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CANADIAN RED CROSS SOCIETY, 

Information Bureau, 

14/16, Cockspur Street, 

London, S.W.I. 

 

RULES RE PAY FOR CANADIANS IN BRITISH HOSPITALS. 

 

“If Canadian soldiers in a British Hospital apply for a cash advance, the Officer i/c hospital will 

forward the applications (if he approves of them) to the Paymaster in Chief, Canadian 

Contingents, 7, Millbank, London, S.W., who will then arrange for a remittance to the men. Pay 

Books must be sent with these applications.” If Pay Books are lost the Paymaster in Chief should 

be notified at once, but we understand that he will advance a small sum of money in the 

meantime. 

 

FREE POSTAGE - ALL RANKS. 

 

Canadian soldiers in hospital in Great Britain, may now send letters to Canada or to any of the 

Allied Countries, without postage stamps, so long as the envelope bears the Orderly Room 

Official stamp of the Hospital. and the words “Canadian Soldier’s letter” 

 

We understand that if a Canadian soldier in Hospital sends a letter to an address in the British 

Isles without a Postage stamp but franked by the hospital, the person getting the letter pays 

ordinary postage without sur-charge. 

 

--------oooOooo-------- 

 

 

 

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

 

Canterbury, Eng. 

June 11
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

You spoke of a “joyous day” (in the last of yours I got) when I would leave France for England - 

and - the joyous day came - I am once more in dear old England - landed in Dover yesterday 

afternoon (Sunday) and placed my feet on English soil at twenty minutes to four - there wasn’t 

room in my noddle to record all my feelings so its absolutely impossible to put anything on paper 

to express what condition I was in - had I even met you here I could not have expressed myself 

in any other way than by a gentle sweet pressure of lips to lips and the hearts would have had to 



understand each other by telepathy or - sorry to have been interrupted just now but the Wesleyan 

Chaplain called on me and was worth meeting - he has the distinction (as I told him) of being the 

only chaplain to speak to me since I left Canada - now to resume, - by telepathy or some other 

science. I cannot tell you much of the trip over as I laid back in a deck chair and slept nearly all 

the way accross until a Canadian comrade thought I’d like to see England and woke me just as 

we were shaping round to enter Dover Harbour. It was a quick trip Calais to Dover 31 miles 

from 10 to 2, to, 20 to 4 - one hour and fifty minutes and we weren’t torpedoed. Guess I told you 

how I was hit, on sentry with Machine Gun watching for Fritz’s planes in the moonlight - he had 

been coming over previous nights dropping bombs in our reserve lines or where ever we had 

men - he was putting over quite a lot of small stuff (6 in and smaller - whizz bangs +c) and kept 

me ducking continually - much of the shrapnel he sent over was bursting too high to be effective 

but one burst of shrapnel almost lit in the road (I was posted in a sunken road - i.e. a road below 

the level of surrounding land, having a bank on either side - we had no trenches on that front 

since the advance of April 9
th

) and struck me from behind hitting me on the back of the left 

shoulder - it felt as if half a ton of dirt had been thrown at me - and in the left elbow - my arm 

has been examined by X Rays and showed the little bit of shrapnel in the middle of the arm 

between the two bones - an awkward position to take it from. X rays is a wonderful assistance to 

Medical Science - in fact I dont know how army doctors could do without it. It was quite novel 

for me to look at the bones of my arm - delicate looking bones in an apparently bloodless arm - 

I’d like to see the whole body by the light of X Rays. Our working parties that night were having 

an interesting time several of them getting little hurts - one came out on stretcher with me died 

next day at hospital, named Cameron - we had a hot time getting out of the line but made it 

without any more casualties - I expect as I write my battalion is in supports or Reserves yet - as 

safe and happy as I am I cannot forget my comrades still in the fighting line - how well I 

remember, and will remember, Jack Brouard’s last words as I left the line - not that the words 

were unusual or particularly well chosen, but coming from Jack they had very considerable 

meaning for he knew, “You always were a lucky old dog”, and oh! how Jack Brouard, in fact all 

that saw me come out, envied me my “nice blighty”. By Motor Ambulance + narrow guage 

railway + more motor ambulance we travelled for a few hours to the first hospital - there I was 

thrown into suspense for three days - that Col. Doc. didn’t seem disposed to send me further but 

had to change his mind + sent me, with hundreds more, to a big Hospital on the Coast where I 

felt sure we were doomed to stay, but this Doctor was very nice and for once in my “Canadian” 

life I was proud and pleased to be an Englishman as he said, “And your home is at Brighton, oh, 

well, I’ll send you over” - that might mean in one day or five or six days, however, that same 

night (Sat. June 9
th

) at 11.20 p.m. I was aroused from a comfortable sleep by some one 

whispering in my ear “Fall in for Blighty”, of course such a command didn’t have to be repeated, 

but after being hurried up and waiting nearly two hours for the motor we sped along the road as 

tho the train was waiting for us - well so it was - and after getting aboard we waited for the train 

to move, and somewhere close to three o’c Sunday morning we steamed out of the station and at 

7.30 we were on board the ship and sat around until ten to two when all of a sudden all the craft 

in the harbor seemed to take life and we shot out into the Channel. 

 

The last page or so I have been writing on Tues. June 12. Yesterday evening my next neighbor 

and myself I strolled down to Canterbury City about 1½ miles I am well able to walk and able to 

use both hands but cannot hold anything in left hand for a long time nor of course have I much 

strength in left hand. I am perfectly well in general health although feel anything but strong 



which I attribute to re-action, coming from the strenuous trench life to quiet hospital life is a 

sudden change. I am strongly inclined to cable my address to you as it’s getting lonely here for 

want of news - the last reached me on May 19
th

 - from now on address me Pte. S. Brook 737052 

Coy. 4 16
th

 Can. Scottish 13 Port Hall Road, Brighton, Eng. and the good people there will re 

address You see I expect to be moved from here anytime and I mean to make Brighton before a 

great while. I believe God is watching over us, darling, do the best you can with the children, I 

know they call for a lot of attention and care, Kisses all around, more again 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] Night Letter 

Great North Western Telegraph Company of Canada. 

Exclusive connection with the Western Union Telegraph Co. 

Cable Service to all the world 

Z. A. Lash, President                   Geo. D. Perry, General Manager 

 

Receiver’s No. Gy NE    Time Filed    Check 40 NL via Edmonton 

 

SEND the following NIGHT LETTER subject to the terms printed on the back hereof, which are 

hereby agreed to. 

 

Ottawa, Ont  June 21 - 1917 

Mrs Christina Isabella Brook, 

Craigmyle. 

 

A. L. L. 271 Sincerly regret inform you seven three seven naught five two Private Sidney Brook 

infantry officially reported admitted to hospital June eighth nineteen seventeen gunshot wound 

left shoulder Elbow will send further particulars when received 

 

Director of Records 

1025 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Nevill Park Hospital 

V. A. D. Kent 74 

Tunbridge Wells 

June 27
th

 1917 

 

Address:- Brighton 

 

Dearest Isabelle 

 

This pen seems a shade superior to some I’ve tried to use lately. This afternoon and evening in 

the company of one Bombardier Gomin [?] (an English gunner) who sleeps in the next bed to me 

I have enjoyed very much a walk through the principal parts of Tunbridge Wells and around 

“Toad Rock” (near here) and around this hospital (a very fine residence with walks and drives 

and stables and grounds, oh yes and a small green house full to Tomatoes.) Did I tell you there’s 

nothing military here! The nurses are young ladies who never knew what work was before this 

experience, and they’re fine! I’d like to write about the beautiful part in which I am and probably 

will some time but tonight I’m tired with my walk and only intend giving you a little reminder - 

you are always in my mind, love (that should be a capital L, I believe) - do you remember that its 

a whole year ago today that I left home and reported at Sarcee Camp for drill instruction - the 

time does not seem long and yet it does - it seems an awful long time since I saw you! Ar’n’t you 

glad I’m in England? I am, and hope the war is over before I’m ready to rejoin my battalion - 

cannot see the end but I think its coming alright - as for me I expect to be here for two or three 

weeks then on leave for ten days then I don’t know how much moving around and drilling I’ll 

have to have before going to France - there’s a good chance of it all being over before I’m fit, 

I’m doing fine but am weak and still carry the shrapnel. Now I’m going to bed. Good night 

sweetheart, God bless you all xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

 

Thursday June 28
th

 

 

Dearest sweetheart, 

 

It was fortunate that I had that walk yesterday as we have been kept in today by rain and waiting 

nearly all the day for an inspection by a Military Captain (Doctor) which inspection means some 

of the boys “go out” shortly - some to other Hospitals - some as “fit”. Those who are fit get their 

10 days leave which of course brings considerable joy - altho all are sorry to leave this hospital. 

Fine attention here + we don’t have to spend our own few shillings to satisfy hunger. The 

cooking is of the best and, except for tea, the meal is always a change - several times we have 

had cucumber lettuce bread + butter for tea (4 o’c) then the small meal of supper is varied by 

Cocoa or soup or milk and bread + butter, once we had cheese. We’ve often had soup in other 

places but this is soup. 

 

Now don’t you think its time I had some news of home - the place will soon be forgotten - I can 

still say that the last news of home is stale. That letter you wrote on April 19
th

 is the last - what 

have gone to France since may never reach me, so if you remember anything particular of your 

writings since April 19
th

 write it again, will you, dear? I hope you have got that $50 Remittance 

by now? As I asked you recently, will you send me as much as $25 - that is altogether with what 



you may have sent - if you have n’t sent it yet - remember that Canadian Bills in Registered letter 

is best way for me. Any money you send I will return as soon as I get some from my Paymaster. 

I’ve just sent to B’ton for some more cash but I don’t want to sponge off them - cash I know is 

scarce with Fred + the girls owing to the war, altho they won’t say so - not as scarce with them 

though as you and I have known it, and you + I are not going to be so low in funds in the future. 

