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[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

Nov. 16
th

 1916 

Pte. S Brook 737052 

16 Canadian Battn. B. E. F. 

Canadian Base 

France 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

You are wondering what has become of your correspondent, I know, and it is a shame, but I 

wrote to you from Southampton (enclosed) without thinking that I could not mail it there. 

However, we are, as you may already note, “somewhere in France” enjoying life as much as 

circumstances will permit. We were afraid if the 113
th

 didn’t soon do something the war would 

not end this year. I am enjoying the best of health and believe it is largely due to the contented 

spirit that your husband was always blessed with. Cannot say whether I will be allowed to go to 

the front line, but I am in France anyhow and would like to see a little more before I return. 

Pretty hard lines that we could not have a six day pass before leaving old England - but will 

endeavor to work in a visit to Brighton + district on my return. 

 

You may not get as long letters as you used to but I’ll try and send as often as possible. 

 

I am not at all homesick nor “coldfooted” but certainly would like to look in on you + see how 

you are living - won’t it be a happy day for a great many who are privileged to return - I expect 

to be home about 1
st
 April, so get ready for a grand old time - I think a lot of you lovey + wish I 

could be with you about the time this letter reaches you. Is Alice May getting along alright? 

Won’t it be more than a surprise if she’s a John Henry? Did you manage to keep the boys at 

school in the cold weather? I am enclosing a card for Lorne. Will try + send something for the 

boys at Xmas but it may have to be money. How did the crop turn out? Did Hugh McKee speak 

to you about the East field? He was thinking - in fact he said he would work it + put in a crop. 

Any grain crop will suit me whoever puts it in. Have not had a letter from you since about the 

10
th

 so do not know whats on the way. 

 

Be as careful lovey of my daughter as you can and next summer we’ll complete the little cottage 

according to your plans and live happy ever after. Very pleased to know the plaster got on and 

hope you can keep comfortable through the cold weather. I would not send Gordon + Arnott to 

school if they suffer with the cold, they are not very old yet. 

 

Oh, tell Miss M. Moodie that Jimmy Michie wishes to be remembered to her + tell her from him 

that he is still single - serving in the 179
th

 - I accidentally met him at Southampton. With love to 

each of you, dearie, and wishes for your safety and success and please remember me to all our 

kind friends 



 

Dave Finlay wishes to be remembered to you 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

From 737052 16
th

 Canadian Battn. 

B. E. F. 

France 

Nov. 23
th

 ’16 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

This army life is making me tremendously lazy - I should have written several nights ago, and 

now it is quite an effort - altho this was a very easy day I was lazy enough to lie down after 

supper + sleep for most of an hour. Life is going along without any serious variations to me - 

drilling day after day - but the nearer we get to the land of real fighting the less we seem to get in 

the way of drill. Our drilling at East Sandling was the stiffest - in fact our career there was all 

stiff - but here we live in a freer atmosphere. 

 

Many of us have been wondering how the people of France and England live through such 

weather as some we have had - especially whilst in England - but to day has been simply 

beautiful - just fancy the grass here is just as green as at any time and many trees have still their 

leaves on - the boys around near the camp pick the last of the apple crop from the ground and 

from the trees and sell them to the soldiers as we march along the road. I think there were two or 

three mornings of white frost last week, but I suppose you have had a great many degrees of 

frost. How I long for a letter from you - have not had any word of you since a day or two before 

we left East Sandling. 

 

But we may move from this temporary base at any time and then expect to get our mail. You are 

always in my thoughts and more so at this time - how will you be when this reaches you? Have 

you convenient help in the house? Are you keeping comfortable warm in what I suppose is 

winter weather with you? What are you thinking of the war now? When will it be over? They say 

R B Bennett is offering a bet of 25 to 1 that the war will be over by Xmas. The noted paper 

“John Bull” is offering to pay £10 a day to Red X Funds for every day of war after 1
st
 Jan. I still 

have the opinion that the fighting will be over before the middle of winter, and when it ends I’m 

coming home. 

 

Dave Finlay is in the Hospital, effects of a bad cold upon the parts operated on when he enlisted I 

think. 

 



J. B. Martin, Donald, Lavers + Hogg are all well - in the same tent - George Burrows is in my 

tent - Frank Applegate is in tent next but one to me - we are all in the same company and see 

each other quite often. Donald + Lavers want me to go into their tent - maybe I will - but I seem 

to enjoy a change of company. I have no particular news to give you except the all important fact 

that I have always enjoyed good health. I feel that I’d like to be with you just now for a few 

weeks anyhow. Get Mrs. Farrow or someone to write and tell me how you are and all about the 

pretty little girl. How are Gordon and Arnott getting on at school? I suppose Lorne will be 

wanting to go with them in the spring? Does Glen talk yet? I’d like to send some Christmas 

presents to the boys but its a difficult matter. Did I tell you that 9 Craigmyle boys had their 

pictures taken at Hythe - Brother Fred will send you one. 

 

Be bright, my love and may you have reward for all your trials 

 

God bless you and our little ones 

 

Yr loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Picture of soldier for Lorne. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

France 

Dec. 5
th

 1916 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Comfortably (?) reclining on my bed I am thinking about you and my little boys and I hope you 

are all in as good health + spirits as I am. It may be due to my contented nature, but whatever it 

is, I am certainly enjoying life, as rough and dirty as it is. It seems more difficult to write as time 

goes on - we cannot have the same necessary conveniences - however, you are better off than I 

am for letters, as I have not had a letter from you since about the 9
th

 Nov. but expect to get a 

whole lot tomorrow. The place we moved from last Friday was only a temporary base for us and 

mail did not come there unless addressed there, but we were there nearly three weeks + while 

there I heard from Fred and Walter - of course it was very disappointing to them both that I did 

not get a six day “pass” that I had fully expected. You know it may seem strange about me but 

both their letters made me a little homesick - you never heard of me being homesick before did 

you? And then thinking so much of our daughter makes me feel like hiring an aeroplane + 

coming over to see you. How I long to know how you are getting on. My opinions of the 

duration of the war are unchanged but the talk of me being past age has not hindered me from 

getting this far - where, while writing this, I hear the steady booming of the big guns. Yesterday 

morning I had the pleasure of watching an aerial battle which was certainly interesting. You will 

be pleased to know that the 113
th

 boys are nearly all together and we have some of the old 

lieutenants with us. You may address me from now on by name and number, four company, 



sixteenth Canadians, B. E. F. France. Put the numbers of course in figures + don’t forget the B. 

E. F. 

 

Did the group photo reach you yet? I have not had a chance to get a single photo taken, the day 

we had the group taken was very cloudy and it was late in the afternoon. 

 

I told you in my last that Finlay had gone to the hospital - had no word of him since 

 

lovingly 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

4
th

 Company 

16
th

 Scottish Canadians 

B. E. F. 

France 

Dec. 11
th

 1916 

 

My darling Isabelle 

 

Words + pencil + paper are not much good tonight - there is no description to my condition - I 

am 99% as happy as if I were at home with you - until this evening I had not had a letter from 

you since Nov. 10
th

 when I got yours of Oct. 14
th

 - this evening two of your letters came dated 

Nov. 11 + 12 and in these was the first intimation of the arrival of Eliza Jane, or, as I expect she 

would rather be called, Alice May. Even now I have no word how she is but from the tone of 

your writing everything is fairly well, so I’m happy and most sincerely hope you are, God bless 

you, my sweet wife. The mislaid letters may come yet but they will be stale now. You referred to 

Lorne and “two babies” which I could not understand. 

 

You certainly did right with A. B. Cushing I suppose you have that all fixed now and the home 

comfortable. 

 

No mention of the crop - perhaps it is not threshed. Was Mrs. L. threshing when you needed her? 

Fred L. came into my hut and congratulated me this evening so she has evidently given him the 

news. Have not heard anything of Finlay since he went to the Hospital but expect he will go to 

England. Donald, Lavers + J. B. Martin are in the next hut to me - same company - J. B. M. 

volunteered as a bomber the other day but was not accepted. He and I cannot throw bombs. Sorry 

to have lost Finlay’s company - we were much together - of one mind, but seems likely to me 

he’ll not come any further - I am going right through - but you must not be nervous as the war 

will very likely be over soon, then I’m coming home - never more to roam - no not for anything - 

at least, not without you. 

 



Ask Gordon to write and tell me what his little sister is like - did he and Arnott get the cellar all 

cleaned out? Remember me to Mrs. Farrow - I am very glad she was able to help you - I have 

sent a few Xmas Cards to Craigmyle - especially to yourself and the boys - I had tried to get 

some little souvenirs to send you but have none yet. 

