
Bruny Island 
 

 
Dear Myra, 
 
What a great joy it was to receive your letters this morning with the supplies. Please 
forgive my writing. I am in need of a new pen. How I miss our late night chats and cups 
of tea. Thank you my dear for the sour milk recipes. Unfortunately I cannot ever procure 
sour milk only powdered or condensed. 
 
I am being very innovative with my cooking and feel I am coming along in leaps and 
bounds although I’m not sure my Uncle agrees. One of the keeper’s wives cooks a lot 
with local wildlife with amazingly tasty results. I’m thinking of trying my hand at it but 
don’t relish the thought of the kill. 
 
When you write me back let me know what is playing at the movies. Is the new Valentino 
move playing, have you seen it? Would love to hear every detail. Besides you and fresh 
milk, the movies is one of the things I miss most out here. 
 
I am hoping I will get to take a week off next year and come back to Hobart. I’ve asked 
my Uncle a couple of times but it’s hard to get an answer from him. 
 
Lamprills! Do they have the new range of hats for winter? Are they wider brimmed than 
last years? I’m considering redecorating my old purple felt one. I know you are laughing 
Myra dear, after my last attempt. I will be a little more sparing with my use of bows 
although I do maintain they are very fashionable abroad – I’m sure I read that 
somewhere. 
 
Pusspuss my furry friend. Do give him a tickle under the chin. He loves that so. Are his 
fleas still a problem? Maybe an Epson salt bath would help. I think that’s what I did last 
time. I do feel Uncle was rather mean not letting me bring him. I think he would have 
liked it here. But Uncle cannot abide cats. And I feel so very blessed by his merciful 
patronage that I could not bear ask him. 
 
I know I left dear Hobart in such fraughtful circumstances but I do want to let you know I 
am doing very well. The country air and fresh food is doing wonders. And I feel myself 
gaining more and more strength everyday. It makes me realise with a shiver, how very ill 
I must have been. Some of those weeks are still very hazy to me. 
 
No more talk of him. It still cuts me in two. I am making a new life which I mean to start 
in the most joyest of spirits. 
 
The country here is very green due to the rain. We seem to get a little drizzle  everyday 
but there are many blue skies. The last keeper’s wife planted a small vegetable garden 
which I intend to keep going. If only I could remember everything my Nan taught me. 
There are even a few wild flowers about the place. We have a cow, whom I have called 



Harriet. She didn’t seem to have a name before I came. Beautiful big sad eyes. I feel she 
looks right through me. I’m sure she’d have many a tale to tell. Unfortunately she seems 
to be of an age where she has no milk. 
 
Uncle is in fine form. Up at the crack of dawn after spending a large part of the night in 
the lighthouse. Mornings seem to be his most crabby time. He manages to find fault with 
something everyday. The eggs are too soft, too cold, too think, too eggish, too salty, too 
watery, too pale, too yellow, too small, too flat, too meaty, too coarse, too powdery, too 
leathery, too vinegary. I’m thinking of keeping a log book. Some sort of inventory of the 
daily state of Uncle’s poached eggs. I do have a lot of time on my hands. Uncle keeps to 
himself a great deal. He’s deeply enthused with his work and keeping a detailed and 
accurate record of the daily goings on. He’s had me clean our little cottage out twice so 
that we may set a proper example to the other keeper’s families. 
 
I’ve done my very best to bring a feminine touch to our abode. A couple of my favourite 
ornaments he has asked me to return to my room as he says he can’t feel comfortable in a 
house full of bric a brac. One of those was Nan’s dancing lady of the court figurine. You 
would remember it Myra dear. I would hardly call that bric a brac. But it sits very 
beautifully beside my bed and now I have the full glory of it for myself alone. 
 
Myra I have taken a little more out of the glory box. The two beautiful pink floral china 
tea cups and saucers and the beautiful satin viscose robe I spent 6 months paying off from 
Lamprills. Its not that I have given up hope. And we mustn’t give up Myra. It’s just that it 
may be terribly out of fashion by the time I get to wear it. It’s already alarmingly long. 
Skirts can’t get any shorter can they Myra? I do worry my knees may not pass muster. 
 
My Uncle loves the tea cups. He always asks for them as they are very fine china and he 
says tea always tastes better in fine china. He told me the cup was delicious but 
unfortunately not the tea. 
 
Last Saturday night I boiled myself a big bath, set my hair and put on my beautiful robe. I 
felt like a movie star and I must say the satin viscose feels like silk across my skin. 
Although it can be a little clingy. I will bring it when I come back to Hobart and you can 
have a try. 
 
What are you putting on your hands these days? All this scrubbing, polishing, chopping 
and cooking has left my hands very coarse and dry. Any handy hints? I used to feel quite 
proud of my hands. When I was in the typing pool.  
 
Myra this is a day later I’m picking up to start again. Harriet died this morning. Very 
suddenly. Margaret, one of the keepers wives tell me she was very old but you wouldn’t 
have known it. Although she didn’t produce any milk. 
 
I have to tell you Myra it quite took the wind out of my sails and I found myself sobbing 
into the dough this morning in the kitchen. 
 



I thought of him today. And his wife and the children and the new baby. I felt physically 
ill. How could I have been so foolish. 
 
But then I thought of Will and I quelled the self pity. We are alive Myra and we must 
thank God for that and any kindness that comes our way. 
 
I intend to finish this letter with a light heart so here’s an amazing story. 
 
Last week after the washing, my Uncle’s favourite smalls went missing. He’s been quite 
upset about it. Yesterday when I went to visit Margaret I noticed the children had built a 
small fort with bits of wood and iron. They were hasting a flag – which was Uncle’s 
smalls. I had raced up to grab them before anybody saw. They are old and a trifle stained. 
He would have been mortified. Chuckle chuckle. 
 
Thinking of you my dear. A big kiss for Pusspuss. 
 
Yours Sincerely 
 
Meredith xxx 
 
Sorry if this letter is a little confusing. I had started before your letter arrived and then I 
put a new beginning on it with the old middle and a new ending. Sorry I didn’t like to 
waste the paper. It’s all news from some part of my time here. 
 
I would love some lilac wool. Thought I might try a cardigan and you know my passion 
for purple. Not too small a ply or it will take me years to complete it. I’m going to try to 
put two knitting patterns together! I like the sleeve on one and the bodice of another. It’s 
my grand experiment. Will let you know how I get on. Have enclosed money. 
 
Do let me know how the Barrett’s are treating you. Is it still all those late nights and early 
starts? Do they still expect breakfast in the bedroom? Do tell me everything. Thinking of 
you. 
 
Meredith xxx 
 
P.S. Maybe I gave Pusspuss a bath with a dash of lysol for fleas. Whatever it was it 
worked and they didn’t come back. 