Its likely I’ll soon lose my little bits of shrapnel, about time eh? I’ve just told the Nurse that after 

the operation I’m going to ask for a transfer to Brighton. God bless + keep you all The war is to 

end in Sept. + I’ll be home for our silver wedding but afraid I cannot make home for Gordon’s 

birthday 

 

Yr loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Nevill Park Hospital 

Tunbridge Wells 

July 3
rd

 1917 

 

Address:- Brighton 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Those reminiscient ways certainly appear to be part of my nature when on certain dates I think of 

what has happened in bygone days on similar dates - of course, I should have written this to you 

yesterday but circumstances did not conveniently permit, as a powerful factor in those 

“circumstances” Dr. Biggs put in an hour or so digging among the muscles, tissues +c in my 

forearm for shrapnel - he got it + of course I’ve got a sore arm now. They are keeping me in bed 

to day yet and may tomorrow too - its too bad do you know - there’s a tea party or garden party 

or something for the wounded tomorrow and not very far away + Nurse Colley laughed right out 

at me just now when I remarked that I’d be quite able for it tomorrow afternoon, and yesterday - 

that famous 2
nd

 - there were great doings two miles away at Groombridge celebrating our 

Canadian 1
st
 July. Of course I wasn’t there! Speaking of my nurse I should say she is fine! Most 

nurses are. You should see the nurse who brought my tea up - oh! She’s a dear old soul!! Fifty 

years a nurse! Just comes in to relieve the matron some afternoons to allow the latter to go off 

duty - well, this sweet old lady can just trip up and down stairs with any of them - during the 

afternoon She had made two visits to me - on the 3
rd

 floor - most of the patients being out - its 

lovely weather today - and at tea time she would n’t allow the ward orderly (a patient) to serve 

me with tea in the ordinary as it came up the “lift”, but without any body knowing she tripped 

lightly away down to the Kitchen (in basement) and cut extremely delicate pieces of bread and 

most carefully spread as much butter on it and carried my tea up to me in her own hands! I could 

have jumped out of bed + kissed the old girl - she may be a member of the Royal Family for all I 

know - she most decidedly has a Royal Good heart! We do not know who our nurses are, they 

may all be marquisses daughters - one of them is Lord Hardinge’s daughter (lately Vice Roy of 

India) But what I started out to write about is that on the 2
nd

 July my wounds are being attended 

to, that I got on 2
nd

 June. My daughter Alice May was born eight months ago - how is she? It was 



- I don’t suppose you remember it, dearest - twenty six years ago that on the 2
nd

 July I sailed 

from the home of my childhood for the “wilds of Western Canada” + for some unknown reason 

never returned during that long time. I’m very glad I went to Canada though. Why did Fate lead 

me around so long, over so much territory, then to place me on the Altamont Circuit. I am not 

sorry that it was so - in my present wanderings I find no one so sweet as my Isabelle, God bless 

you and each of the little ones 

 

Your husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Tunbridge Wells 

July 5
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

It seems in accordance with my feelings in general to pen you a few lines before turning in - a 

fitting way to close the day. Just fancy! I’ve been up since before dinner and now it is 8.30. Yes! 

Allowed out of bed for the first since the nurse escorted me down to the Operating Room on the 

next floor last Monday morning - the day the Doctor cheated me out of going to the Canadian 

Sports at Groombridge where I might have seen all sorts of Canadian comrades. You know, I 

often think of my old associates in the 113
th

 at Sarcee - how we have become split up time after 

time - first at East Sandling where we were all jumbled into different companies - then a “first 

draft” left us for the 43
rd

 and a few to this battalion and a few to that battalion and a big bunch, 

most of us went into the famous 16
th

 and even in that we were in different companies - so often 

changing our associates that the old 113
th

 is actually a thing of the past. Then came our 

“Casualties” which commenced, I think, with McDonald and Yenches (a Russian who was in my 

tent at Sarcee) being killed and a few wounded by the premature bursting of a bomb held by one 

named Nelson (the least hurt of the wounded!) while “resting” and drilling at Maisnil, - the place 

J. B. M. wrote home about where we lived in stone barns and the farmer had electric light in the 

cow stable, - then, of course, there was one getting hit occasionally when we were in the front 

lines, and a few killed and wounded at other places of “rest” by accidents - then came the great 

advance on Vimy Ridge on that fatal Easter Monday - 384 (?) Casualties! over 60 per cent! In 

which John Martin probably lost an arm - and I saw so many of our wounded coming out but 

was sleeping off duty when he passed our post - have you any news as to how he is - I hope he 

has the full use of the arm. During that month of April we lost (killed + wounded) 17 Officers 

out of 21 and about the same proportion (or more) of Non commissioned Officers and I don’t 

know how many men - so you see the poor old 16
th

 - the battalion most conspicuous at Ep Ypres 

a little over a year ago and figuring so grandly in the Somme last summer - is very much like the 

jack knife that Mac said was the same as he had when a boy at school, sometimes it had had a 

new big blade or a new small blade added to it and once he got new bone sides put on it and 

three new rivets but it was the same knife. - So the 16
th

 Can. Scottish is the same! There is only 

one description of all this awful business, dearie, and that is what you’ve heard often - war is 

hell! 

 



I’m wondering how my late comrades are getting on - I left the line in a bunch of eight wounded 

- the first day I only had one companion of my battalion - I went to Etaples in a train load of 

hundreds and only me of the 16
th

 - I’m over here among many wounded but no other of the old 

battalion! Thus we have been constantly split up. Have not seen nor heard anything of Lavers 

since he left Mt. St. Eloie for the Hospital, I think that was the 5
th

 of May. Frank Applegate and 

W. Lane were with the battalion when I came out - Billy Lane was our “guide” (Company 

Runner) to our little party of wounded - ask him some day how we had to dodge Fritz’s shells 

even coming out wounded. 

 

Friday evening 6
th

 July 

 

I have made the remark to the night sister (a few minutes ago) that I have felt the nearest to being 

my natural self this afternoon and evening since coming from the line. - Bombardier Gomin [?] 

and I took in the town again this afternoon and had tea there - saw the “Battle of Arras” (so 

called!) in the moving picture show and had a good time. Doctor Biggs was here this morning 

looked at my arm but left the stitches in for awhile yet 

 

Sunday evening July 8
th 

 

Dearest Isabelle 

 

It has been raining all day sometimes quite heavily, nevertheless, Gomin [?] and I took our 

accustomed walk through the town this afternoon, had a drink of mineral water from the famous 

“well” also a cup of tea + cake in the Pump Room (a large hall now used by the Y. M. C. A. for 

the soldiers), both well and Pump Room are in the Pantiles, a very pretty place - I suppose it 

would not be incorrect to call it a street - I think I sent a picture of the Pantiles to Lorne. When 

Gomin [?] and I are walking about the town we look at nearly all the shop windows especially 

picture shops, fancy goods shops, antique furniture especially antique china, jewellers +c and of 

course exchange confidences of what we’d like to take home to our friends - this afternoon 

(some shop windows are not covered Sundays) I pointed to some beautiful china - blue pattern 

each piece having a view of Tunbridge Wells on it - + said I thought I’d take that set home with 

me to which he added “in your kit bag.” If we were to try + get all we talk about into a kit bag I 

think it would be full. Oh! by the way, there are two beautiful Lime trees near here that we pass 

nearly every day that have been covered with their beautifully smelling blossoms lately which 

I’d like to bring home and plant in front of our little cottage, they would certainly look nice in 

Craigmyle, why people would come a hundred miles to see them - they are probably bigger than 

any trees you ever saw - one of them would likely cover two such lots as ours - don’t you think 

you’d like them? Never mind, sweetheart, we’ll have some trees, some day. 

 

Do you know its so long since I got any of your letters that I hardly know how to write to you, 

and am getting weary for the want of news - just think of the cruelty of my position! Nearly three 

months since the last news I’ve had of home - nothing has come from France and my only and 

great hopes now are all resting on a letter through Brighton in answer to my Cablegram that Fred 

sent June 17
th

 - Never have a I looked so longingly and anxiously for a letter as I do now day by 

day - I trust God you are all well and happy - I know He is watching over us, and, most truly, 

dearie, shall all things work together for good to those who love God. Its seems very queer to 



think of coming home, often at nights - nearly every night - I lie awake a long time thinking of 

my loved ones and how nice it’ll be to get back - why Isabelle we’ll not know each other - what 

an awful experience that will be won’t it? You need not laugh - why I was showing my picture 

(like I sent you) that was taken only six or seven weeks ago in Cainblin L’Abbé to some fellows 

in this ward and it was hard for them to think it was me! Really I did not think I’d changed much 

lately except that I’m cleaner and a trifle thinner - of course I’ve failed in Hospital life - weigh 

20 lbs less today than when I left England last November. 

 

Write and tell me all about everything and everybody - I don’t think you should send any papers 

(unless anything special) as I think many of my papers have gone astray + now I don’t know 

where I may be when your answer to this arrives, but expect to be in England for more than a 

month yet - that’ll be quite a long rest from the front won’t it? Have n’t made up my mind yet 

whether I’ll ever go back to France - I’d rather go to Canada! 

 

How are our dear little boys getting on at School and how are they at home? Very troublesome? 

Hope they’re good boys? They’ll have to be if they want me to come + live with them. How’s 

little Sweetheart Alice? You must use your discretion with Mr. Farrow’s and Mr. Nixon’s (if 

necessary) advice about renting the farm for next year. Will write more about the farm again. 