 

Did I tell you that Dorothy wants to come back with me to see her cousins? Nellie was very 

surprised when I told her you and she were about the same height. How are you for funds? Does 

money come regularly? What pay I get keeps me going but that is all. I’ve been doing a lot of 

haircutting lately. 

 

I suppose Lorne and Glen are growing fast, likely I would not know them, eh? My next letter 

may only be a P. Card. Remember me to all our friends. 

 

Hope you are well + strong again - I commend you to God’s keeping. Many kisses to you and 

each of our little ones 

 

Yr. loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Oh! Poor Jiggs!! I have no desire to go where wives are slaves. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

4 Coy. 16
th

 Scottish Canadians 

B. E. F. France 

Dec. 15
th

 1916 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Alice May must have been born on your own birthday - at least that’s as near as I can come at it 

considering that several of your letters and one from Aunt Annie have not yet reached me. I have 

just got one from you written on Nov. 8
th

 – 9
th

 + 10
th

 and am only too sorry I could not have been 

with you, but as you say there will be a great “homecoming” some day not only for me but for a 

great many. You may tell Aunt Annie from me she need not worry, it is altogether likely that 

Allan will not be in an overdangerous spot - nor will I, my love. 

 

I could not find Richards nor C. Oke and did not know Allan was at Shorncliffe when I was 

there, because I would like to have met him. 

 

Did Lorne and Glen feel at all at home with Mrs. Moodie? This separation is no doubt very hard 

for you I have always thought so, dearie, but as much as I am enjoying all my strange 

experiences, I am not satisfied in being so far from you, especially at this time - it would be a 

little touch of Heaven on Earth to feel your loving arms around my neck - but this will be. If you 

are getting enough to fill the pantry and to keep the heater going, you must try to live happy 



without me for awhile. I am alright and expect to be. It seems so very odd here to see the grass 

growing and trees budding and small brush in leaf. No snow, nor frost, but almost rain every day, 

lots of mud. We are well supplied with socks + gloves, and considering all things we are doing 

well. 

 

My sisters sent me a good sized box of Cakes Fruit Cake + Chocolate the other day for which 

seven of us were very thankful. Fred Lavers and J. B. M. are a little piece from me - F. L. heard 

of my box + said I was to save him some, but he hasn’t found my dugout yet + the cake is going. 

Glad to hear in your last of your coming downstairs + judge everything is lovely. What do the 

boys think of their little sister. Its time to go to bed. Goodnight sweetheart, God bless you + the 

little ones. The war will soon be over 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[dried leaf from France] 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

Sat. 16
th

 Dec 16 

4 Co. Canadian Scottish 

 

Dearest Isabelle 

 

Just got your letter finished on Sat. Nov. 18
th

 and it was a most delightful piece of reading - you 

must not think so much of the time I left you 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

4 Coy. 

16 Scottish Canadians 

France 

Dec. 20
th

 ’16 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Altho out last night I have slept today until I cannot sleep any longer + have a few minutes to 

spare. Was delighted to get two old letters from you yesterday that linked together your history 

that I had missed - the one dated Oct 25 in which you said you were anxiously awaiting my first 

from this side - my dear I would liked to have been with you - don’t blarney so much about your 

model husband - why he might become infatuated here and forget to return - you have no idea 

how he carries on here with the girls - or perhaps you think a little soft soap will remind him he 



has something to return to - well anyway I can repeat the old words - tho we may roam Be it ever 

so humble there’s no place like home. And home will ever be to me the dearest, most sacred spot 

on earth and I wish I could be there. Altho I may not give you much war news, it should be 

gratifying to you to know I am enjoying everything and am still alive to tell the tale. Tell the 

boys I have one German bullet which I dug out of an old trench + have some French ones. We 

expect a good time now for a month or so and will likely be able to write regularly. Got Aunt 

Annies letter - it was very nice of her to write and note dearie that she is proud to have another 

relative fighting for his King + country. 

 

Must say Good night am on guard at 8.15 and its now time. God bless you + each of our little 

ones. Its no use saying any thing about our daughter’s name, by this time I guess her name is 

registered and if not right why I’m not to blame. God bless the little eternal soul and may she 

grow to be a blessing to her mother and all she may come in contact with. 

 

We are having finer weather now this was the first clear day for a very long time but its colder - 

ground slightly frozen. Kisses all round from 

 

Your affectionate husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

Dec Oct. 22
nd

 1916 

 

Dearest wife 

 

As I had no opportunity of sending this may as well add a little more - you may note by the way I 

dated this that my mind persistently lingers in the past - it is hard to think of this wet, muddy 

weather belonging to Christmas time - so close to Xmas, I hope (tho I am not with you) that you 

and the children will be happy - I had wanted to send some little souvenirs of France, but except 

that little silk handkerchief + the cards I have not been able to procure anything that suited me. 

 

We are expected to be here in Billets for awhile now - had some fun yesterday which I must tell 

you about when I come home. How much I’ll have to tell you! 

 

The last letter I read from you was the one in which you told me about Alice putting in her 

appearance, she seemed impatient to join the family circle but from the tone of your letters 

everything is alright - and she’s a pretty little girl like her mother eh? I’m glad of that - and sweet 

tempered too (like her mother). Do you ever hear from the folks in England? D. G. Finlay is in 

Hospital at Bristol, Eng. do not know any thing about him. Lavers, Donald, J. B. M. + Geo 

Burrows are all well. Very nice of Mr. S. M. to give you so handsome a present as $10. How is it 

that you can not get enough money to buy a little ink - Dr. D. J. was very good to you, eh? I will 

always have the same opinion of S. S. Take good care of little Alice, papa’s other baby + the 

boys 

 

With love 

Sidney Brook 

 



[greeting card – insignia of 113
th

 Lethbridge Highlanders on front] 

 

Friends, though absent, 

are still present 

Cicero 

 

Memory bridges 

the distance between us, 

and speeds my sincerest wishes 

that Victory and Peace 

may be ours 

in the coming year 

from 

Lieut.-Col. A. W. Pryce Jones 

 

113
th

 Battalion 

C. E. F. Xmas, 1916 

 

 

 

[greeting card – insignia of the Canadian Field Comforts Commission in top left corner] 

 

Here’s right good luck to the Union Jack, 

And every true defender; 

All Christmas joys to the gallant boys, 

and love both kind and tender. 

 

With Best Wishes from 

The Canadian Field Comforts Commission. 

  Christmas, 1916. 

 

 

[greeting card] 

 

With 

the Best of Good Wishes 

and Sincere Greetings 

for Christmas 

and the New Year 

 

From 

Sidney Brook 

737052 

 

The Canadian Scottish 

In the Field  1916-1917 



 

[on reverse of greeting card] 

 

I noticed in a Calgary paper of Oct 31. that R B Eaton was wounded, do you know how he is? 

 

There are several about my age coming right along - altho many are turned down. Your husband 

is a model of good health + physique + is enjoying everything but our separation. 

 

[P.S.] See you in the early summer, mark my word. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. On Active Service With The British Expeditionary Force 

 

737052. 4 Coy. 

16
th

 Canadian Scottish, B. E. F. 

France 

Dec. 24
th

 1916 

 

My darling Isabelle 

 

It is tremendous strain on the imagination to think of this Sunday evening as Christmas Eve – far 

away from those dearest to us we can only wonder what those at home are doing and when we’ll 

meet again – we all act the hypocrite more or less in trying to make the “other fellow” think we 

are happy and enjoying or lot, but if volunteers were called tonight to sail immediately for 

Canada there would not be one man left to fight “Fritz”. And as we mean to fight Fritz until he 

gives in I think we had better “put our troubles in our old Kit bags and smile, smile, smile”. But 

the boys are most genuinely happy when a box from home or from the girl left behind comes to 

hand and there are quite a few little things being handed out which have come as presents to the 

Battalion. You have no idea what a grateful lot of boys these soldiers are for such things as 

chocolates, cakes, cigarettes, tobacco +c, tell your friends to subscribe liberally to the Tobacco 

fund, it is all appreciated more than words can tell. 

 

Dec 26
th

 1916 

 

Last evening I wrote to brother Walter + I’ve just finished one to Fred now, so its necessary to 

finish this or my Conscience may not allow me to sleep, as the best of brothers and sisters cannot 

quite rank as high in my hearts affections as my loving sweet little Isabelle. I enjoyed reading an 

old letter from you last evening dated, I think, Nov. 22
nd

, it was what one might call a lovely 

letter – say, sweetheart, do you know you can write a pretty good love letter. 

