
Letter:  Martha Bolling Markham, 1904 

 

Below is a letter written in 1904 by Martha Bolling Markham to her niece Martha Woodson 

“Pattie” Markham Sleeper.  It gives some delightful family history.  It comes from a most 

remarkable book titled, “The Markham Letters:  Story of a Nineteenth Century Family”, edited 

by Frances Sleeper Dosset Swann, and published in 1987.  Martha Bolling Markham was the 

daughter of John Markham and Lucy Champe Fleming of Goochland county Virginia.  In 1904 

she was an eighty-eight year old spinster lady, living alone in Versailles, Woodford county 

Kentucky.  She was the last of her immediate family surviving.  Pattie Markham Sleeper was 

her niece and namesake; the daughter of her brother William Fleming Markham and his wife 

Susannah Railey.  in 1904 Pattie was living in Waco, McLennon county Texas.  She was the 

seventy-two year old widow of Fabius Sleeper.  Pamela Hutchison Garrett, 2018. 

 

 

My dear Pattie,   

 

When your sweet letter came I little thought that even one week would pass 

before I answered it for it gave me great pleasure I assure you to see that my 

dear niece thought enough of me to send me a valentine in the form of a letter.  

Such evidences of affection are worth more to me now than all the valentines of 

my youth were.  I am a lonely old woman existing on memory, but I trust, 

living on hope.  You know Paul says faith is the substance of things hoped for, 

the evidence of things not seen.  Where and what would we be without it?  I do 

not think that we can ever fully realize the value of hope while associated with 

our beloved and loving ones. Pope speaks of life as light, and it seems 

benighted when all else fails us.  

 

 You ask to know something of our grandfather. I will try to tell you what I 

know.  I am more familiar with the history on the Fleming side than the 

Markham.  My father died when I was a little child, can just remember being 

taken to his bedside when he passed away.  My mother was a perfect register, 

and when I wished to know anything about my ancestors I went to her, but 

did not store my memory with details as I might have done, but I am very familiar with her father's 

history, for I have never seen such devotion from a child to a father as hers---such reverence and faith and 

certainly it was not misplaced for he was a grand man.  He was the benefactor of his people.  He was a 

man full of business but never neglected his neighbors and friends.  His home was always filled, more like 

a place of resort than a private dwelling.  The poor he never forgot.  He was judge of the Court of Appeals 

forty years of his life, consequently away from his home a great deal of the time, but always had an eye to 

those who needed his help.  My grandmother his wife died young, left him with four little daughters.  He 

kept them, always had some female relation living with him to help care for them.  He was both father and 

mother to them.  He had them educated at home.  Their teachers were from England, a Mrs Dudley and a 

Mrs Livingston.  Summerville was the name of his home twelve miles from Richmond.  The day that 

Cornwallis reached Richmond, George Washington and Thomas Jefferson were dining with my 



grandfather, just as they were seated at the table a courier arrived announcing the arrival [illegible 

phrase].  My mother said all the gentlemen dropped knives and forks and rushed on to that place.  Of 

course they were the important men of the war.      

 

My oldest aunt Caroline Fleming never married.  My other two aunts both married Beverly Stanard.  

They were own cousins.  When Uncle Beverly asked Grandpa for Aunt Mary, he told him he had no 

objection to him, but if he married her, he should never take her from him.  He had to come there, which he 

did.  They raised their family there, lived and died at dear old Summerville.  My grandmother Fleming  

was Bettie Champe.  My grandfather's mother was Mary Bolling.  My great-grandfather Fleming did no 

approve of sending children to school young.  So when my grandfather was eight years old he went to his 

father and told him he wanted to go to school.  He told him certainly he should go.  My great-grandfather 

had a home on the Rivanna river, the school was on the other side.  He had a little boat made for my 

grandfather and he set himself over the river every day to school.  That was the beginning of his 

education.  They were all families of the first in the land of course.  History tells that.   

 

I think our grandfather Markham’s mother was a daughter of Governor Matthews’ daughter of New 

York, and his aunt married Sam Washington, the brother of George Washington.* I think this correct but 

really I haven’t taken much pains to trace back.  As Cousin Eliza Stannard said, “I knew who I was and I 

did not care about going back to find out any more.”  But really I do think it is a pleasure to know.  I 

wish, my dear, that I could see and talk with you.  I could tell you so many little things which I cannot 

write that I think would interest you about dear old Summerville, and that grand old home which was 

paradise to us all.  My grandfather had all of his children and grandchildren to meet there every summer. 

 

Well, my dear, I must close my letter.  As you will see, it was commenced several days ago but I have been 

unable to finish and really I fear you will be puzzled to gather anything satisfactory from it.  For two 

weeks past I have been very feeble – to breathe is a labor for me.  I am very old and it is wonderful that I 

have kept up as well as I have but I feel as if my time has nearly ended.  If I live to see the 26th day of April 

I will be eighty nine – will enter my ninetieth year.  O! that my life had been better spent but our Father 

is merciful and I trust when he calls me he will take me to rest in His blessed home with Him and the dear 

ones gone before.  Please answer this letter promptly.  Your letters are delightful to me and I often think 

how much I have lost in not knowing you.  I am a very lonely old woman – was raised in the lap of luxury 

I was so delicate, and now I pine for a loving hand to be laid upon.  Just to live on dollars and cents make 

the heart feel so lonely.  I hope your daughter finds her child better and that her case is not serious.  Well 

my dear, I hope this will reach you safely and that I shall soon receive an answer if I should be spared.  

God bless you in Jesus is the prayer of my heart.   

 

Lovingly your Aunt, MBM 

 

*note – There was no Governor Matthews of New York.  Sam Washington was a maternal connection of 

Martha’s; he married a Champe, not a Markham.   

 

 

 



Do you want to know more? 

Link to Martha Bolling Markham in database 

Link to Martha Woodson “Pattie” Markham in database 

 

 

Letter of Martha Bolling Markham, 1904; prepared by Pamela Hutchison Garrett for John 

Markham of Chesterfield website; 2018. 

 

 

 

 

http://markhamchesterfield.com/getperson.php?personID=I242&tree=mkchest
http://markhamchesterfield.com/getperson.php?personID=I453&tree=mkchest