God bless you all. Remember me to our friends 

 

Love + kisses for the little ones and yourself, from your loving husband Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Nevill Park Hospital 

Tunbridge Wells 

July 11
th

 1917 

 

Always address Brighton 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

It was nice to get your letter last evening, it made me feel about a thousand miles nearer home 

and today I’ve done nothing but think about it and about the sweet little writer and about the 

house it came from - and so you’d throw away a whole quarter section of land if you could be 

momentarily transported to me, eh? Are you in earnest? Don’t you think that would be wanton 

waste? - I tell you something better - I’d give a quarter section if you could be in Brighton about 

the time you are reading this. It was too bad that Cablegram so misled you to believe I was in 

Brighton, but your joy was not very much misplaced - it was joy enough for me when that 

cherry-nosed Doctor at Hospital 20, Etaples, said “I’ll send you over” and at 11.20 that same 

night how glad we were to be awakened by the orderly whispering in our ears “Fall in for 

Blighty”, Yes any where in old England - and seeing I struck it rich by being sent to a V. A. D. in 

so nice a spot as Tunbridge Wells, I am quite content to remain here until I’m wholly fit again - 

already I’m here longer than I expected to be - came in 22
nd

 June so that Friday (day after 

tomorrow) it will be three weeks, and only my arm has been attended to yet - it’s nearly all 

healed - the Doctor took out the stitches this morning - Nurse has just changed the dressing - 



some time in the near future the Doctor will likely do a little digging on the back of the shoulder 

(left) for another small piece of shrapnel - altogether, it seems to me, they should be through with 

me here inside of three weeks. I think you may safely imagine me in dear old Brighton about 

when you are reading this, having a glorious holiday for ten days. Then when I report to my 

depôt I have another little hindrance before returning to France, I want a new set of teeth - the set 

I got in Sandling before going over have done well but have had so much “hard tack” - dog 

biscuit - to chew that the gums have shrunk from the teeth and now the plate does not fit. 

 

Had Glen been sick previous to the writing of your last? Hope the little fellow is keeping strong - 

does he seem to be in weakly state at all? 

 

How are Alice and her Mama? over and forgotten about the colds, I hope? Does Lorne keep 

hearty and as sweetly humoured as he used to be - he’ll have quit talking about “papoo”? Does 

he talk plainly? 

 

I suppose Gordon and Arnott are taking their holidays now? Wish I was on the farm - living in a 

dugout eh? - so as I could invite them out into the country for a couple of weeks fresh air - they 

must be getting homesick for the farm living so long in the city. Please give each of those dear 

little boys a kiss and tell them it has just arrived from their dad and I think Alice May should 

have two kisses, and if kisses by correspondence will satisfy, why, my darling, you may have 

three. I thank you very much for the $5, why did you send Money Order? If its just as convenient 

to you the Canadian Bills suit me better - if I should be able to carry Canadian $5 bills to France 

I make three francs changing them over there. But it was not nice to hear you say you were “dead 

broke” - well, use that $50 as you like but I think we should start a “Reserve Fund” don’t you 

think so? When I return there’s nothing to start farming with. How is the farm + the crops? Nurse 

is just going out so I’ll send this with her. Love to you darling + our little ones - God bless you 

and keep each of you safe 

 

Yrs lovingly 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Address,- Brighton 

Tunbridge Wells 

July 26
th

 17 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

About this time you were to be taking in the Saskatoon Exhibition (some how it is very difficult 

to write since coming from the “line” perhaps its the pen and ink novelty it certainly has seemed 

unnatural.) I most sincerely hope you were able to make the necessary arrangements, and how 

delighted baby Alice would be to get away from home on a holiday! Really you must go out a 

little more - not too much, you know, or it might become a bad habit. 

 



Some time after I return you shall take a little trip down to old Manitoba, and together, love, 

we’ll take a run to Saskatoon for a few days, and another run into Calgary - our own city which I 

suppose you’ve never seen. Oh, my! there’s lots in store for you. Then for next summer - how 

would it be to rent the farm again (if we can find anyone who’ll rent it?) and you and I (and 

perhaps our daughter) will take a spin out to the coast I want you to see the Ocean and the 

Rockies and a little bit of B. C. Of course, sweetheart, you have nothing to say about these 

arrangements, they are all on my responsibility - you see, I didn’t expect to be so long away from 

you when I bid you “good bye”, the war was to have been over before now, and it seems hardly 

the right thing for me to be having all the holidays. 

 

That was a very kind letter of Aunt Annie’s - isn’t it nice to think of Allan being so near home? 

but I hope he entirely recovers - all Aunt Annie says of him is that “he is fairly well”, let us hope 

he improves until he’s none the worse for being shell shocked. I have seen a few cases of shell 

shock but I’d hate to think of Allan as having been as bad as some. 

 

“- and Tena, try not to be worrying too much -” of course this was a private letter to you so I’m 

only guessing what might have been referred to - what Aunt Annie meant by “too much” I don’t 

know - if that worrying is referring to me or my condition you are extremely foolish and worse, 

you’re wicked, if you worry about me - I’m having the time of my life and my very slight 

wounds have already kept me out of the front line for nearly two months and I’ll be in dear old 

England probably another month yet. Why its a time to rejoice! But still, lovey, to be honest with 

you, I cannot rejoice for the simple reason that my recent comrades may be still in the heat of the 

conflict. May it soon end. Give my love to Aunt Annie (if you have no objections) and you might 

tell her I’ll answer her next letter. Was sorry to have lost her address + she does not give it in this 

letter or I could write now. 

 

Friday July 27
th

 

 

Am delighted this morning to have another letter from the dearest sweetest woman earth ever 

produced - yet the delight was somewhat marred by the fact that you had n’t time to write. Really 

I feel like giving you a good spanking, you certainly deserve it. From this on, just remember, you 

are only to write once a week and if you have n’t time once in the week let it go to the next week 

and then a few lines is plenty if time is short. Have you no help in the house work? Once, and 

only once, you told me you were expecting a woman - in fact, I seem to remember you 

mentioned having two on the string - did neither of them take up residence with you. Could you 

not get a girl or some kind of help? I am suspiciously afraid you are paying your money on a/cs 

which you should be using on your immediate household needs - now if you don’t get some help 

right off I’m just going to cut down your allowance - what do you suppose I’m a soldier for? I 

was intending sending you another “remittance” but am sorry to say am changing my mind as I 

don’t believe you are capable of looking after yourself, there! And the idea of sending me a 

parcel and so much to do at home! Oh Isabelle it seems to me that I’ll have to come back and 

look after you - but until I get there remember Aunt Annie’s splendid advice and “don’t worry” 

and couple with that what is often heard among soldiers (its splendid advice too,) (with apologies 

for the strength of the expression) “Smile! Damn you, Smile!! Another form of advice is hanging 

in the Day room downstairs here, in a neat frame, “I am an old man and have had many troubles 

- but - most of them never happened.” 



 

Saturday July 28
th

 

 

Don’t you think, dearest, I might have posted the foregoing and called it a letter? You wanted to 

know what the size of the shells were - “are they fired from hand rifles?” I could n’t tell you 

what size the shell was that exploded too near me - it was only a few feet from me - but behind 

(for which I am thankful) - I neither heard nor saw it - it may have been 8” or 6” or 4” [drawing 

of shell] or it may have been [drawing of shell] about eight inches accross - of course these are 

not generally fired from one’s shoulder. A six inch shell will make a hole in ground four feet 

deep this shape [drawing of v-shaped hole] - I’m of the opinion it was a 6 in. that sent me out of 

the line - of course, it was a bad shell - poor explosion - or I would have immediately (if not 

sooner) gone to Heaven. I’m thankful I neither saw nor heard it because had I known of it I 

would have instinctively tried to dodge it and would have almost certainly got it worse. There 

was absolutely no protection for my rear. Here’s sectional view of me in the sunken road 

[drawing] This picture (?) makes me appear to be facing the road but my face was to the bank 

 

Well, sweetheart, it will be some consolation to you to know I am through with operations. The 

piece in the shoulder will not harm and to take it out would be an unjustifyable risky operation. 

The shoulder muscles will not regain normal strength for awhile but eventually will be alright. 

As expected, the Inspector came to day and marked me out - nothing more can be done for me - 

only rest - and we can all stand that, eh? Tuesday or Wednes I expect to report somewhere - 

Chatham or Epsom and then Hurrah for Brighton!!! 

 

Heaps of love to each of my treasures at home 

Yours lovingly 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Address: Brighton 

 

Tunbridge Wells 

Aug. 3
rd

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

How would you like me to express my opinion of you, as you were when you wrote the letter 

I’ve just read dated “July 10
th

”? Well, sweetheart, I won’t tell you all I read “between the lines”, 

because you might be more careful in the future - and, you know, its nice to read more than mere 

words. Anyway it was a delightful letter - full of all kinds of feeling. But say, would n’t you 

rather me be fit enough to return to France than to come back to you with only one arm? I was 

hoping John Martin would regain the use of his arm. Perhaps I should tell you (don’t think I’ve 

done so.) in plain words, that at present its my opinion that I will not be quite fit enough for 

France or, at least, not quite fit enough for the front line. In course of time its likely my muscles 

and general strength of the body will regain normal condition. As to the elbow - operated on 2
nd

 

July - (you were enjoying a ride to Clear Lake Picnic on that day - you did n’t imagine I was on 



the operating table at the same time? How contrasting our experiences at times!) it is nearly 

alright - of course its all healed up - just needs a little more physical exercise. 

 

As to the shoulder - no operation - four days massage proved there was no treatment - the 

massage would be good for the shoulder muscles but would cause injury to the immediate 

vicinity of the piece of shrapnel - which a second X Ray examination showed to be on the lung 

or possibly in the lung, having entered from the back, the piece passed the rib one inch and 

stopped at the lung - it did not penetrate the lung but is probably embeddied there. As to the 

muscles of the shoulder they will come alright in time - it may be a month or two. At present I 

cannot put the arm out sideways and up nor can I put it backwards full distance - by holding the 

arm in close to body it will go around behind and just high enough to button reach the back 

buttons on the pants. As I sit here in the usual writing position at a table my arm (left) is much 

higher resting on table than its own muscles will lift it and it is necessary to sit upright for the 

comfort of the shoulder, frequently I have to change position of arm by putting it on my leg 

under table. 

 

There now! I think that is a very detailed description of my condition - I might have added that 

the general health of the body, apart from the wounds, is perfect - the last twelve evenings in 

Nevill Park Hospital my temperature was precisely on the line (a big black line on our 

temperature charts marked 98 2/5 º) with the exception of one evening when it dropped ⅛ º (still 

normal) which is a wonderful record for a Hospital patient - or anyone else. Nearly four pages all 

about myself, lets change the subject. 