 

How is Alice May? And little Glen is walking and talking eh? Guess I won’t know the family 

when I return. You must do your best about sending the boys to school, but do not let them suffer 

with frost bites. I expect to be home in the spring. 

 



If you pay does not come regularly you should not delay in writing about it – or ask some one 

else to write. Are you keeping up in finances? or would you like a raise in your wages? It would 

be wise to try + hang on to a little from the crop – if there is any – as I do not know when I may 

lose my job and it will be difficult for me to make much cash for the first few months. 

 

My birthday! I fancy I hear my wife wishing me many happy returns of the day – well – 

altogether we have not had too bad a Xmas, but, oh! for the end of the awful war. I think I see 

Victory not far hence. 

 

Love and kisses to each + a double portion to Alice 

 

Yr loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] For God, For King, And For Empire  Y. M. C. A.  H. M. Forces On Active 

Service 

 

Reply to 737052 Company 4 Batt. 16 Regt.  Jan. 1
st
 1917 

Stationed at Can. Scot. Somewhere in France 

 

My dear Isabelle, 

 

How shall I commence the all-important 1
st
 communication of the New Year? There is very little 

difference in our life of today and that of yesterday except in that we are a little lazier than usual 

owing, I guess, to the fact that we are suffering the after effects of a big dinner held last evening 

by our company, the Menu of which I enclose, which please preserve carefully as we don’t 

expect to be here next New Year’s - I hope (with many others) that our next “company” dinner 

may be celebrating “Victory” a la fini. I am rather anxiously awaiting your first letter addressed 

to France, just to see if you are taking things as bad as you say your friend Mrs. L. does. You 

may console that lady if you like by telling her that I’ve been close to her hubby all along and 

remembered my promise to her to bring him back safely, by placing myself between her hubby 

and the enemy - at the dinner last evening he was certainly happy - I think he looks younger as 

time goes on - army life is not really so hard after all. As to your own husband, he is just pining 

away in acute home sickness - and there is only one remedy - ? I’ve had the pleasure of reading 

somemore old letters from you I think the last was dated Nov. 29
th

 - two came together - they 

were very interesting, most delightful + as pleasing as it is to know you are all doing well, the 

tone in which the letters are written only tend to make me long to be at home with you - but since 

you are personally so well because “S. B.” is not there, I have decided to erect a palatial 

residence on the east end of “Brook Glen” and live alone - with a hired house keeper that I am to 

bring from Aunt Wig’s home. 

 

Yesterday I got the first bundle of papers - am sending News Teleg. of Sept. 19
th

 to England. 

Didn’t you say you had sent a parcel - I’d like to get it - you can not realize how much the boys 



appreciate “a box from home”. There is really nothing that we need - except a change. A change 

of clothes a little oftener would suit most of us. 

 

I wonder if any thing is coming out of all the Peace talk? When would you like to see your “boy” 

walking up the streets of Craigmyle? Would the 1
st
 April be soon enough? For fear he does come 

soon you had better start making Christmas Cakes + puddings + mince pies + keep your eye on a 

good fat duck. 

 

Did Sammy S. put up that $300 damages? Or did he go to jail? Are you having very cold 

weather? Much snow? 

 

I’ll try + have my photo taken this week. Some small cards enclosed for the boys. Fondest love 

to each of you and may our New Year be the Happiest yet. Yrs lovingly 

 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[New Year’s Dinner menu] 

 

New Year’s Dinner 

Held by 

No. 4 Company 

[Canadian Scottish insignia] 

The Canadian Scottish 

January 1
st
, 1917 

In the field Somewhere in France 

 

Menu 

 

Soup 

Con Somme a la Rum Jar 

 

Roasts 

Roast Pork “Adam’s Downfall” Sauce 

Roast Beef Brown Gravy 

 

Vegetables 

Boiled Spuds Brussell Sprouts 

Shrapnel (Peas) 

 

Sweets 

Plum Pudding “Whiz Bang” Sauce 

“Minnenwerfer” Jelly and Custard 

 

Café  Cigars  Toasts 



Somewhere in France 

16
th

 Scottish Canadians 

B. E. F. 

Jan. 7
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

You know how much I always held in abhorence such an experience as “suspense” or inability to 

plan one’s near future - well, this is one of my greatest objections to army life - the poor soldier 

never knows what his future is - of course there are a good many details of this life that I think 

could be revised to my liking but we can put up with most of the details if some one would only 

tell us our future, say, for the next week (I’m lying in bed so please excuse the writing). I would 

have written on Friday when I got your last dated Dec 15, only you had mentioned two parcels 

neither of which I had received until yesterday when a very nice cake came to hand - many, 

many thanks, my love. There is nothing the boys (including yours) appreciate so much as a 

parcel from home. I’m anxiously awaiting that 9½ lb. parcel. What’s in it? Pleased to think of 

you buying such nice things for the F’s, their friendship merits more than we can pay. Am also 

glad that you got a chair for yourself if it did come sort of accidentally. Has the “Old 

Homestead” range come yet? My compliments to Mr. + Mrs. F - tell them I’m a poor hand at 

letter writing or they might get an occasional letter - it keeps me busy writing to my wife. I 

expect some musketry drill for the next few days. 

 

Rather amusing how Annie criticises my Canadian speech - of course during my visit time was 

too short altogether for such unimportant themes, but let us hope I may meet them again before 

very long. My love + kisses, darling to you and the children 

 

Yr ever loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

Sunday afternoon Dec 14 ’17 [Jan 14 ’17] 

Somewhere in France 

Canadian Scottish 

Coy. 4 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

There is a strong impression on my mind that my last to you was a long time ago - that is, more 

than a week! And this is a great confession that brings me down almost to the level of our 

neighbor whose wife thinks so much of your husband - at least as a letter writer. But this interval 

was by no means intentional, my love, as I know how cruel it is to my sweet little honey, whom 

I’d like to clasp in my arms and bury with kisses, when she is kept in suspense as to my 

existence - I wish I might tell you more of my existence. The general trouble is the want of letter 



writing conveniences, such as a comfortable sitting room or even the close proximity of a big 

heating stove. It is awful hard for us Canadians to understand how the French + English live (and 

apparently so healthily) in this miserable damp atmosphere and continuous mud. To day we have 

enjoyed about two hours sunshine + this is about as much as we ever get even on the finest days. 

Our feet are always damp and most of us have no means of drying our boots - our socks we dry 

by placing between the blankets while in bed. Oh, its a great life! But with what drawbacks 

might be mentioned I am positively enjoying all that comes my way, but I believe if I had my 

choice I’d take the next boat to Canada - perhaps it’ll not be a very long time - altho I don’t 

know what I’d do if I returned - I’m past work, and it would take a long time to make a farmer 

out of me - had a notion this morning to offer myself for a commission in the Imperial Artillery - 

but feeling my age (more than when I left you) decided to remain a very ordinary individual in 

the ranks and take my chances with the boys. Have already - a month ago - been pretty close to 

Fritz’s line and if Peace is not soon declared I’m afraid we’ll have to go still closer to the enemy 

and try and settle the whole horrible business. Wherever I am I’ll try and send you some word as 

to my condition, but you must not get excited if letters do not come as often as you call at the 

office. You will always remember to address me by my number (I was firing on the ranges the 

other day with Sidney Brooks by my side - his number commences with 8 - an old 151
st
 man) 

and by now you know my battalion number and also don’t forget the B. E. F., my address will 

not (at all likely) change until the end of the war - unless I get a “Blighty” which many of the 

boys  pray for - this experience is a case of being badly wounded and sent to England. No 

Blighty for me! I’d like to return to you whole and I’m sure you would agree with me, but we 

can not always have our choice. 

 

I’d very much like to re read your last letter dated Dec 4
th

 + endeavor to answer it, but once 

reading is enough generally as that always gives me a homesick feeling. You referred to being at 

a meeting and feeling your loneness but I’m much more lonely that my wife is. I’ve never 

thought to ask you what you call our daughter, would you like to call her by her second name in 

memory of May? The only reason, you know, that the names are arranged as we have said, is to 

conform to reasonable sound. She has every right to be commonly known by her second name, if 

you wish. How is she? Love + kisses to the little girl + her brothers. Sorry I can’t send you $15 

for a new cradle (I’ve about 15 francs in my pocket only) but if I return in the early summer shall 

I take your hint? and live up to the reputation of Father as a modest man? My feet are too cold to 

sit here longer + its close to supper time 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

Somewhere in France 

Jan. 18
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Its hardly time for me to write to you since my last but making a change it may be expedient. 

