
A Letter from a Southern Colony 

Cousin Dearest, 

 Your recent visit has still left in our hearts much joy.  We were so elated that you came 

and stayed as long as you did.  Our plantations are so far apart that visitors are rare indeed, 

especially one who brings so much laughter to our house as you.  I shall not soon forget the fox 

hunt and you clinging to your horse as he bounded over the fences!  Luck for Mr. Fox that you 

were here. 

 The party was glorious with so much singing, dancing and food.  You should feel very 

special and honored.  Mother brings out her china from England for many guests but only 

brings out the silver bowls for our special visitors.  Elizabeth, that is our slave cook, does so well 

in special meals for special people.  I think her food and those dishes made for quite a feast.  I 

never knew you were such a dancer.  Our next one will be in a month in honor of the 

engagement of Mary to William.  I do wish you could return. 

 You commented upon how warm our climate is compared to your climate in the north.  

Our grandfather picked this area for that reason.  The seven or eight months of growing time, 

rich soil, and woods full of animals made it “an easy land to love”, as father always says.  We 

have attempted growing many things for ourselves and to sell our cash crops to the ships which 

have come along our way.  We mostly raise to sell tobacco and rise with some cotton. 

 Our land has done so well that last month father and Mr. Grandly traveled the 150 miles 

to Savannah to purchase five more slaves.  Heaven knows we need field workers to help with 

the planting and harvest.  Father instructed Mr. Graver, our overseer, that these slaves are to 

be taught the proper harvesting methods as not to waste or they and he would be punished. 

 Savannah is in the colony of Georgia.  It is a refuge for debtors, a penal colony of sorts.  

It also serves as a safety zone between the British colonies and the Spaniards in Florida.  I do 

hope that father will be safe.  I had asked father to bring back some lace from Charleston.  I do 

so love to dress with it swirling around me.  But, he said that the business was to look over the 

new supply of slaves and not to dally in women’s shopping.  The twinkle in his eye tells me 

though that I should soon get it as a gift. 

 Mr. Henrick, my reading tutor, has just informed me that it is time for my lessons.  

Good-bye for now, sweet cousin, but do write.  Please come again. 

       Love, 

       Mary Manley 

                                                                                             Manley Plantation 

                                                                                             St. George, South Carolina 



 

        