 

It is Sunday evening the 5
th

 August and how lovely to sit here writing to a lovely wife only a 

lovely (?) five thousand miles away, if you could only hear those church bells ringing and the 

cathedral chimes chasing down the full scale this most beautiful summer evening, you would for 

ever want to live in dear old England. The weather is grand since noon. It rained all last week 

and stopped Haig from finishing the war - but that does n’t matter much as I hear the German 

soldiers are mutinying - sorry for the poor boys in the Line tho - they get too much mud. 

 

Do you know, I’m dressed in Khaki again with a gold stripe on my arm. Yes! I bid “good bye” to 

Nevill Park Hospital + as many of the patients and sisters as time would permit of me shaking 

hands with - the Matron was quite pleased when I told her that I’d enjoyed a very fine rest in the 

six weeks of my stay there, and (of course) a little more taffy about the wonderful management 

+c +c. By the way, dearie, that same Matron reminded me of my sweet little wife - very much so, 

except in the face, - her form, size, hair + manner. So I couldn’t help liking her for this reason 

could I? 

 

Two of us left Tunbridge Wells in a light fall of rain at 9.52 a.m. and after no less than three 

changes arrived at Chatham - where all the patients from V. A. D. Hospitals in the district have 

to come to obtain 10 days Furlough and Hospital Discharge, yesterday the 4
th

 Aug - the 

anniversary of the Kaiser’s War. Arriving at Chatham (from where I was sent to Tunbridge 

Wells) I expected to be transferred on immediately to Epsom (London S.) which is the Canadian 

Convalescent Camp for this part, but was a day too late - a convoy had been sent to Epsom on 

Friday and as we are only sent from here to Epsom in convoys, must remain here until more 

Canadian Convalescents arrive - I’m the fifth here now - as there are some coming in every day 



almost, we will likely move on Monday (Bank Holiday) or Tuesday. Then! - Hurrah for 

Brighton! 

 

Didn’t I commence giving you some dates in a recent letter? You asked how long I was in 

Hospital in France? well here are dates of all my moves from the never-forgettable 2
nd

 June. 

Wounded Sat. night, a few minutes before 12 midnight June 2
nd

. Admitted to Casualty Clearing 

Station No. 22 about 6.30 a.m. June 3
rd

. Of course the C. C. S. is a Hospital and I stayed there 

until Thursday June 7
th

 when they sent me down to Etaples where I was in Hospital No. 20 at 

Camiers (spelling?). At 11.20 p.m. June 9
th

 it was “Fall in for Blighty” and very early - 1.30 a.m. 

- on June 10
th

 Sunday we left that Hospital in Motor bus for Etaples Station where we sat in train 

for nearly an hour and half then pulled out for Calais and boarded S. S. Stad Antwerpen 

(Belgian) at 7.30 a.m., stayed in harbor for fog to lift until 1.50 p.m. thence to Dover arriving at 

3.40 p.m. - on the journey accross channel had to make a sudden detour to avoid a mine which 

one of our escorts went to try + explode. Then entrained to Canterbury. Was in Old Park Farm 

Military Hospital No 2, Canterbury from 10
th

 to 21
st
 June. Left Canterbury 10.30 a.m. 21

st
 for 

Chatham. Left Chatham about 3.30 p.m. in pouring rain June 22
nd

 for V. A. D. Kent 74, Nevill 

Park Hosptl. Tunbridge Wells, which place I was really sorry to leave on the memorable 4
th

 

August, after 6 weeks + 2 days stay. So I was in Hospital altogether 2 months and 2 days. 

 

I’ve kept you too long waiting for this letter so here’s a kiss all around with heaps of love - a 

band in the park is playing “God Save the King”. Good night, love. xxxxx 

 

Yours 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] (Recd. letters from you on the 2
nd

 and 3
rd

) 

 

 

 

[on letterhead] For God, For King & For Country Y. M. C. A. H. M. Forces on Active Service 

 

Aug. 28
th

 1917 

Epsom 

 

Address 13 Port Hall Rd. Brighton 

 

My dear Sweetheart 

 

There is no news to write to you and I have not time to write - that sounds awful doesn’t it? after 

starting out with “my dear sweetheart”. - I’ve just finished a long letter to my old chum-in-

France Jack Brouard in answer to the only one I’ve had from him - and I can only afford money 

and time for one letter a day - and then I must attend the Cinema tonight for the good of my 

health if it is raining hard - you see I have no duty, no treatment now so have to interest myself 

the best possible in order to keep fit. This afternoon I spent with my old platoon sergeant 

Broadstock playing Billiards (which is the best exercise for my shoulder + arm,) and listening to 

a Band Concert in the Hall. 



 

On Sat. 25
th

 I got two nice letters from you including one of Eva’s, and I sent you the same day a 

letter + picture cards. 

 

Went over to Walter’s again Sunday. I’m all in love with little Edna - she can’t talk plain enough 

for me to understand all she says. I have her picture and one of Teddy - Walter (jun.) + Lewis are 

at Brighton and I’m sorry I’ll not get there while they are there - it would be grand to play around 

Brighton with them where once their father + I were boys together. 

 

I cannot recognise in Walter the brother of my youth. He is too much changed - he does not even 

appear anything like the picture we have of him - but he is still my brother and when we meet 

heart touches heart! God bless him. 

 

Just briefly to give you a sample of life (and death) at the front I must give you some clippings 

from Brouard’s letter - he left the Front “a few days” after me, note how it reads; - “- had you 

stayed in ‘C.C.S 22’ a few days longer I would have seen you…when I left the Battalion I was 

the last Machine-gunner left of our original Bunch. Benner was shell shocked and McLucky 

gassed…we certainly got shelled the night you went out. Quiggly got wounded, also (here are 

two names I do not remember and cannot read.). Gudgeon and Corp. Britten got killed…I hope 

you have good news from Alberta and the family all well. I presume Martin will be home by this 

time…I cannot get a line from Brock. (Brocklebank, who may have died from wounds after 

reaching England - Anyhow we cannot get him to write.)…I hope you will soon be well and 

strong again tho I don’t suppose you wish it…” 

 

If you’ll notice, dearie, these casualties happened in a few days + these that Jack mentions are 

ones he knows I did not know of, of our close associationes, and our company was not in an 

advance at the time, nor yet in Firing line, but back in Reserves (3
rd

 line). May the day of the end 

soon come. God comfort the bereaved. 

 

Love and kisses to you all xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Yr loving husband (now late for Concert) 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton Eng. 

Sept. 17
th

 1917 

And still at Epsom. 

 

My darling Isabelle 

 

what do you think? Ha! ha! ha! Alice says (in a letter just to hand) “what are you going to do 

with all the people you are collecting to take back to Canada?” Let me see, can I count them all? 

I think the first on the list was one recommended by Aunt Wig - a very nice young lady who 

would like to go to Canada with a view of matrimony. Of course I’ll take her. Well I think there 



was a companion of hers which makes No. 2. Then there’s Nellie and Dorothy. And I’ve made 

up my mind to try and take back a couple of lady farm hands (they look awfully cute in their 

breeches and top boots.). Then Walter needs a long holiday + must go right away from all his 

business connections. Alice says “I think myself that Walter needs a long holiday, but, I expect 

that he will say he cannot manage it.” I say he must manage it some how. And I think Edith 

ought to come with him. Then the last (but by no means the least) I mentioned to Alice that if I 

hadn’t a daughter to welcome me back home I’d be strongly inclined to kidnap Edna. So sister 

Alice wonders what I’m going to do with all these. They’d make quite a colony would n’t they? 

But then there’s room in Canada Alberta for more. 

 

Another little reference to Alice’s letter will give you some idea that she and her brother Sidney 

are some thing alike in their eccentricities and the imaginativeness of their minds. In telling her 

that I was bringing Walter + Edith + Teddy + Edna to B’ton to spend their holidays with me - if 

their house was n’t big enough (of course it’s plenty big enough) there are other houses or if 

there was a shortage in sleeping room I could be quite comfortable under the kitchen table - she 

says “we shall be able to take you all in somehow if you really come…I think perhaps if you 

curled round the trunk of the Holly tree (this is in the centre of the back garden) and we spread a 

sheet over tree and all, you might fancy you were in a tent.” Anyhow, lovey, under the Holly tree 

or any place else, we are anticipating some holiday, which has certainly been in anticipation long 

enough. And really we’re beginning to see the end of hospital life - its been an awful time of 

suspense - if I’d had any idea that my hospital confinement was going to be so long I’d have 

gone to Brighton instead of Tunbridge Wells. There are no Canadian Hospitals in B’ton but there 

are some very close to the town. But when landing in England actually thought I’d be back in 

France in about a month, And now I can almost say “Good bye, France, for ever!” Was before a 

Board on Friday and was marked in “Category B2”, which means many things. A “B2” man may 

be sent on to a Labor Battalion, Forestry, +c in France or England (of course he must be fit and 

able for the particular line of work), or, to almost any Base job in England or France, or possibly 

(but not probably) a Base job in Canada. I think you asked what “the Base” meant - on the Field 

Post cards it means “down the Line” - that is to the extreme rear - a place of safety where all 

Canadian (in our case) troops await the need of troops “up the line”. When I went to France the 

Base was at Havre and we (some of 113
th

) were there from Nov. 13
th

 to Nov. 30
th

 drilling every 

day. Some troops stay there longer, some not so long. In the case of Category “B2” it means 

some kind of a job at any Base - in my case, I expect a job at my Battalion Reserve Depôt which 

is at Shorncliffe (Dibgate Camp, I think,), or, I might get a job right here in Woodcote Park 

Convalescent Camp. In case of the latter it would necessitate a Transfer from the 16
th

 to the C. A. 

M. C. (Canadian Army Medical Corps). Or, I think Category “B2” might leave me liable or 

eligable (that spellings wrong I think) for a job, say, in London at the Army P. O. or almost any 

where. 