Have just opened a box from Walter - a letter with it congratulated us (thats you and I) on our 

success - no not exactly - I forget the word he used, but anyhow he and Edith are both very 

pleased that he have a daughter and that that daughter and her mother are both well and express 

wishes for the continuance of their good health. Walter writes in loving strains about waiting 

patiently to shake hands and consoles himself, and incidentally me too, with the thought that the 

time for shaking hands may not be very far distant. Views expressed by our boys are varied - 

very much so - some think the end is here - others say February - others think July - whilst some 

are so pessimistic or disloyal to our ability as to think the war is on for at least another year. I 

have gone so far as to bet with a close comrade - or rather - he bet with me that the war would be 

on next winter - 100 Francs. My personal opinion is that I am coming home for the summer - I 

have seen all I want to of France and about 3 weeks in England will satisfy me to remain at home 

with my darling wife and children for a few years anyhow. 

 

Say about the Crown L. Co. a/c I do not owe them anything and their manager Mr. Geo Delsing 

knows that - there is an open a/c against me of about $1.50 (One Dollar and half) and in contra to 

this is $3.00 (Three dollars) of a mistake made when Mr. Delsing and I settled up a year ago - So 

do not pay them any thing. 

 

I mentioned that Walter sent a box, so may as well say that another big box came from Port Hall 

Rd. two days ago, and two boxes, pet, you have mentioned have very evidently settled in the bed 

of the English Channel - but we will not cry about such a loss as we must take these war chances 

- but the next that you send see that there is clear sailing in the Channel. I have felt inclined 

several times to send a box to Craigmyle but have not been in very first class places to get 

suitable things - favorable occasion for getting a photo of your soldier boy too has not come yet - 

of course my pocket won’t stand an awful lot but somehow I manage to keep a little on hand. 

 

You speak of haircutting - tell Gordon + Arnott I own a pair of clippers and have cut over a 

hundred heads of hair. 

 

Promising to see your bachelor neighbors taking winter holidays - Congratulations + best wishes 

to Mr. + Mrs. Stenabaugh even if they do bear a German name. 

 

Will they teach Gibson to properly fence and control his cattle, while he’s at College? 

 

When is Gordon going to write me a letter? 

 

If the war ends before the end of Feb. may I stay in England for a month? 

 



To day we are having the first of winter weather - snowing all day. Of course we’ve had eternal 

wet all along + would feel out of our element if we struck Western Canada all of a sudden. Many 

green trees about us growing stuff in gardens and all grass is green - all very nice except the 

undesirable wet and wind. 

 

Kisses to Alice and the boys and yourself 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

Somewhere in France 

Jan. 23
rd

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

We have handed around the Fruit Cake and Chocolates and each pronounced them “very good”, 

one said “Yes thats real cake” (of course none but your husband knows what a pearl of a little 

wife I have) and I have tried the pastilles and pronounced them good - there is an extra big 

candle (that wasn’t bought at the battalion Canteen) burning at my head - I have a comfortable 

pair of brown socks on my feet that dear little Lorne sent me (Give him a good hearty kiss from 

me - a little dewdrop is bound it will blur my vision) and sprinkled on my clothes is - Say how 

did you know we needed Candles and Insect powder? They must have been telling you from 

Brighton what they told Marjorie that “Uncle Sidney doesn’t live where the sun goes to now, he 

is living in the earth”. (So now Marjorie says that the Sun is gone to Auntie Isabelle.) Gordon 

and Arnott could hardly have sent more suitable presents, and give them my thanks - I wish I 

could get some suitable souvenirs for them, but we find it difficult to pick out suitable presents at 

a convenient price to conform to our meagre pocket allowance. The most valuable thing in the 

box tho is a little picture of my little Glen - God bless him. It necessitates the clearing out of a 

pocket, which is jammed full of love letters, to carry that nice little Testament - the mirror is 

already in my pocket (thats a fine one!) and I’ve given away the old one. The socks are fine 

quality many many thanks for they come at a most opportune time + in a most opportune place. 

Handkerchiefs are very acceptable too. The whole box could not be more suitable and acceptable 

with two exceptions - the calendar, (we hardly know one day from another except when it comes 

near pay day) pretty + nice as it is is absolutely no use to me anything we cannot carry is no use. 

I may keep it or send it to Brighton. The second exception is much more important - there is 

nothing from Alice? 

 

I had given up all hopes of this parcel, but its here, and I am glad of it, not altogether for the sake 

of the contents I have mentioned but above these there is the indescribable affection - not to be 

expressed in words - Love unspoken but strong as death. Do you suppose it possible to get a 

photo (not larger than an envelope) of yourself and Alice? Try, will you? Do you call your 

daughter by her first or second name? 



 

The weather today - for the first time, resembles that of western Canada. Light covering of snow 

on ground and sharp clear air - of course it is only just freezing but still hard enough to keep our 

boots dry - it is a new experience to have clear weather. 

 

A month ago yesterday was exciting for some of us but we have no very great experiences yet. I 

am still of the opinion that the end is not very distant. You do not address my battalion right, 

dearie, it is the sixteenth Canadian Scottish. Remember me to all our friends. I was speaking to 

Donald and Lavers and Martin and Lane today and all are well + enjoying life. 

 

Love and kisses to yourself + children 

 

Yr affectionate husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Have your house plants survived the cold weather in the new house? 

 

[P.P.S.] My photo which you took by the maples did not come out very good, did it? Just looked 

at my face in that nice new glass and I am as black as a chimney sweep. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. France 

Sunday afternoon 

Feby. 4
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

It ill becomes my sweet little wife, who always thought and spoke so highly of her husband, to 

catch the Mrs. L. disease and rank innocent me with your esteemed (?) lady friend’s husband - if 

you have received news in detail of our doings other than I have sent, why - I am pleased for you 

to know, but our restrictions are so severe that I always keep within bounds, and, live in 

expectation of the happy times when my sweetheart and I may leisurely talk over our varied 

experiences. That will be a happy time - won’t it? Whenever you have got field post cards from 

me I have been in the firing line and the “fun we had yesterday” or some such words, referred to 

difficulty in getting out of front line when being relieved. My first visit to the firing line was 

especially marked by being one of two on special patrol in front of our front trenches and when 

coming off duty I was surprised to meet F. L. on sentry duty in the trench behind me - I’ve never 

learned yet how Fred feels in front line but by appearances I rather think he enjoys himself better 

away back in reserves. 

 

J. B. keeps well + enjoys everything. So do I. Donald has been quite low lately with bad cold. 

 



Our weather for two weeks has been similar to that of fine, frosty, western Canadian weather, 

much preferred to mud. Read two letters from you last evening which I will endeavor to answer 

soon. Never got but one parcel yet from you. The next from me will likely be a postcard. Glad to 

get letters from Gordon + Arnott 

 

Yours lovingly 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. France 

Feby. 12
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

We have had about three weeks of western Canadian weather which, as the newspapers remark, 

is much more agreeable than a few inches of mud and almost continuous rain like we were 

getting around Xmas and New Year’s. Say, do you notice that I have been longer in France than 

I was in Sarcee - getting to be quite a veteran, eh? Three months in this country tonight - it does 

not seem long - time has never hung heavy on my hands as I was somewhat afraid it would - 

there is an indescribable enjoyment in the brotherliness of the men which takes away what might 

otherwise be monotony or loneliness - but through all I have such an undercurrent of love for 

home that I’d like to be there - yet I can hold out, for the end seems to be coming into sight. Say, 

dearie, you did not think I was coming to the firing line, at one time, did you? Well, I didn’t, but 

your husband is such a good man, physically and otherwise it became necessary for such a man 

to help defend the Empire. However, I have enjoyed the experience in safety and could give you 

a few very interesting little details (which I am saving up in memory) such as two of us hunting 

over No Mans Land early one morning for a “Pine Apple” which came from Fritz’s lines in the 

night and forgot to explode - we got the Pine Apple alright - a good souvenir. The places we live 

in will also form interesting news for you some day. Some of us have just enjoyed some Quaker 

Oat Porridge and Coffee made by your esteemed husband on our open grate fire in our 

underground parlor. Porridge is a luxury to us and so is Coffee - we get tea twice a day but for 

unknown reasons we never have Coffee except from private sources. I have not seen Fred Lavers 

for several days - nor Donald. Was speaking to J. B. M. yesterday, he is doing well, except that 

he has a cold. 

