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        Hartmans Farm 

         30
th

 July 1911 

 

My dear Sheila 

   I notice that your mother got a letter from you of seven 

pages and my longest has been only three – I don‟t mind short letters as long 

as they come often: Don‟t you go looking for any more cousins as you have 

already quite enough to give you all the trouble you will want  to keep you 

from being too happy. 

Mammy has been climbing hills quite a lot this week and her feet must be 

getting quite hard and tough so that there will be no excuse for getting sore 

feet for about a year after she gets home – that means no scolding for you 

children for that period. 

We have had quite a lot of visitors this week but I expect Mammy has told 

you about them – I don‟t see much of them because I‟m often out. 

There is one thing that worries me about having a house in camp – I am 

chased all over the place with soap and water. Sunday it is wash, wash, all 

day. I begin to sympathise with Peter only I have a worse time as I have to 

shave. Also I am always being bothered to change my clothes & then I 

can[„t] find my things because they are in the other clothes pockets & 

everything gets mixed up: You see she has such a lot of babies at home to 

look  after & as they are not here I come in for everything – I was a little 

sick when Mammy came out and I was so glad there was no castor oil in 

camp – you know I cant swallow it & I‟m sure she would have got the boys 

to hold me down & then opened my mouth & pushed in the oil; as it was she 

chased me with all kinds of medicine and made me take them – I got so tired 

of it I got better to get rid of the worry. She really thinks I am Colin Dougal 

& Peter all in one and treats me accordingly. I‟ll send her back to you when I 

screw up courage but I am still a  little bit afraid of her. She is standing just 

outside the tent with a great big knife cutting up biltong – as she has her 

sleeves rolled up she looks quite dangerous.  

I‟m quite anxious to see Cecil – he used to be biggerer than Peter when they 

were smaller babies than they are now. 

 

   Your affect father 

    P. Fletcher. 

 

                                                                                       [Notes………. 

 



[Notes: 

 

 

[*]  Cecil, son of Pat‟s younger sister “Chicken” Baily, who died. Cecil 

 was more  or less brought up by Ida, as was his sister Zeta brought 

 up by Annie. 

 I remember Ida relating with amusement what a character Cecil  was.   

 One day he told  Ida he was going blind. Ida scolded him for 

 making up stories. “No”, he asked, “do you see that sofa over there?” 

 “Yes”, she replied. “Well, I can‟t.” he explained. 

 But he did not remain in contact much in later years. I seem to 

 remember  a story about a red sports car which pitched up on the lawn 

 at Zimbile, with a man and several girls. Out jumped Cecil. That 

 might have been in the Fifties. 

 There is also a story that he once declared to Ida that he was in love 

 with her. 
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