
        Millwood 

        April 10
th

 1889 

 

My dear Mother.  

   On Monday we made tracks into our wooden house here 

at Strip Bosch. On the whole it is much more comfortable  especially on 

account of  a wooden floor which was wanting in the other. For the last two 

weeks the carpenter has been putting up a kitchen and has only got as far as 

to have a floor put down – probably  it will be finished by the end of the 

month. The drawing table was being used as a dressing table, not as usual 

with the slant but with the legs turned so as to make it level, in order to get 

our mouths on the same level as the brim of our cups. We place the 

instrument  boxes on our chairs. This was very well for a short time but the 

other day McBean, having a little to be doing at the one end, sent the whole 

affair sprawling. It was rather jolly when McBean  was here especially as 

Bob began to get rowdy – he and McBean used to be  always at cards or 

puzzles. On Friday we escorted  him through the bush where we met his 

cart. We drove with him for about four miles further to one of the forest 

ranger’s places. Here we stayed for most of the day talking to Fourcastle 

(Ranger). He has passed his first survey exam and wants to try for his 

practical next year.  

   On Monday and Tuesday nights the circus was on but 

was only attended well the first night. We went the second evening but it 

was very hopeless.  

   As yet neither of us has had anything to do in the survey 

line and from the looks of it whatever we will be doing will not bring  

anything in. There is a line to be run off between church and government 

land which I believe we are to do and I suppose to save government expense 

will be doing for nothing. Perhaps it will be done for practice which is the 

same thing as swotting up your ABC for practice. Bob has some idea of 

making up a map of the place but thinks too long about his things so that 

they never happen. 

   Tomorrow is to be a swell cricket match at the entrance 

of the forest between Knysna and Millwood. The latter will I think easily 

come off best – someone told me today that I am to play so I will ride out on 

chance tomorrow. 

   Washing is an infernal fag here. I find it much better to 

go in for airing i.e. I take off my clothes I wear one week, let them have a 

good airing and then wear them again. It is as nice living here as any place I 

have been in but it would be better than any place if we get some work. 



Today  I went up to church and not thinking who was 

going to preach went in and took my seat. There were six others beside 

myself. One, Goldswain, held forth. It was worth going to listen to his 

mistakes; old Crouch is a fool to him as far as he is concerned. The songs 

were something after the Salvation Army style and only three joined in the 

singing. This man came to the house the other day and was addressed as “my 

old friend” by Father, who asked why he had not called on you when he 

came through P.E. the last time. Look out for a man in a yellow waistcoat 

for his visit would be as interesting as Fulton’s. 

   When McBean was here we used sometimes to amuse 

ourselves in the middle of the day by seeing how much row we could make 

in the house. Our great amusement was in getting up in the morning. I would 

be first to be summoned to get up and would at once shout out to Bob to get 

up, and would shout to McBean; this would go on until the order not to go 

on as children would come. 

   I am dead off packing if you have to move, so you will 

not catch me around P.E. way if I can help it. 

   The skeleton of Brunelle’s house is up and whenever the 

rest is up he is going to bring his family up from Knysna – he has some six 

or seven children. 

   For some reason Bob started most religiously today to 

work at some plans, I suppose because it is Sunday. The last few days he has 

been fiddling with the instruments trying to adjust them -  it is a good thing 

for them that they are past spoiling or he would pretty soon have done for 

them. 

   Miss Jean will have a confoundedly interesting letter as I 

can see Bob making a frame for her letter – it is sure to contain a lot of 

romantic ideas for he has been studying a little book called Home and 

Happiness. Perhaps it is this book that made him so happy that he for fun 

scratched the shirt off my back this morning with his claws and got me 

rowed for shouting at him. I thought that when we moved we would have 

finished with people bothering about the house but today and yesterday there 

were several down making the place an office , although about a mile from 

camp. If I get a chance I tell them to call at the office at nine next morning 

and don’t mind this place at all for it is rather jolly, if only I can get some 

practice at about June up to the exam.    

      I remain, your affect. son 

       Pat      

   