 

In a letter from Louisa I got last night she seemed highly pleased to have got such a “nice long 

letter from Isabelle last week” “she writes very cheerfully, but won’t she and the children be glad 

to get you home again”. What rubbish could you have been telling them? You are better off than 

if I were there, and you’d better make the most of it because when the war is over I’m going to 

stay right at home and you’ll all have to put up with me somehow. You might tell Gordon + 

Arnott that we will all go to S. S. with them and Mamma will not be allowed to play truant 

either. Looloo then referred to our baby girl getting along so nicely - then “How I wish they were 

near enough that we could see them all.” When shall we visit England, dearie? 



 

I’ve just been up in the daylight to cut a man’s hair - I do quite a bit of that work. 

 

All our relatives in England are continually asking about Isabelle and the boys + the baby girl. I 

think you had better plan to come over this summer + meet me on my return, eh? What a time 

we’d have. Now just write and tell the B’ton folks you are coming about 1
st
 May. 

 

I am in favor of a Consolidated School for Craigmyle and hope there are enough that way to 

carry the day. I don’t care what the Doc’s medical attention may do with Sammy. 

 

How do you stand with Sydney Crandell? Can you save enough to make your lot payment in 

June? Do not stint yourself in immediate needs. By all rights Sam. S. should not have collected 

any threshing money from you - he owes a bill to me of $31 + int. Remember me to all our 

friends - does Mrs. Chas. Browning live at Arthur’s? 

 

Glad to hear of Lorne talking - does his sister talk yet? Love + kisses to each of you especially 

Alice May 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Weather was milder yesterday and today is heavy + dull - still freezing 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

Some where in France 

Feb. 15
th

 16
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Some very nice doughnuts and cheese and coffee have refreshed me and if my mates don’t come 

in too soon I may get this letter written. Yes, I have a nice little girl in Western Canada who 

occasionally sends me a parcel but most unfortunate for me + my companions some of the 

parcels have not reached their destination - it was only last night that your letter told me 

doughnuts were coming. Here come my companions so Goodnight sweetheart! 

 

Feb. 16
th

 

 

It was not until the doughnuts were eaten that I knew there was Xmas pudding in that parcel - 

thought it was Cake + was going to save it a few days - say it was nice! A piece about “Hans + 

Fritz not there” in one of the papers you sent dated Jan 7. was almost overlooked - I wasn’t there 

anyhow at that date. Many of those newspaper write ups (tho possibly true enough to fact) have a 

different appearance than our actual experiences. Did you read about the raids made by the boys 

in “ladies’ nighties”. On Jan 7 we were resting (?) in one of those stone barns you mentioned - 



but we didn’t have electric light - Our electric lights always consist of Candles of our own 

buying and that means a daily expense of half a franc. 

 

I did not know McDonald (the 1
st
 113 boy to lose his life) except by occasionally seeing him but 

I was at his funeral - he was not killed at the firing line, but in bomb throwing practise - another 

named Yenches died the next day from the same accident. 

 

Our friend Donald has gone down the line to Hospital knocked out with a bad cold. I am 

enjoying the best of health + only wish the war was over 

 

Lovingly Yours 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Sorry to hear about Allan’s second wounding - he was certainly rushed thro. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. 

France 

Mch. 1
st
 1917 

 

My darling Isabelle 

 

Its very nice to be addressed as your “sweetheart Sidney” and supposing the Censor had read 

your letter of Jan 26 (which I got last night) and also supposing he knew we had five children 

wouldn’t he think we were a spoony old couple - but such sentimental nonsense is what Buster 

Brown might call the “spice of life” eh? I’ve changed my mind about living on the farm 

 

March 18
th

 1917 

 

Dearest wife - your sweetheart Sidney has not been very good at letter writing lately - been 

resting here for six days and never felt capable of writing, not that there was anything wrong 

with me, but just couldn’t settle down to do that all important task of writing home. Well, how 

shall I start? What do you want to know mostly? You must not have war news and all about 

myself is summed up in those official like words as on our “Field cards” “I am well” - another 

awful fact is - it is Sunday afternoon and I wish I was home. Do you remember? it is six months 

since I saw you - yes six months ago this evening we were rushed away from Calgary, full of 

high spirits and keen to cross the ocean, even at the terrible cost of leaving home. We are not 

quite the same to day! In fact I think I’d take my discharge any time now. Six months is a long 

time isn’t it? Why I won’t know any of you when we meet - most certainly not my dear little 

daughter - how is she? God bless and keep the little woman. Fancy! She is four + half months 

old + I’ve not seen her! And Glen is likely fast changing from his likeness in my little Testament 

which is always in my left breast pocket - he is running around with Lorne, I guess, and I hope 

having lots of fun. I was greatly pleased to get the boys’ letters and also pleased to get the toffee 



and only wish I could find something worth while to send them, but perhaps it will not be long 

before the great end will come. We have sometimes been billeted in ruined villages where a very 

few civilians would be still carrying on business but I never see anything that seems worth while 

to send. If it was not for the great weight of the things I could Send lots of Pineapples and 

Whizzbangs (German small shells) which would certainly be grand souvenirs - in fact - one 

particular Pineapple that I would like to send or bring to you is very interesting inasmuch as had 

it exploded I would not be writing this. (I may have mentioned this before in Jan.) Of course 

there are many of Fritz’ shells which do not explode. Anyhow when I return I will endeavor to 

bring some samples of shells. Oh, what joy it will be some day when we can sit together and talk 

quietly + peacefully over war experiences. I’d like to write a good long letter now, I feel full of 

it, but must reserve some for my next. About the middle of the week I had a dream - an awful 

dream - are you a believer in dreams? Well, the scene was our house (I don’t know where, and 

one we’ve never seen) quite a comfortable roomy home and my father (who has been dead for 

twenty seven years + whom I have not though about for years) was living with us just as I had 

seen him the last years of his life - there was no war on, no sign of it - we were all in ordinary 

life comfortable and happy - without any sickness or warning you died! (Is this a lucky dream?) 

about the same time Arnott died too - I wouldn’t believe that you were dead but those present 

persisted in trying to make me understand that you were dead and although I saw your lifeless 

form - just as you looked in life - still I said “Oh, no, She is not dead”. Well that ended your part, 

but Arnott came to life again! Had I written this as soon as I woke you might have got all the 

details for it was all as life like as a dream could be. Its good to dream of dead people isn’t it? 

 

Your “Mizpah” card + Gordon’s “Mama says you’re very brave” card are both with the 

testament in my left breast pocket - both beauties. I must try and write to Gordon + Arnott soon - 

tell them that the candies were delightful - three of us just finished them a few minutes ago. 

 

This is the evening now and Jack Brouard + I have been in the Y. M. C. A. Marquee joining in 

singing many of the old hymns - notably some of my favorites “Lead Kindly Light” “Jesus lover 

of my soul” “Abide with me”. The Y. M. C. A. follows us right along even to the reserve line 

and when I return it is my purpose to support that Institution to the best of my ability. But even 

amid the singing of hymns we come out only to hear the continual terrific booming of big guns 

in the distance. May this awful time soon end. I am still optimistic and look for the end before 

very long. Quite a change in Russia, eh? 

 

Old man Donald broke down completely and is now, I believe, in England, in hospital - started 

with a cold. 

 

Never heard any thing of Finlay since he first went to Hospital except that he was in Hospital at 

Bristol England. 

 

J. B. Martin is keeping remarkably well. F H. L. is well but I think he looks a little older. We met 

Smith the pioneer Blacksmith of Craigmyle the other day you might tell Mr. Blore this. 

 

Heaps of love to each of you 

 

Yr loving husband 



Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] I’ve sent four “Field P Cs” since the 1
st
 of March. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

Somewhere in France 

April 1
st
 1917 

 

My darling wife 

 

There is absolutely no reason why I should not write to you - and what is more, you should have 

had more consideration along this line during the past three weeks. The letters you have sent me 

are more than worthy of immediate answer + if I am not dangerously flattering you I’d like to 

say they are my ideal of what letters should be from so charming and lovable a young wife. 

 

April 15
th

 1917 

 

Another Sunday, sweetheart - and a wet one too - when writing the above I was almost alone but 

was persuaded (very easily) to leave my writing + partake of cocoa + cake, since then time has 

been so broken + uncertain it has been impossible to write more than Post cards - I’ve sent three 

since 1
st
 April. But since 1

st
 April we have made some very important history - such a change 

right where I now sit from a week ago! Such an Easter! I was not in the fray but on guard in the 

rear - and 5.30 Easter Monday morning was the time - a time of great suspense to us guard men - 

waiting for news - and wondering! During the forenoon (and of course continuing) the “walking 

cases”, many of them badly hit but able to walk, kept the road + our post pretty busy - J. B. 

