulled. 

How different William's first view of Zion must have been from the Promised Land he had 

envisioned, the land that had led them to give up everything they had in Brighton. But there was 

never any question of turning back; 1,500 miles of wilderness closed the door behind them. 

Besides, all their possessions and all their finances were now gone. They had little more than the 

clothes on their backs. They could travel no more. 

The children were too ill even to attend their mother's funeral. Rescuers said the entire company 

was only a day or two away from certain death when the journey finally ended. After that, the 

Mormon Church laid down stricter guidelines for wagon and handcart companies and set 

deadlines for how late in the year the journey to Utah could begin. The Gobles had the dubious 

distinction of being among those who paid such a terrible price so that later settlers could avoid 

similar tragedies. It was William's sad duty to write Mary's family and tell them the gut-

wrenching news about their daughter. The Penfolds hadn't much cared for the Mormons before 

this; how bitter they must have become after this. 

William remarried and the remaining four children survived, married and raised large families in 

the church in Utah. Mary ultimately married Richard Pay, a widower who had lost his whole 

family in the same wagon train. Edwin married Mary Langshaw; and Caroline wed Jacob 

Bowers. Hearty little Harriet, named after her grandmother, married James Garrett. All were 

active in the church and when genealogy was encouraged, they were among the first to write 
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down their ancestors and do temple work for them. Unfortunately whatever information was 

known about the Penfolds went to the grave with Mary. 

The Penfolds back in England weren't eager to provide much information, so the family wasn't 

able to do much for their mother's ancestors. But daughter Mary apparently persevered. She 

stayed in communication with the Penfolds. She learned when her mother's parents died and had 

temple work done for them. She seems to have known when some of her mother's brothers and 

sisters died too, because she also did temple work for them. In the 1890's, her communication 

with her mother's "baby" sister, Emma, paid off when Emma, now nearly 70, was baptized a 

Mormon in England. Two of Emma's grown daughters also joined the church, and interestingly 

enough, it was Mary's son Ed who had gone to England on a mission that baptized them! 

Years after Ed returned, one of Emma's daughters, Ada Simmons, emigrated to Utah! She had a 

much easier time than her poor Aunt Mary, crossing the country in only four days on a train. 

Amazingly enough, all this seems to have happened without other family members, especially 

the Garretts, professing to know about it. Perhaps this was because Mary Goble Pay's sister, 

Harriet Goble Garrett, had died some years earlier at only age 40, a couple of months after giving 

birth to twin boys. Whatever the reason, the secret of Mary Penfold Goble's ancestors was kept 

until the 1990's, when some exhaustive research put all the pieces of the puzzle together at last. It 

was only after all the research was completed that it was discovered how much of the 

information had already been gathered so many years earlier by Mrs. Pay. However, once the 

past was unlocked, what a tale it told! 

(Jerry Garrett is a 3rd great-grandson of William Goble.) 