 

This is the last sheet of my wife’s writing paper and you don’t know how pleased I am. Its 

wretched stuff to write on. 

 

In the ordinary course of things I might go on Furlough on Friday (Sept. 21.) but expect to go on 

Monday (Sep. 24). I should have heard by now if I was going out Friday. 

 

 



Epsom, Sept 18
th

 1917 

 

Dearest Isabelle 

 

Did you think as much of Sept 17
th

 yesterday as I did? One whole year! But then there are many 

who have been much longer from home. And, my own, there are many who will never return - 

God comfort all those whose loved ones have fallen. There are a few wounded 16
th

 men and 

others who were wounded as recently as Aug 15
th

 in here now who bring us the sad news of 

many who went under after I left the line on June 2
nd

. To day is the anniversary of our departure 

from Calgary! How split up and separated the poor old 113
th

 is in a year! How cheerfully and 

bright the boys marched into the City from Sarcee - it is a thought belonging altogether to the 

Past. The only thing that can really cheer us now is Peace + the return Home of the survivors. 

 

A whole year! since we said “Good bye”. When will our lips meet again? As many ladies as I see 

every day, my sweetheart, there has not been one yet to give rise in my little heart to any desire 

to kiss, but I do long to kiss you. I’m just as young and spoony as ever in heart - in fact I’m 

afraid I’d be worse if I could only get back to you. Before this reaches you Gordon will be 9 

years old, Lorne will be 5 years old and little Alice May 11 months. As Auntie Alice says “and 

‘Alice Brook’ is nearly a year old, fancy, she will be talking by the time you see her.” Yes! I 

wish the war would end tonight! 

 

Also before this reaches you my 10 days furlough will likely be over. This thought does n’t 

worry me, as expecting to remain in England I’ll have a chance of “a week-end” occasionally + 

from any where in England I can reach my old home in a few hours if I do travel in the night as 

Alice reminds me, “It is nearly a year since you came in the middle of the night isn’t it?” 

 

Say, I’ve had to get my family’s birthdays figured out in definite table form as of course the 

folks here all want particulars. Now am I right? Gordon Oct. 2 or 6? 1908 Arnott April (-?) 1910 

Lorne Oct (-?) 1912 Glen May 29 1914 Alice May Nov 2 1916 Thats quite a record of a well 

regulated family (!) five in ten years. And their dear sweet Mothers birthday is Nov 4
th

 and our 

Wedding day Oct 30. I think we’ll have to get a Family Bible with a Family Register in it, eh? 

Epsom is a poor place to buy birthday presents so I’m leaving this business until I go on 

Furlough, then I’ll make up a parcel + send all together. Am thinking of sending a Baby spoon 

[drawing of spoon] and “pusher” to Alice May. 

 

The old saying is that “no news is good news” so I’m trying to take comfort from that, but letters 

are very scarce lately. Your last came on Sep. 7 Dated Aug. 7 with wheat and on Sep. 4 I got one 

dated Aug. 11 - one came Aug 25 and one on Aug 20. Is the mail in the Ocean or won’t you 

write to -  

 

Yr devoted but homesick husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Most delighted to get your Aug. 24-25 letter just now 4.30 p.m. Sep. 18. The first letter of 

that week you speak of has not come. Glad you’ve seen D. Oke also Jno. B. Martin 

 



My last from Hut 8 F Division 

Woodcote Park 

Epsom 

Sept. 23 ’17 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

What are you thinking about and doing just now? Of course its not about 8 o’c p.m. with you, but 

about noon, so probably you are busy getting dinner on to the table - I can see you bustling 

around there - only in my mind’s eye. There is a much clearer picture on my mind of Tena 

McFadden waiting on the dinner table - yes, a picture of - why it must be fourteen years ago! It 

was one of the first times I was in the McFadden home for a Sunday dinner. Of course I was 

prudent enough not to declare my love for the young lady at the time but that was the first 

intimation from Cupid that I had met “the young lady” of my choice - from that on I had to be 

careful. How often I went to McCaffreys for dinner on Sundays when my heart was in the other 

direction! You never knew, my love, how I had to smother those first feelings - but my heart was 

fixed, and, I’d marry her or no other!!! Much later on came the half a dozen proposals and at the 

sixth - I guess she must have been off guard - for she said “yes”. I’ve never been sorry either. 

 

But this isn’t what I meant to write. I’ve just come from the Queen Mary Tea Rooms (short 

distance from this hut) where I had sausage and eggs - and for awhile stood watching the 

searchlights that guard London, they are quite interesting + pretty as they play upon the thin 

small clouds. Then my eye caught sight of a small moon trying to peep thro the clouds that dot 

the sky this evening and I could n’t help thinking of the small moon of the beginning of June. For 

Sixteen weeks I’ve been in Hospital and this is my last night - I sit here dressed once more in my 

khaki and in such expect to be until I can lovingly embrace that young lady I spoke of on page 

one. Is the war going to end in time for me to get home by Xmas???????? To morrow Monday 

Sept 24
th

 I commence my long looked for furlough and after being “dismissed” at a London 

Station (Victoria I think) will visit Walter at his shop if I can find it - if I can’t I’ll visit his wife 

until a late train then down to Brighton! My furlough consists of ten days from noon tomorrow 

and I’ll ask for four days extension. I could easily fill 30 days or more with a most enjoyable 

holiday. Anyhow I may be left in England and there will always be a chance of getting a “week 

end”. There are quite a lot of 16
th

 and 113
th

 men in this Camp now. Glad to hear of J. B. Martin’s 

safe arrival - I have not quite understood you in some references to the state of things in Canada - 

surely no one has any idea of opposing Conscription? May the men of Quebec be brought to 

realize that we are fighting for their liberty. Before I enlisted I said that no man should fight in 

my place and I have taken my place in the ranks and fought for the liberty of my home children + 

the Empire Let all other men do likewise 

 

Heaps of love + countless kisses from your devoted husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

 

 



Refer to. NOS. 9096 

October 1
st
 1917. 

 

To:- Pte S. Brook, 

13 Port Hall Rd, 

Brighton . 

 

Attached herewith please find Pass, granting you four days extention. 

 

[signature] F. F. Muzzell 

Lieut. and Adjutant. 

for Lieut.Col.Commdg. 

Manitoba Regtl.Depot. 

Dibgate.Shorncliffe. 

 

 

 

13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Oct. 3th 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Dorothy and Uncle Walter have just drawn my attention to a most remarkable game of draughts 

(chequers) which they have played - or at least have played as far as possible - a world’s record 

in my estimation - they each have only lost one man and its Dorothy’s move but she cannot 

move + Walter has only one move then neither can move. Edith is keeping us from being too 

quiet by playing the Piano. Marjorie is occasionally chatting to each of us. Little Teddie (Edward 

Frederick) has retired also his little sister Edna (the nicest little girl I ever met). Aunt Annie 

(nicknamed “Sergeant Major” by her “brother from Canada”) is apparently deeply interested in 

the Strand Magazine at the other end of this (dining) table. Aunts Looloo + Nellie are trying to 

act the hostesses whilst Alice is (I think) making preparations for the closing of the day for 

Marjorie + Dorothy. Uncle Freddie is not home yet as usual. Fred is kept from home late every 

night looking after the Christ Church Club affairs but not withstanding the fact that Fred does not 

reach home till about 11.30, I believe he and I do more talking when he does get here than any 

other two in the house - one night it struck 2 while he + I were undressing, and he is always up at 

7 a.m. - I am not. Just had to release my tired legs from their puttees and boots. There’s a “good 

night” kiss from Dorothy now - Nellie has taken her place at the checquers with Walter. Things 

are getting too complicated now to put them on paper. Fred has just come in 9.25 p.m.! I’ve 

spent nine days here + Fred has never been able to make home at this early hour but he managed 

it tonight because you see, every body’s been kinder on pins and needles all day thinking this 

was my last day’s furlough but - a big envelope with “O. H. M. S.” came for “Pte Brook” this 

afternoon which Alice immediately tore open and it contained an extended Pass for another four 

days - till Oct. 8 noon. So we are still all rejoicing, altho I just threw away 1/10½ this morning 

for a reply-prepaid Telegram as I had not received a reply to my letter asking for an extension - 

however I’m here till Monday + everybody’s happy - but, oh! my sweetheart, I’m far from being 



really happy - I’m lonely even among this happy gathering. Of course all thro this letter I’m 

talking + listening and its really wonderfull how I can keep my thoughts from becoming tangled, 

but I’m ashamed of not having written since last Sunday week and this evening I’m taking 

advantage of several of the Family being a little bit tired (including myself). To day’s 

proceedings follow, - About 6.27 a.m. I was awakened by nephew Teddie telling me he was 

already to go down to the sea, so after unusual hurried dressing +c I took my nephew to the 

beach by a very circuitous route taking in some dear old spots on the way, such as St. Anne’s 

Well, Furze Hill, Cambridge Rd, Brunswick Square +c. Being a cloudy morning Ted + I decided 

it was too cold to go in the water so contented ourselves with roaming over the sand and beach 

looking at boats, bathing machines and the sea. Will continue this tomorrow Heaps of love to 

each of you - I only wish you were all here 

 

God bless you dearie 

Yr Sidney 

 

[page of calendar attached to letter dated October 3
rd

, 1917 - front] 

 

267 Days past - Days to come 97. 

Sun rises 5h 51m.; Sun sets 5h. 52m. 

Greenwich Time. 

Moon: Full M. 30. Last Q. Oct. 7. 

 

September 

25 

Tuesday 

 

Either sex alone 

Is half itself, and in true marriage lies 

Nor equal, nor unequal.       The Princess. 

 

Felicia Hemans born, 1793. 

Eliza Cook died, 1889. 

 

[page of calendar attached to letter dated October 3
rd

, 1917 - back] 

 

13 Port Hall Rd 

Brighton. 

 

The first day of my Sick Furlough which dates from noon yesterday to noon Oct. 4
th

. My 

experiences in this land of my birth are all strange - something like one long happy dream but not 

happy enough for its great length. With all my nice + desirable companions + beautiful 

surroundings I am lonely! 