Martin was one who came past us with a badly wounded arm - unfortunately I did not see him - I 

was taking my rest. Of course you have got all the news + probably more than we have by now. 

One thing I must emphasize very strongly, it was a great advance - a great victory - + the 

Canadians justly received credit. The Fritzes are still on the run. Our post was at big gun 

batteries + the English artillery men did not like to hear the Canadians getting all the praise and 

expressed themselves very forcibly - it was amusing to hear them in their distressed way of 

expressing their dissatisfaction - Those b- b- Cenideans! they are getting all the praise and where 

would the b-s be if it had not been for our good work? But mark you - the Artillery work was 

some of the best of any in the whole war. Our Advance is still going on and I am still optimistic 

in expecting an early end. But these victories are very costly. Many of the familiar faces will be 

missed when we rejoin the battalion. And how many anxious hearts are this very day scanning 

the Casualities in Alberta - + many have probably already learned of the loss of a loved one! God 

comfort the bereaved. 

 

More again, lovey, kiss my little boys + our wee girl. I’m anxiously waiting for mail - have not 

had any for 2 weeks + your last was telling me of the sickness of the family - hope you are all 

well now 

 



Lovingly 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. France 

April 23
rd

 1917 

 

My darling Isabelle 

 

One of the strangest things on the battle field is the presence of many birds - meadow larks and 

other small birds which can sing in cheerful notes - one might think that the concussion of both 

firing big shells and their explosions would kill small birds or at least be so objectionable that 

they would stay away - I know, if I were as free as a bird, what I would do - I’d use the wings to 

fly back to Craigmyle to fill that empty chair that the card in the parcel reminded me of last 

evening. Yes, one parcel out of two or three you have mentioned came to hand last evening and 

was very acceptable most especially the cake and dates. Words of thanks cannot express to you, 

my love, or any body else, just how much parcels from home are appreciated but I am going to 

ask you as a special favor not to inconvenience or overexert yourself to send anything to me 

because I am quite cognizant of the fact that your hands are full and when you write so often you 

are giving me my share of your time in the lovely letters you send me. 

 

Do you know I was getting somewhat anxious about our little Alice May, in fact all of you, as 

for about 3 weeks I had not heard from you until last evening - and the last letter (you’ll perhaps 

remember it) was the only letter I have received no happy feeling from in reading it. 

 

May 3
rd

 

 

Had to stop the foregoing suddenly to go on Guard - have a very good job but it takes up most of 

our time except that for sleeping. 

 

And now I have the joyous experience of looking at the pictures of my wife + children. I really 

believe Alice is good looking - it is certainly nice too to see my wife + the boys 

 

[on letterhead] On Active Service. Soldiers’ Institute. Chaplain Service, Canadian Corps. 

 

May 3
rd

 1917 

 

My dear wife 

 

One of the funniest wishes of my life is that I had a good looking stenographer who would 

commit to paper all the nice things I’d like to say to you - then probably you would get 

something - well - if not worth reading - it would keep you busy for a considerable time - say, 

several hours; as I’m just that chuck full that I could dictate to a very pretty stenographer for - I 



really believe - oh! almost an unlimited space of time. The worst of it is this letter will probably 

end before I’ve written any of what is already made up in my mind. In the first place - my 

address is unchanged - altho I’m patronizing the Chaplain’s Service. Secondly - you are not 

satisfied with the way I answer (?) your nice letters, but it is extremely inconvenient to refer to 

letters in my pocket while I’m writing, so if anything very important requires answering you had 

better notify me. Yesterday I received three letters from you and two the day before - now those 

would keep me busy answering, wouldn’t they? Well they kept me busy reading and thinking, 

and a funny coincidence! while I was reading what you remarked about the dancers in the Hall - 

you remember - you had in mind a very different scene over in France - yes, sweetheart it 

certainly was different here and so different that no Craigmyle dancers could imagine; as I read 

your words “if a Zeppelin dropped a bomb in their midst it might wake them up”, Boom!! The 

foundations of our dug out trembled and shook, just as if a volcano had burst into life right below 

us - it was unlooked for, so we made guesses as to what it was - it was only an old French 

ammunition pile gone up in smoke, having been lightly covered with dirt was not seen and, 

strange it is, a rubbish heap was being burnt over the identical spot - they say the man who was 

burning the rubbish did not draw rations that evening, one suggested that an aeroplane should 

take his supper to him. But why did this very unusual thing happen just as you were wishing for 

a bomb explosion in your town hall? 

 

I very much hope you have been reading all the history our gallant 16
th

 and brother Canucks 

have made lately. I fear you may have anxiously searched the casualty lists but up to now my 

name has not been printed. I am + will be for awhile on comparatively safe ground - altho we are 

never really out of all danger. War always brings sadness - I have the unpleasant duty to perform 

of writing to friends of three of my recent comrades who have fought their last battle. I am not 

with my battalion just now, have not been for a month, but have seen them until about three days 

ago and out of all the Craigmyle soldiers there is only F. Lavers and myself who have not seen 

the Hospital. I hope Fred comes thro alright - I’ll know likely tomorrow. You will know before 

reading this if he is not alright. We’ve had a hard time. Guess I’ll have to conclude this time. Its 

supper time. We are having most lovely summer weather since Sunday 29
th

 and the war 

progresses. You will know before this that J. B. Martin is in English Hospital with wounded arm. 

I think I may be home for threshing - perhaps sooner. 

 

Yr. loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Much love and many hugs + kisses to Alice + the boys. 

 

[P.P.S.] Your last letter was written April 2
nd

 my daughters semi annual birthday, God bless her! 

Congratulations to Miss Lavers - her young man must be a man of means? 

 

[P.P.P.S.] Our noble battalion has suffered terribly on and since Easter Monday - I’ll be afraid to 

look for old familiar faces in the remains of the battalion - I have two watches that I got Walter 

to fix just returned, but I can never have the pleasure of handing them to the owners. 

 

 

 



[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

France 

May 12
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

If I don’t strain a point and scratch a few lines to you I’m afraid you’ll think I’m “napoo-ed” 

(corruption of French “ne plus” no doubt.) If you beg a thousand pardons I’m sure I should beg a 

million, for I have time to write and know full well that you have not - all this week resting and I 

have not written to you - previous to this week, altho I had an easy time for a month, my duties 

were on guard two hours and off four which never gave me more than about three hours sleep at 

a time and consequently it was hard to spare much time in letter writing - But oh! that month! It 

has gone into History and the Division of which I am one small individual is now spoken of as 

“the most wonderful division in the British Army”, and the brigade is the greatest and our 

battalion is the most distinguished - as true as all this taffy is, of course we who are closely 

interested would just as soon not be so wonderful or distinguished. I wish you would (if you have 

them) keep all the Calgary News Telegrams from April 9
th

 to May 4
th

. What the French had 

attempted in vain and what the British English could not do, Canadians had to do and did their 

“bit” on scheduled time. You know all the news by now, I hope you’ve read all. I’m hot! am 

lying in the top bunk of a long hut waiting for supper, which is late owing to an afternoon of 

sports got up by our battalion - I hear the pipes coming now so its all over - I left the sports 

ground early to get my photo taken - just fancy I had my photo taken!! Yes my sweetheart its 

true - they are only post card pictures but thats the best I can do and am sorry. I did not get a 

chance sooner. Am enclosing one - the only one of its kind so take care of it, which was taken on 

Thursday, but did not suit me, or the photographer’s wife, and so I posed again this afternoon 

and will send some as soon as I get them. 

 

We have been having lovely summer for three weeks - growth was very late but oh! how quick 

the blossoms came out, this place seems so very different to what it was when we were here in 

the winter time before Xmas, everything looks so beautiful - altho the buildings are the same old 

things - we’d like to remain here now for the duration. We have moved around a lot + now are at 

the place from where I sent you some Xmas cards - not the same place as J. B. M. spoke of the 

stone barns with electric light in the cow stable, that was at the end of 1916. 

 

I wish I could tell you news as it comes to my mind - I think it was last Sunday that Mr. Lavers 

went to the Hospital with a Carbuncle on his neck. Poor Fred is about all in, says he is too old. 

Then all that were left to represent Craigmyle were Frank Applegate and myself - today Lane 

returned (with a few others) from a two weeks rest with slight wounds. Guess I’ll not see F. L. 

again until we meet at Craigmyle. J. B. M. is through with fighting I hope he regains the use of 

his arm. Have been very close to Maj. Eaton (second in command of 50
th

) + G. B. Pierce B. Q. 

