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EXTRACTS FROM JOURNALS KEPT BY THE WELLS SISTERS
TEGWANI, SOUTHERN RHODESIA

JUNE 1903 — JUNE 1904

Note: There were many other entries in the girls’ diaries not included
here. Anna’s were mostly lists of books she had read and other facts
and figures, interspersed with laments on missing home. After the
death of Mary she continued her journal sporadically until the age of
twenty. Mary’s entries were mtermttent, logging flora and fauna and
describing expeditions into the bush with her dead sister, Esther.
Tabitha’s dwelt on descriptions of locals who attracted or repelled her,
mingled with complaints about the unsympathetic nature of her par-
ents as regards new clothes, attending lessons etc.

The journals of Anna, the single one written by Mary and the dam-
aged one written by Tabitha where many entries appear to have been
torn out, were found m a trunk together with other family effects in an
auction house 1n Bath after the First World War.


























































































Jennifer Copley writes: inspiration for these poems
sprang from my own personal history. My grandfather
was a Methodist missionary in Southern Rhodesia (now
Zimbabwe) between the years 1897 — 1914 and
brought up his family there. My father was the third
child of six. When my siblings and I were young, we
would plead for ‘stories about Africa,” snippets of which
appear in the Journals.

My father had an elder brother who fell ill and was
brought home to England to seek a cure. His illness was
described as something rare/something African and nothing
could be done. He died, aged ten, and is buried here.
His younger sister had died a few years earlier, aged
fifteen months, and was buried in Tegwani.

My grandfather built his own house, church and school
in Tegwani, all of which are still there.
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