 

 

 

 



Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Oct. 14
th

 17 

 

Dearest Isabelle 

 

Ten years have made a wonderful change in each of our lives, eh? Of late my mind will 

persistently dwell in reminiscience of October 1907. What experiences we both have had. Clouds 

and Sunshine. Joys and Sorrows. And the entire 10 years has been incessant toil for you without 

so much as half a day off. Even now that you are not on the farm you seem to be working hard. 

You certainly are, as our Brighton folks say, “a brick” - “a marvel”. But we will have to provide 

a holiday for you at the earliest possible convenience because you deserve it and I want my 

marvel of a wife to live to a ripe old age, say eighty! If you’ll live till you’re 80 I’ll try and hold 

out as long, eh, sweetheart? It was lovely to hear the Church bells chiming as I went of out of the 

Hut a few minutes ago and instantly my mind turned to you and our little ones and the most 

definite thought was “how nice ’twould be to be settled in a comfortable home in lovely old 

England” - but what might seem like coming home to me would be the opposite to you. - Really, 

you know, comparing life in England with life in Alberta - the latter is quite crude, (would n’t 

my brother Walter open his eyes if he saw this written by me? he’d likely say something like 

“And you were urging me to get away from the close busy rush of life in this crowded old 

England!”) and yet there is a certain fascination (!) in the life of the Canadian West that even 

whilst thinking I’d like to settle in England I am certain I could not be happy entirely separated 

from the “land of my adoption”. So we will decide on a compromise, eh? Which compromise 

consists of you and me visiting England with one or more of our children every other year 

starting with 1919. This is something like what I’ve told the Brighton Folks. It will cost 

something like a yearly amount of $300. Do you think we can make that amount over and above 

living expenses +c each year? We must! 

 

I’m wondering if you went to Saskatoon at Thanksgiving? I have n’t the remotest idea when 

Thanksgiving is. Oh! how I could enjoy tripping around with you, my love! And you are coming 

to Calgary some time to meet me, eh? I wish I could tell you that I would be in Calgary before 

Christmas - but, Alas! Alas!! I see no possibility - its no use speaking of “hopes” in this 

direction. If the war ended tonight I would hardly get home by Christmas - + the war won’t end 

tonight! I may not go to France any more but do not have the smallest prospects of any 

immediate return to Canada. My heartstrings are being tested just now by losing a young 

companion - Corpl. T. R. A. Matthews aged 20 whose younger wife and daughter are in Calgary 

- who yesterday was marked for Canada - Dick and I landed here together last Monday from our 

Sick Furlough + have made constant company for each other since - of course he may not go for 

weeks or he may go very soon. 

 

I was chatting with friend Lavers today, he is working in a Company orderly room of the 14
th

 

Reserve - and - keep it dark - he actually expects to make Canada - don’t say a word about it for 

fear of disappointment. He has no wound - came to England with a Carbuncle on his neck + old 

age in his heart + now has concocted a beautiful yarn about the ill health of his wife, no one to 

manage the farm, his own great age +c +c. he may get through. Quite a difference in Dave Finlay 

and Lavers - Dave says he thinks that neither he nor I would be content to go home while the war 



lasts. I’m right with him, but he is unhurt + does not know just my condition. If I had not been 

wounded I am sure (as much as my heart desires to see + be with you + the children) I could not 

rest content at Craigmyle - but I’ve done my bit. If I were half the schemer that F. H. L. is I could 

go on the next batch to Canada, but I came to be a soldier + will not ask permission to turn back - 

I will not return to my home until the Military authorities send me. “He who putteth his hand to 

the plough and looketh backward +c”. But quite appropriately to our case, dearie, let me remind 

you that “all things work together for good to those who love God”. I’ll come back someday. 

 

The sixth page + I have n’t said much yet. You ask me what I’m intending to do when I return - 

Honestly, Isabelle, I don’t know. Possibly homestead on a soldier’s rights and improve the said 

homestead, probably with the Government’s offer of a loan of $2,000, whilst you + the family 

remain in Craigmyle. Or I may (personally and individually) live in a 2 x 4 shack on the east of 

BrookGlen + still leave the family in town. In any case we will not sell your town residence. 

,unless you want to live in some other But if you can be comfortable without a foundation under 

the little house this winter I’d like you to leave that till I come home. Because we should have a 

cellar with walls for the foundation of house and, is the house on the most desirable part of the 

lot? We will not sell the house even if you don’t want to live there - could n’t we rent it at a 

profit? 

 

[continuation of letter dated October 14, 1917: on letterhead] For God, For King, and For Empire 

Y. M. C. A. H. M. Forces on Active Service 

 

Reply to 737052 

Stationed at 13 Port Hall Rd 

Brighton 

Oct. 15
th

 1917 

 

A beautiful fall morning, my love. We are moving from Upper Dibgate to St. Martin’s Plains - 

all Shorncliffe, - St. Martin’s Plains is the next camp from Dibgate nearer Folkestone. This will 

save us an objectionable walk down a valley and up a steep hill when we want to go to 

Folkestone - its almost level walking from here to Folkestone about or nearly two miles and half. 

But this move puts us farther from Hythe. You know towns are plentiful and close together in 

England. All places are beautiful in England. 

 

Just now I’m using otherwise spare time. One of a bunch put down here in our new quarters to 

watch the huts until the troops arrive. A week ago at this time I was in the train returning from 

that wonderful Sick Furlough from Brighton changing cars at Lewes (pronounced the same as 

Lewis) Hastings and Ashford. If you have a map you can trace that railway route. East Sandling 

is only a short distance to the west. Last year going from E Sandling to Brighton I went from 

Sandling Junction to Waterloo Station (London) then underground to Victoria Station (London) 

then to B’ton. The year between my visits to the old home did not seem to have been long. It has 

never seemed a long time even to live that year - always constant changes and always some kind 

of excitement - yet when I’m thinking of my loved ones at Craigmyle it seems a long long way 

back - Oh, I expect to find you all changed and you’ll find me changed - I’m thirty years older in 

feelings than when last you saw me - so I’m pretty old, eh? Altho when I meet old acquaintances 

whom I have not seen for a long time, like yesterday afternoon Jimmy Edwards (No. 1 Coy 113 



Batt.) hunted me up, they all greet me with “My! you’re looking fine.” This man Edwards has 

been around here and at Ashford about 15 miles away all the time since coming from Canada, He 

is not physically fit for France. My weight seems fairly good but I’m as thin as a crow. Did I tell 

you Sister Annie and I weighed ourselves in Bramber Station whilst waiting for a train (Sat. Oct. 

6
th

) she weighed, oh, somewhere about 142 and mine was 11 stone 9½ lbs = 163½ lbs. But say, 

you ought to se Mr. Lavers, he’s as fat as a pig. Both Donald and I said we’d never seen him any 

thing like what he is now. Mr. Donald is in the Moore Barracks Hospital - looking very well, he 

may make Canada - hope he does. Geo. Burroughsws is looking his best and in training for 

France. Its not likely that the casualty men will go to France again before Spring, and we hope 

the war is over then. 

 

If you have not made a bargain with McKee about our share of the Oats, don’t you think we’d 

better keep them, that is if there’s a convenient place - the old house would not be safe - what 

think you? Jennings and McKee both understand that the grain tickets are to be made out to you 

don’t they? Now this is letter enough If only I could, I’d put my arms around you + give you a 

few kisses Much love to each of you 

 

Your devoted husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Still those letters are unanswered. 

 

 

 

Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Oct. 29
th

 ’17 

 

My dear wife 

 

Altho, as Alice says in a letter, it is hard to realize that our little Arnott is gone, somehow the 

world seems different. I am very glad that I am not in France, had such news reached me whilst 

there I’m afraid I’d have lost my mind - as it is I feel something like a wild animal in a cage - 

wanting to break loose and return home and cannot! Oh, darling, bear up - you must brace 

yourself for the sake of our remaining little ones and for your own sake and for my sake. As I 

said in my Cablegram “Arnott is happy” and he is pure - “of such is the Kingdom of Heaven”. 

As great the loss, it is most consoling to have the fullest assurance that our dear boys, both 

Arnott and Wee Walter, are in the Heavenly Home. Untainted by the sins of this world Jesus has 

taken them to the Eternal Place of Joy and Holiness. Its hard to bear the loss, especially my dear 

wife, just when our future is so promising. How many hours I have enjoyed in expectancy of 

future happiness in our little home without the annoying pinch of poverty - How many times I’ve 

pictured my own homecoming - Oh how I’ve looked forward to the time when I might clasp my 

children one by one and tell them I’d never leave home or them again. But, dearest, it is God’s 

Will, and let us, by the Strength of His Comforting Spirit repeat the words together “Thy way, 

not mine, Oh Lord”. 

 



Three letters came to me this afternoon one from Looloo (her second since the Cablegram - one 

from you (dated Sep. 26) how strange it seems to read your letters knowing that less than a 

month from the date of todays letter you were plunged into sorrow of bereavement. I am most 

anxiously waiting for a letter explaining Arnott’s sickness or cause of death - it all seemed so 

sudden - in your note with the land office letter of Oct. 4 you said “All are well”. And my 3
rd

 

letter today was from poor Mrs. Cheesman of Lethbridge, acknowledging and thanking me for 

my letter of some time back - poor Mrs. Cheesman! God bless her! Oh, dear, we should praise 

God that you and I have all prospects of meeting again here to enjoy each others company. It is 

about certain that I will remain in England. I am filling out + Sending form as you asked, but I do 

not know what its for. Do not understand your reference to the School section being sold. 

