
      Millwood Gold Fields 

      Knysna May 1
st
 1889 

 

My dear Mother 

   This week has gone very well. Started with our lives as 

usual on Monday – had to do some tall climbing up one of the highest 

mountains over which our line goes: on the way up Bob was foolish to tramp 

on a snake which drove its fangs into his boot, but did not get through the 

leather. Next day was about the same as Monday. On Wednesday we started 

convicts to chop the line through the forest. When half way through the first 

tree they were tackled by bees which were very fierce, having a nest in the 

tree. When at last we got thr tree down we found the whole hive smashed up 

by the fall – bees and honey all mixed up. The convicts stuck most of the 

decent combs away leaving the worst part: however we got a dish full but as 

as yet it has not cleaned enough to eat. All there had as much as they could 

possibly eat. If the best had not been smashed up we would not have been 

able to take it all home without more cans. On Friday we came across 

another nest but although what there was in it was very good there was not 

enough to bring any away. We got the first swarm in a bag but the second I 

brought home in my jacket – put a stick through the sleeves and after getting 

them on buttoned it up and tied up the ends.  Now we have them in boxes 

and today Bob is hard at work making decent hives.  The house has pretty 

well turned into a bee hive. About five minutes ago I heard a big confounded 

groan out of the headman and saw him pulling out a sting. 

   We have got another hive for next week but it is off our 

line  and as you can be run in for chopping down a tree we are going to get it 

out in some other way. 

   On Friday there was an inspection over at the Homtini 

and as usual hankerchief and saddle bags were brought back full of quartz – 

today there were some pannings of the quartz brought home. One dish had 

heaps of gold in it – the place must have been very rich. Rev Franklin was 

telling me today that he was unable to get a house in Knysna where his 

family is. He has been preaching both morning and evening lately and gives 

a very decent sermon too. Today a new man has turned up who is a help in 

the office. He is one of the forest department men.  

   On Friday night the Baas came home from an inspection 

at Homtini and was properly knocked up from  appearances. Today he has 

been amusing himself panning. 



   Almost every evening we have a good big fire: there 

have been about three big trees cut up and stacked at the side of the house – 

in preparation for the winter I suppose. 

   For the last few nights Bob and I have generally spent the 

evenings round Melvill’s fire near the forest where he has a little lean-to. He 

is a cousin of the one at College, so that we have got quite friendly. 

   The latest investment has been the buying of four 

chickens. One has gone missing the last three or four days and will not, I 

think, return again. 

   Puff will be quite happy now that his stable has been put 

up. It is supposed to hold two horses and looks more like a box than a stable, 

although it is a fine affair. Only getting into camp about once a week  we 

generally notice some change. Last week there were any amount of visitors; 

also a comical company offer which I managed to get Bob. This evening the 

room in which service is held was so crowded that some had to stand. 

   My poor old cords are about done for, they are nearly off 

at the knees so tonight I am turning them into shorts; that’s the reason I am 

writing so hurriedly. If you live down this part the youngsters will I think go 

in for too much knocking about and enjoying themselves to do anything at 

school. 

   Don’t forget to send the papers for last night’s post was 

not very welcome on account of their absence. 

 

 I remain 

 Your affect. Son 

 Pat Fletcher 