M. S. also Capt. Bean Gordon’s 124
th

 but could not get to see either. 

 

Very pleased to get the snap shots, just like you all - I think you may take a suggestion from me 

+ keep a straight face next time you sit for a picture, altho I like very much to see your smile + 



only wish I could see the real thing. Will not be home in April or May 1917 but will try to be 

with you before Harvest. Love + kisses to the boys and yourself and Alice 

 

Your husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Had letter from Finlay this week - the first I’ve heard from him - six months ago today we 

left England. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. 

France 

May 16
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

It is very nice to see your name in print on every News Teleg. I read now - you were evidently 

thinking of your husband and his peculiar likes when ordering your name “Isabelle” but you 

might drop them a note asking when they are revising their subscriber’s list to cut off the s from 

Brook, thanks. But, say, you must not get it into your little old head that you are the “whole 

cheese” in the Brook family at Craigmyle - of course you may do just exactly as you like until I 

return, thats only fair, but when I return - you’ll let me have some interest in things won’t you 

dearie? I suppose you have got a big Banking a/c in the Royal too (Very sorry, didn’t notice the 

paper was so soiled on this side) with the heading of Mrs. Christena Isabelle Brook - My word! 

I’ll feel smaller than poor old Jiggs when I come to your town - but don’t get too gay - I may be 

back to boss the returns of the crop, and, the Government is going to pay her soldiers, who have 

seen Overseas Service, three months pay after Peace is declared, and, of course, the Government 

is also going to give her fighting boys a piece of land and $2,000 loan to operate with - of course 

these are only incidentals, but what ever is, I rather think you’ll be mighty glad to get your old 

boy back again and share up all your wealth with him. Well, dearest, this isn’t much of a letter 

but its more than I’ve had from you for a week - yours seem to come in batches of from three to 

five - I have just got thro reading the Calgary News T. of April 10
th

 excepting the number of 

Casualties it was all very good but might have been more full. Did you purposely omit sending 

the News for April 11
th

 Wednesday. I would expect to see more news in it - just think how 

quickly the news reaches you! How I thought of you those days, as you might be searching the 

papers for news. Try and get the copies of N T for April 9 and following and keep them. I must 

go in to supper now - 4.15 - I am in the Chaplain’s Service Marquee now. If possible will finish 

this tonight - its raining. 

 

Ascension day 

 

Been raining on and off all night Probably no parade today. Instead of finishing this letter last 

evening I am guilty of neglecting my dear wife by going to the Movies - a thing I do two or three 



times a week when we have the chance - you have spoken of “war-weary” soldiers, dearie, and, 

certainly when out on rest it is necessary to have all we can to divert our minds from the shot and 

shell of the lines. We may very likely be out for a couple of weeks yet but expect to have to go in 

once more before Fritz gives in. I have had to change my views of the time the war will end but 

still I think it will be soon. Can you make up your lot payment next month? I am going to try and 

send you a remittance from the Paymaster but don’t depend on it, I only mention it so if it should 

come you’ll understand it is my hard earned savings that the Govt wouldn’t let me spend. We get 

twenty francs twice a month and have lots of ways of spending it altho I have done very well 

always in keeping up my pocket book, I have always lent money between pay days. Just now if I 

had thirty five francs I’d send you a badge locket. I think the cookies came alright with the 

underpaid postage, I got two parcels of cookies within 3 days awhile ago. Am wishing for 

another parcel. We usually “fall in” while on this “rest” at 7.15 but are off in afternoon. With lots 

of love + kisses to Gordon, Arnott, Lorne + Glen and Alice and Yourself. What a wealth of a 

family 

 

Yr husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. 

France 

May 17
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Seeing you’ve had to be satisfied with many field Post cards when you really ought to have had 

letters, it is only trying to square matters that induces me to write oftener now. Didn’t you once 

ask the meaning of our motto; well, I think it is “Ready for the fray”. When we first had the 

honor of wearing this badge, some of the old boys told us it meant “the 16
th

 never come back” 

and altho this is not the meaning, what the old boys said is really the record of our noble 

battalion. Oh, Yes! We are the stuff! We never run away - its Fritz that runs when we show 

ourselves - he either runs back, or, he runs to us with his hands up. Did I ever tell you that we 

wear girls’ clothes now? Well, we don’t, but we are wearing “shorts” (that is, pants cut off one 

inch above the knee.) preparatory to wearing kilts, and our present costume would be our dress in 

the trenches - you see we could not soil our kilts by wearing them in the muddy trenches. Since 

we’ve been in France we have worn Balmorals as you may see in the photos but that is nearly all 

the scotch indication in our dress, - as soon as we get the kilts I will (if funds permit) have my 

photo taken again. My, wouldn’t Aunt Wig and my sisters like to see me in kilts! and wouldn’t 

my wife like to see me jump off the train at Craigmyle with my knees bare for about six inches 

above and below! 

 

Let’s see - its awful hard thinking to write with nothing to write about - if I might only give you 

some news. Oh, say, did I ever tell you I’m a Machine Gunner? Have been for nearly four 



months - of course its not the “suicide club” that it was in the beginning of the war - it does not 

make much difference what section a soldier’s in these days, altho our particular section suffered 

hard in the early April advance. I don’t like this paper, its too soft. I am not in the Machine Gun 

Section from choice, but I rather like it until it comes to the time when we are at close range to 

Fritz and only two men perhaps left with a Gun. However I came to fight Fritz and I’m not the 

one to be looking for a “Bomb proof” job behind the lines. All the same I wish I were at home 

feeding a hundred hogs just now. How are you managing with the cows now? Is your new 

washing machine satisfactory? Did Jennings and McKee get the old farm sown in good time? Is 

Hugh McK well able to work? I heard he was very sick. Did I tell you I heard from Dave Finlay 

last week? I’ll not likely meet him as he is now in a Forester Battn. Did Mr. Donald return 

home? Some of our boys wounded on the 9
th

 April and later have returned from Hospitals and 

are wearing the gold braid stripe on sleeve (indicating wounded). I suppose you understood what 

Sammy was charging for in the Threshing bill before you paid it? Did you reserve some out of 

the crop for threshing? If not, you should have done so. It was very good of you to pay Mr. 

Bossley. But you must not pay any more a/cs to run yourself short of cash. I have arranged for a 

remittance to you of $50.00 which will come from Ottawa to Mrs. Christena I. Brook in about 

six weeks (note the time) - it is yours to do with as you like but I particularly ask you to put it or 

part of it in a Savings Bank a/c unless you need it to pay on the lot or any emergency - keep it in 

the Bank for emergencies - I think you might spare me another $5 bill, eh? But if you are that 

nice, register it please. 

 

I often enjoy looking at a few snap shots I carry in my pocket and one particularly - the first of 

Baby Alice and her mother - who was behind the curtain? Have Mr. + Mrs. Farrow been away? 

Is Mr. Sam Martin coming to live in Craigmyle? A kiss each 

 

Yours with love 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] When do you expect me home? Does Arnott go to school now - I don’t know how you 

could find time to teach him. These photos I am sending are only amatuer the photographer does 

no retouching, so cannot improve my beauty. I mention this as I think I’m always more pleasant 

+ cheerful than appears on my face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

B. E. F. 

France 

May 19
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Just a few minutes to chat with you - but am neglecting others - anyhow you are all the world to 

me, aren’t you? excepting little Alice. Just read your letter of a month ago Ap. 19 + side note of 

20
th

 and for once I’ll try and answer it. Quite a newsy letter of Bertha, eh? Sorry - very sorry - for 

them in such troubles. Would like to hear that Mrs. Jimmy B. is improving. 

 

You would most probably not be getting this letter today, only yesterday was a “red letter” day in 

my military career - we were enjoying a day of sports a little piece from here and by chance I 

discovered the lines of the [word erased] and went immediately to visit our old friend Major 

Eaton, and found him, very easily, but he being on duty, our talk was somewhat curtailed - its 

hard to say which of us was the most pleased at meeting - one thing prominent in his talk was 

enquiry after all our Craigmyle soldiers + he gave me the sad news of Billy Fennell’s death. We 

have deepest regard and sympathy for the bereaved ones. The Major would not commit himself 

as to the present outlook of the war or its duration, but seemed a little doubtful of Russias 

condition and laughingly said he thought it a toss up between Russia + Austria + some others 

which would cry first for Peace. Well, we would have liked to have talked all night but you know 

it doesn’t look well in military life for a “Buck private” Scotty to be entertained by a Major, so I 

got instructions from R. B. where to find Gordon 

 

That was certainly a sudden stop - don’t remember what took me off so suddenly but it doesn’t 

matter now, does it? Really, my darling, I must be getting military laziness - when I look at the 

beginning of this and note the date I am ashamed to tell you what this date is so perhaps had 

better let it go, eh? 