Evidently you have written about it in one of the letters that have never reached me. Will send 

the Commanding Officer’s Certificate as soon as he has signed it. The B’ton folks have sent a 

parcel of jewellry and 2 group photos (which they think are very good) 

 

Kiss each Gordon Lorne Glen + Alice and much love to them + yourself will write again 

tomorrow evening God bless protect + keep you all 

 

Yours lovingly 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Tuesday Oct. 30
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Ten years ago tonight! is in both our minds I know - and at about this time the ceremony was 

history and we had left our Wedding company and were driving home from your old home - 

through Mr. Oke’s pasture - such a dark night - quite a contrast to this beautiful full moon night, 

- altho the weather of the two nights differs I can dream in beautiful reminiscient thoughts of all 

my feelings and the purposes and plans of future life. I am richer today by far than I had then any 

expectation of - my dear, you are a thousand times more to me than on that happy night ten years 

ago! We have braved together the Ocean of Life without any differences - no cross words, no 

discontent with each other. We have together tasted of Love, Poverty and War. We have had joys 

- we’ve had sorrows - for ten years. Its not a long time, but how much we have crowded into that 

time! And now that our future prospects were looking brighter - brighter in every way - more 

love, less poverty, no war! our hearts are rent in sorrow - why is it? It is the Lord’s Will I have 

no doubt - if only we could understand. Anyhow we will not forget that “Earth has no sorrow 

that Heaven cannot heal.” 

 

It was nice to get your letter of Sep. 30 + such a nice long one + so much in it, but as much as I 

tried to read it cheerfully that Cable message was plainly before me, - “Arnott died today, Come 

home, Isabelle”. Those two sentences are burned into my mind. Which was the more important? 

It has repeatedly been said at Brighton “How cheerfully Isabelle writes with all her cares”. 



“What a brave woman Isabelle must be.” And on one occasion someone said “your wife, Sidney, 

is a brick”. (You understand that English expression, don’t you - it means the very acme of 

perfection.) But now those words “Come home” may mean so much and I cannot come - at least 

not immediately. Any how, my sweetheart, I take the “Come home” as the opening of your 

loving heart and pray God most earnestly to keep and comfort you in this great sorrow and I will 

come home to you in His appointed time. I have gained - we have gained much in this time of 

separation and until now - as much as I have often longed to be home with you and our little ones 

- I had never been in the least bit sorry for having come to the war, but now, for the first time I 

am sorry I ever left you notwithstanding all the experience I have gained + other benefits we will 

reap. Yes, love, I am sorry I ever left you - this hour of sorrow is too much for you to bear in 

loneliness - it is too much for me - we must each draw on the Heavenly Treasury for strength 

knowing that He doeth all things well, The Lord gave, the Lord has taken away, blessed be the 

name of the Lord. One consoling thought we have is that Arnott and our little Walter both passed 

pure and unspotted from the world. I am most anxiously awaiting a letter to tell me about 

Arnott’s sickness + cause of death. I judge it must have been very sudden. 

 

Thursday Nov. 1
st
 

 

Part of the foregoing was written this evening. I was on Picquet duty from 5.30 to 5.30 last night 

so could not finish this before. This evening I should have gone to Folkestone to see proofs of 

photo I had taken by Electric light Tuesday evening but its a drizzling wet evening and it seemed 

more important to do a little writing, so I’m here. I have many letters to answer - several of them 

letters of sympathy Now I must re read + try to answer the last I got from you - while I think of it 

there is a package some where on the ocean journey with little jewellry presents - I’ve told you 

who they’re for - also, there are 2 group pictures on the way, one of which I’d like to frame and 

hang in the boys’ bedroom - as soon as they are old enough they shall come to my old home and 

meet (God willing) the Uncles + Aunts in the picture who think a lot of their nephews + niece 

whom they’ve never seen. We are anxious just now to know how you all are. 

 

About the jewellry - I don’t know whether you will have to pay customs on it - if you need to 

state the value of the things, here is a rough value of all I remember in the package, - 1 watch $5, 

1 Silver Chain $3, 1 Ring $20, 1 Brooch pin $5, 2 Cap badges 50 cts. 1 Baby Spoon + pusher 

$2.00. 

 

I said I was on Picquet last night and am consequently sleepy - in the ordinary way the Picquet 

do not get enough sleep and in addition to that when off duty I stood a long time watching our 

anti-aircraft artillery playing on some Raiders - am afraid the enemy did some harm + so did we, 

but figures are not published yet. 

 

The O. C. has had my certificate to sign for two days + still it is not yet returned. Hope you get 

the ¼ of Sch. Section. Now with Good night kisses to each my loved ones + God keep you safe 

 

Your loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 



Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Nov. 8
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

I’ve often had more time to write than I get here. This is something like the farm life for time - 

Reveille 5.30 Fall in 6 a.m. Dismiss 6.45 for breakfast Fall in 7.30 Dismiss for Dinner 11.50 Fall 

in (which will sound in 15 minutes now) 1 o’c, Dismiss at 4.45 for Supper Fall in at 5.30 till 6.30 

- we have not much work to do but are required to pretend to be working and always to be seen 

around the stables. I usually fall in at 5.30 after supper and immediately fall out again. I have 

made it quite clear that I am not able to do very much and the Sergeant Majors never bother me, 

but they seem to want to keep me here as a stable Corporal - but not for me! Altho, as I told you 

in my last, I expect to make Canada sometime, yet there is nothing definite done yet - you can 

depend on me coming I think sometime - it can hardly be for Christmas though. I believe it 

would be a good scheme for you to write Ottawa - I don’t know who to, unless it would be the 

Minister of Militia, and plainly state your case - it seems to me that that would be a sure way of 

getting me back home. State that you are not able to manage the business of the farm (which 

consists of the S½ of Sec. 31; T. 31; R. 16; W 4) and attend to the needs of our four children. 

Your husband is 46 years of age (this is the age I’m booked at now, when my name was first 

reported wounded I was asked among other questions - “what year were you born in?” and 

answering 1871 was put down at 46, so it remains.) and was wounded in June whilst with the 

16
th

 Can. Scottish after sen thirteen months service, returned to England for Hospital treatment 

and is now attached to the Horse Transports of the C. A. S. C. Base Depôt at Shorncliff, Eng. - 

He has only partial use of the left arm + carries a piece of Shrapnel in top of left lung, so cannot 

be of much use anywhere in the Army. If at all possible it is most necessary that he should be 

returned to Canada + discharged. If he cannot do the actual work of the farm he can manage it 

and unless he is returned very shortly the farm and family needs will suffer considerably. Surely 

there is a younger man somewhere who can take his place. 

 

My! such a letter of appeal would certainly touch the heart of even the most military man at 

Ottawa - only you must find out who to write to - and urge the immediate action. If you like to 

do this I think it might bring me home. I’d also suggest that you ask Dr. Crawford to write + 

enclose with yours to the effect that it would be wise for your husband to be returned to manage 

his home + farm affairs on account of your weak health. Use any influence you may have. If 

Major Eaton is at home speak to him about it. 

 

Sat. evening Nov 10
th

 

 

It is a cold and stormy night - has been raining some and trying to snow - the wind has been cold 

all day. Oh, my sweetheart, I’m wondering how you are and if the children are well - you must 

have had a hard and sorrowing time, I wish I were with you. Your letter of Oct 9
th

 is the last I’ve 

got and am most anxiously waiting for my more news. To know of you being ill and me so far 

away, it is almost too much for me - oh! for another letter to tell me you are better or well - and 

how can you be managing the children? And dear little Arnott was carrying a note down to Rees’ 

when you wrote that letter - then on the 24
th

 (?) he passed into the Great Beyond. How sudden 



and trying it is. Two weeks ago yesterday that awful Cablegram came. I have tried hard and am 

still trying to believe that it is all the Lord’s doings and must be for the best - yet there seems to 

hang over my head a very heavy cloud. I wish I could return home. Cheer up my love. God is 

good altho we don’t understand. It is certainly nice of you to write in so apparently cheerful way. 

You say you had tonsils lanced in three places - and you had quincy - it is very good of Mrs. F to 

look after you so much - Is Alice over the cough she had? Yes, the day you wrote this last letter I 

was in Dibgate Camp, Shorncliffe - returned from my two weeks at B’ton on Oct 8
th

 - remained 

in the Manitoba Regimental Depôt at Dibgate until the 18
th

 Oct and was sent over here to the C. 

A. S. C. Ross Barracks, Shorncliffe. 

 

I knew they were trying to keep me here - I guess I’m looking too good to be sent to Canada. 

They have at last found a job for me and it now looks as if I’m here for the duration. There’s one 

thing we may be thankful for - I will never be sent to France again - but unless you can get my 

discharge I’ll be here until the end of the war. If all was well at home I could enjoy my new 

position for a few months longer but as circumstances are I cannot rest. I’ve done my best to get 

to Canada + am beaten. I’m second driver on a light driving team - very little to do - don’t have 

to fall in on parades. With all my love and many kisses to each of you and God keep you safe, 

 

Your Sidney 

 

[P.S.] I sent some picture post cards to you + the boys in another envelope 

 

 

 

Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Nov. 15
th

 17 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Even if there was not some thing of much more importance to cause me to shed tears I could not 

shed a tear because the old stove has to be replaced - no! my dear, that old stove has caused me 

to let loose a silent tear more than once, to think that you had to put up with such an old nuisance 

and you, like a dear brave woman would never complain. It is some of the most welcome news 

I’ve ever had that you “had to order a Range - the Old Homestead” - even if it did cost $60 - I 

hope it will be satisfactory. In this particular as in many others I may remark that there is no 

other woman just as good as my dear little wife. That’s no flattery, unless you like to say it 

flatters your husband for picking such a brave woman to be his wife, - shall I tell you? Yes, I 

will! Since I left Craigmyle, and thats very nearly fourteen months, no other woman has been 

any attraction for me. I only wish at this time particularly that I could be with you. Have you 

taken my advice in my last letter? to write to Ottawa and state I was needed to manage the farm 

and family affairs as you were not able to carry on the responsibility. You will likely have that 

letter before now - I wrote too much to repeat it all - for fear you don’t get it - you need me most 

urgently - much of the farm will not be worked next summer if I am not home, I was wounded in 

June last after being seven months in the Line with the 16
th

 Can Scottish and am now transferred 



to the Horse Transports in the Base Depôt of the C. A. S. C. at Shorncliffe where I am of very 

little use owing to the results of my wounds. Use whatever influence you may have. 

