
        Duoquodolas 

         Oct 24 1886 

 

My dear Mama 

   I had a letter from Bob about a week ago which I will 

send to you. I wish he go in for his exams and be done with it. I believe he 

can get through if he liked. We have been here for 9 days  now:  we  are not 

staying at the hotel but at a small accomodation house on the hill just above  

it and are as comfortable as we can be. Tomorrow we start for Buffeldoorns. 

I was so disgusted about yesterday’s work that I did not intend writing today 

but I have found out since that my share was done correctly. Yesterday’s 

work was about a mile from here and the Baas was busy with office work:  

he  left us to do it after placing out our flags for connection. The lot had a 

river boundary, which we did correctly, in fact we did everything correctly 

until we were taking the observations which we bungled – though very 

slowly  - at the last station. We just mamaged to take the first observation 

when it got too dark for me to reverse – in these last there had been some 

misake, so I had nothing to do with it. I am verywild about it because if we 

do them correctly every time we would soon have most of the only decent 

practice. 

   P and I are big chums but I would rather not have to work 

with him because he is always wanting to do something his own way; which 

so far has only brought us into trouble. The most  difficult station as yet to 

lay out is the one on Bongolo Creek belonging to Simpson. He will have the 

pleasure of paying for the four beacons enclosing his one morgen. The 

Tuesday after I wrote there was a great exodus fom Lady Frere. The 

Fenners. Murray and Walker went to Queenstown – the Baas and I started 

for work. I was very unlucky in driving the first day, When we got over 

Sweetrand we came to a very bad sluit which frightened the Baas  who was 

wise and walked. I can’t remember how it happened but just as I was safely 

out I found myself  going through the air and soon after settling on my feet – 

luckily I still had the reins and kept the horses quiet. Everything in the cart 

was thrown out but nothing broken. The cart was not hurt in the least but the 

traces boken. We got a nigger’s help and soon got the cart righted and  the 

horses fixed  up.  I wonder we do not have more accidents for I am a swell at 

driving compared with Father.  Some of the places are infernally dirty – 

when doing the hotel at the drift here we stopped work to have lunch, We 

were rather hungry and continued eating in silence which was first broken 

by the Baas who shouted, “By Jove, I have eaten a bug”. I am not sure of the 

kind but it was in his salad. 



While we are staying in the accomodation places we have very hard work 

because we have not to sit and talk to the people at night, so we do 

calculations all night instead. I often get singing to encourage Pa in the art. 

He tries hard but I will back Bob against him as the latter has a more 

touching voice. 

 Perhaps I may yet get as far as Dordrecht. I wish I could for I would 

like to see Kelly. I don’t believe the work will be done before Christmas. It 

will be jolly to spend Christmas at a dirty trading station. I dislike the 

German traders more than any – they are very hospitable but very dirty. At 

one place we had some sort of soup or paste made with milk for dinner. 

Before we got halfway though our plate the old woman would take up the 

dish 

 

  -end of letter missing- 

 

  presumably written by Pat Fletcher  

 

 
[Source:    Typescript by young Hugh.] 

 

[Notes:      Presumably Baas=P=Father 

   

      “ ….very bad sluit”  = spruit? 

     “he left us to do it…”.  Presumably Pat was working with somebody else ] 

 

      Lady Frere.  ? Sir Bartle F, Governor, High Commissioner, Cape Colony 1877  

  

[Edited :  18.01.2007   N.F.]     