 

Its been, and is, a lovely day, we’ve been having lovely weather for a long time, this morning I 

saw red clover in blossom for the first time, many wild flowers have been out for a couple of 

weeks, a week ago potatoes + beans + peas + onions looked very nice in the gardens here - of 

course apple blossoms were on the trees over two weeks ago and oh! didn’t they look nice! In 

our evening walks Jack Brouard + I become fairly intoxicated with France’s beauty - that is 

landscape beauty - we never bother about any other kind of beauty as in those most enjoyable 

evening walks we are all absorbed in “rural life in Canada” and most particularly rural life 

around Craigmyle and Winnington (I think Brouard’s P. O. is Pollockville, about 60 miles or so 

S E of home) and I should have mentioned the fields of Rye - fall Rye in head about 10 days ago 

- guess I’d better mention to days date or you’ll think growth here is earlier than it is - up to three 

weeks ago there was only a beginning of growth, but how quickly things move once they start, 

why it seemed we saw old French men (no young French men around) and old French women 

planting potatoes one day and the next day or so they were up nice bushy top potato plants - 

here’s another bothering hinderance - if I’d been alone here I might have written more but 

comfortably lazying around in the shade of this same nice hedge are several talking to me and 



now I’m going to Church - the last 3 Sunday evenings Jack Brouard + I have been to Church 

(voluntary) at the Cinema hut + tonight 6 o’c I have to go without him - he’s on duty - a 

substitute batman for one on furlough. 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Y. M. C. A. and Canadian War Contingent Association with the Canadian Forces. 

 

Address as usual 

B. E. F. 

France 

May 29
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Before I forget it - my last was commenced on the 19
th

 May and finished on the 27
th

 Sunday at 

least it was sent not finished, so now you know how long I neglected my sweet little wife - and 

when you read in that last letter about the growth of garden stuff +c please note that it was 

written on the 27
th

 not the 19
th

. How much I could write to you if there was nothing interrupting - 

but don’t think this is a hard life - its a lazy life and a dirty life and I might say a little on the 

rough side, but some consolation, there are “all sorts + conditions of men” that one always has 

choice of companions. This is Tuesday morning and since about 5.30 it has been raining so we 

are in our huts - it is now eight o’c - of course its hard to say how long we’ll be left quiet very 

probably there’ll be a lecture for us Machine Gunners - did I ever tell you, dearie, that I’m a 

Machine Gunner? Have been in this section for about six months - I did not voluntarily go into it, 

altho I have no particular objections thereto - or, we may be taken down for a bath (which is 

always a welcome parade) having a bath means a change of clothes also - I’m glad to say for 25 

days I have enjoyed a comparatively clean condition we have had the greatest rest possible for 

nearly four weeks - of course it was coming to us - in fact, it was most necessary - but you must 

not think of our “rests” as being idle times, we are pulled out every morning at 7.15 (in fact 7.10) 

and marched to the battalion parade ground, there we have to stand until 7.30 - then inspected 

and “carry on with the syllubus”. Some rumour that we soon go to the front line again - wish I 

might tell you where our “line” is but seems to me if you are as smart as I give you credit for, 

you should be able to guess almost exactly where we are from the papers I asked you to save - 

have you discovered where the Can. Base is? it was quite conspicuously published in our friend 

Rowe’s paper back in January - in the address of a letter from a man named Wilson - I was 

surprised to see it in print - and a man like Rowe should know better than to publish it. 

 

Now let me see - in my last - I broke off suddenly where I went from Major Eaton to look for 

Gordon Pierce - I enquired around his quarters for Quarter Master Sergeant Pierce and was soon 

made wise to the fact that it was “Mister” Pierce now (Lieutenants are spoken of as Mr. So + So) 

and found him comfortably enjoying the company of three other officers - I said I found him but 

that is not quite correct - I was walking toward the officers tents and suddenly heard in loud 

tones a well known voice “Well, if there isn’t Sid Brook” - the voice almost made my mind 

wander - was not thinking of its owner - and suddenly there sprang out of a tent (to the 

consternation of a couple of Lieutenants who did not know the illustrous Sid Brook) our old 



friend Capt. Bean Gordon of the 124
th

 who was likewise visiting Mr. Pierce - Bean’s battalion is 

five miles or so from there - Gordon Pierce is now “Capt. Pierce Q. M.” (Quarter Master) a fine 

job + bomb proof. Well, Pierce had 2 horses standing by ready to take a ride, but immediately 

ordered his groom to put them away + so Pierce, Gordon, Brook + Brouard (my companion) 

spent about three jolly hours together + were sorry to have to say “good bye” again. When we all 

meet at Craigmyle again, there will certainly be “some time”. Bean says he expects to come west 

+ live again on the farm - did you know he has a daughter I saw her photo - and Gordon Pierce 

has no idea where he is going to live - but he will visit around Craigmyle. 

 

Just back from the baths and now dinner is coming up so must wait till later in day to finish this - 

expect to see the Commander in Chief this evening tomorrow we may make a move up the line - 

we have had a very fine “rest” here, but still wish the awful war would finish up. If you were 

here, or, I there with you, I could talk for - well, endlessly. 

 

Monday June 4
th

 1917 

 

My little sweetheart, this has been another delayed letter and this evening I must finish it, and 

probably will write quite often for awhile anyway as I have struck another holiday with 

absolutely no duties except to enjoy life the best I can - what a lucky boy! Last Saturday evening 

between 10 and 12 o’c (it seems a month ago -) I was on duty with the Machine Gun at a post in 

a Sunken road watching for Fritz’s aeroplanes - it was one beautiful moonlight night - Fritz was 

wasting quite a lot of small stuff trying to get some of our working parties - he wastes most of his 

ammunition he aimed several small shells at my post but couldn’t hit the man behind the gun, 

I’m too good at dodging anything like a 6 in. shell - but - I was not in a trench but a sunken road 

which left my back unprotected and whilst ducking for a shell bursting right in front, I got hit 

from a burst of Shrapnel right behind me - I’m very glad that I was in the “ducking” posture 

when hit, had I been erect I’d have got it in the bowels as it is my wounds are slight in back of 

shoulder and elbow on left side - too slight maybe to make “Blighty” altho as I left the boys in 

the line they all congratulated me. Thank God, Isabelle dear, that I am not worse. Love + kisses 

to you + the children 

 

Yr loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



[incomplete letter, June 1917] 

 

as Instructor on the Machine Gun to stay in England - Anyway let’s hope the war will end soon, 

eh? 

 

You’ve likely got all details of my last eventful night in the front line, - was wounded Sat. night 

June 2
nd

 a few minutes before midnight. At Clearing station (Bruay) from 3
rd

 to 7
th

 (X Rays on 

June 6
th

) On the 7
th

 went to Etaples. 

 

With much love to you and the little ones 

 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[incomplete letter, June 1917] 

 

and figures - Peculiarly enough alongside one page of yours is written, - “Ap. 20. Word came 

thro today of Jno. B. Martin’s slight wounding”. About this time you might chronicle the same of 

Sidney Brook, I wonder how much you are worrying about me and my wounds - you need not 

worry, dearie, I am not badly hurt and am as happy as I could be in France, if they send me over 

to England I’ll be almost as happy as if I was coming to Craigmyle. 

 

Ah! you wrote seven months after I left Calgary - it is now very nearly seven months since I 

came to France - quite a veteran, arn’t I? 

 

I had not forgotten that “Dud” you spoke of - will not forget it either, altho we often experience 

such things but not mixed up with the same humor. I might tell you of a shell that was not a 

“dud” that upset some tea that Bill Gudgeon + I were making one day (now two months ago) it 

was one that makes a hole about five feet deep and it was about twelve feet in front of our dinner 

fire - too close for safety but even that caused Bill + I to feel quite merry. 

 

Thats about all I see to answer in that letter - If you take a notion to send me $5 don’t do it, but 

you might send it to Fredk. or one of the girls + I can get it from them. Don’t send me any thing 

but letters Now, darling, just go the rounds and kiss each of our little ones (two for Alice) from 

me and may God bless you all 

 

Your husband 

Sidney Brook 