 

You will be glad to know that I’ve been well considered at this depôt - Sergeant Major Lombard 

(last Friday) put me on a very fine job - which I expect is permanent if I like (but I don’t like - 

home is the place for me now.) - second driver on the light team - the only team of its kind in the 

C. A. S. C. here - the only team that is allowed to trot - and we trot all the time. Most of my time 

is put in sitting beside the driver on the seat of a heavy democrat or light spring wagon. One of 

our team is a horse that General Steele used to ride - a spunky animal but nice to handle. If all 

was well at home I think I’d be satisfied to stay here for awhile, but I must get home somehow. 

 

It was nice to get your two letters yesterday dated Oct 13 and 16, but, I long for the next. In 

yours of the 16
th

, about one week before our little Arnotts death you write, - “Arnott’s our all-

round man, and he does most any thing and every thing. Don’t know what we’d ever do without 

him.” And a week after he is on his deathbed! 

 

My brave boy! And he was a good boy. What does it mean? And why so sudden? But we must 

not mourn, - in a very fine prayer last Sunday evening I was reminded of all those who have 

suffered thro this war - millions have lost relatives in this war, very many have lost home, friends 

+ country to say nothing of the many who have lost their freedom as citizens - what is my 

bereavement compared to those poor fellow creatures who have no place to call home, no 

country to live in, no earthly possessions, all to them is Desolation + Destitution - God help 

them. 

 

Sorry to hear of snow + rough weather just when you are so weak - I hope you will not suffer 

any more. Whatever you do, you must care for yourself, dearie. Very pleasing to know Arnott 

and Gordon were helpers. Does Gordon realize at all that his brother has gone to join little 

Walter in our Heavenly Home? I must try and get time to write to Gordon. It is too bad you 

cannot get some help in the house, if I could only get there I’d be your house keeper for awhile 

and would only ask my board for pay. I could do the washing, scrub floors, wash dishes, cook 

the meals - in fact, could do any thing after this war experience. 

 

By the way, you have never mentioned to me that Mrs. Lavers (or her prospective son-in law) 

was one of our tenants - what land did they rent and have they paid the rent? I am glad Glen is no 

older than he is to be living out there with our friends. Of course it was very good of them to take 

care of him, but I’m afraid they do not understand children very well. 

 

I am also sure that I’d think Glen is a dear wee man and may I be permitted to be with him 

before the winter is over. Our children, my dear, were all good - thanks to their good mother - 

and I expect Alice May is perhaps a little the best. Lorne - a bit whiney - I hope the little chap is 

well. 

 

Some how it always seemed to me that there was some thing wrong with Jim Kellars past - he 

told me once that he was not married (on my close questioning) but thought he ought to have a 

housekeeper of his own. I am deeply sorry for his public disgrace. Not knowing his wife I 



venture to think she may be to blame. Very many thanks to our kind neighbors who have assisted 

you during your sickness + bereavement. God bless you, dearest, + each of our children 

 

Yr loving husband 

As ever 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] My compliments + good wishes to Major Eaton - may he not have to return. 

 

 

 

Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Nov. 18
th

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Almost alone in a big hut this quiet Sunday afternoon I’m thinking of home - it is not unusual for 

me to think of home, but there are times when thoughts seem more real than at other times - I 

cannot express on paper what is in my mind, all I can say is that I’m in new quarters - landed 

here at Witley Camp (near Bramshott) last evening about seven o’clock. The fact of me being 

sent here + the attending circumstances, which I cannot explain on paper, is what causes more 

real thoughts than usual. To day I, with nineteen others, are in a state of transition - sent here as 

drivers from Shorncliffe. This morning the Adjutant looked us over + took particulars of our 

abilities and disabilities and only seemed to find one out of the nineteen twenty that would make 

a driver - some bunch of misfits eh? So you see once more I’m wondering what they’ll do with 

me. 

 

I was sorry to leave Shorncliffe - I had been put on the light driving team as 2
nd

 Driver just a 

week and it was a fine little job. I groomed one horse and kept our democrat clean and always 

rode with the driver - most of our time was put in driving, which of course just suited me - any 

work in the stable we had lots of time for it - stable for two horses + carriage room. Suddenly 

Friday evening the Orderly Sergeant came to the Barrack Room + warned me for the M. O. the 

next morning - early dinner - fall in 10 a.m. and march about 1½ miles to Shorncliffe Station - 

train left at 11.20 for Tonbridge (5 miles N of Tunbridge Wells) thence about 1½ hrs. stop, 

thence to Red Hill 25 minutes stop, thence to Guildford about 1½ hrs stop thence to Milford - 

Camp is between Milford + Witley. It was a splendid journey too - in spite of the dull foggy 

weather I enjoyed the trip - oh! it was just a continuous panorama of beautiful landscape. Talk 

about scenery - home like scenery - well I decided that you have just got to come to England and 

have a good look all around. Yes we’ll come over in the early Summer when the country is at its 

best and have many train rides - oh yes and we’ll walk to the Dyke and accross the hills to 

Bramber and another walk through Sompting + Cokeham. We can have a three months holiday 

can’t we? Now I’m wondering when I’ll ever get home. I don’t exactly know what homesickness 

is but imagine I’ve got the complaint in its worse form. If I can only get before a Board at this 

place - but its no use raising one’s hopes. 

 



A year ago I was in France at La Havre (Can. base at that time) expectantly and anxiously 

looking for the time when we’d go “up the line” - How much has happened since then! and still 

the war goes on and still no signs of the end. 

 

I did not forget that the 13
th

 was the date you said the School section might be sold and am 

wondering how much chance there is of you getting the N W ¼ - Would I like to have it? Well I 

guess so! If there’s any room for such hopes. I mean to take any advantages or privileges offered 

to the soldiers, I consider now we have earned all we get. You asked what I intended doing on 

my return - with your kind permission I purpose living on the farm - as soon as can be arranged 

on the east quarter. I hope to be home in time to get some crop land ready for 1919. Can you 

save me $300 out of this year’s crop for farm expenses? You cannot pay the Gt. West any until I 

return. Did you pay A. L. Gordon? and Dr. Crawford? And you’ll need living expenses for next 

year. Hope you are getting well + strong, I wish I could be with you. God bless you, my love, 

and our children, Kisses all around + all my love 

 

Yr husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

 

 

Address: 13 Port Hall Rd. 

Brighton 

Nov. 23
rd

 1917 

 

My dear Isabelle 

 

Yesterday afternoon the weather - which had been dull for days - cleared up and it was nice to 

see the sun again, and in the evening I strolled along the Portsmouth Rd - which runs through 

this Camp - as far as the Post Office (about half a mile or little more) + sent you a small calendar 

+ some photos of my self. I could not afford to take in a Concert or any thing that would cost 

money, as of late I have been extravagant + my pocket’s low - in fact last evening it broke my 

heart to have to change a $2 bill you sent me quite a while ago - one can spend money much 

faster in England than where we were in France. 

 

Your letters of Oct. 22 and 24 reached me at dinner time to day - I read the 24
th

 one first - a 

month old! Very nearly a month since I got your Cable. Of course I’ve not been able to 

understand about Arnott going off so suddenly - in your Oct 16 letter you said of the little man 

“Arnott does most any thing and every thing - in fact I do not know what we would ever do 

without him” - then one week later is his last! It was sudden. And an awful blow to you, my dear, 

in your weakened state. I hope you and the others are still progressing - in fact right now I hope 

you are all all are strong again - watch over Gordon well (I need not have written that - it isn’t 

that I’ve any idea that you would n’t watch him carefully) see if you can strengthen him with 

things out of the ordinary - Bovril for instance like his Dad used to feed him when he was a 

baby. 

 



I’m sending these last 2 letters of yours to B’ton - they will gather more from them than if I 

repeated the sad news. Its hard to read the one written on Monday Oct 22 after reading the sad 

news of Wednesday Oct 24 only two days later - “ - now he’s lying out in the cemetry.” “He is 

not dead but Sleepeth” what a comforting thought! + another quotation from Scripture comes in 

appropriately to me (for I can hardly realise yet that he will not meet me on my return home) as I 

think of him as I knew him - “He being dead, yet Speaketh” - His little short life was not without 

influence - he taught me what no other could have - I might have been a better father to him. He 

was a brave, good hearted boy and may sweet memories of his young life remain with us + we 

shall profit by what we have learnt from the life he lived tho he is now dead. 

 

I must tell you that it was very nice of you to excuse me for not writing when on that wonderful 

furlough - we always were talking about you + I should have written a few times but you’ve no 

idea how quickly the time seemed to go - when in the house there were always some to talk to + 

as much as I’d have liked to have written to you it seemed impossible to exclude my friends 

whom I had not seen for so long - still I might have have sent a word. It was my intention to 

cable you that I was at home + (I don’t wish to blame her but) it was my dear Aunt Wig that put 

the intention out of my head - a cablegram would have only been a break in my correspondence - 

I could not tell you much by wire + it was costly. The Cable I sent you in reply to yours cost me 

1 9/6 nearly $5. I was hoping you’d get it before the funeral but it appears the dear boy was 

buried the same day? 

 

Yes, dearest, we were a happy crowd, all through my two weeks holiday. Did I tell you that we 

celebrated Gordon’s birthday! We had my dear Aunt Wig to tea - + she said she’d have to sit 

side of Sidney - she’s a dear old soul - she would only stay to tea on the condition that I’d see her 

home which of course I did - crossing the town in busses to do so, altho I could have walked 

direct to her home in about ten minutes - it was an event of her life to remain out after dark. And 

we had Janet Akehurst too - a life long friend of Looloo - I don’t think I saw her home that night. 

But it was true that with all I was lonely for you sweetheart. Yes I wish I was bound for Canada - 

I ought to be there. You dreamed I was home eh? Two nights ago I dreamed I was home + you 

were the most beautiful woman I had seen in all my travels - what do you think of that? 

 

- Mon. Oct 22 - “Of course we’re not seriously sick” - How soon a change may come! I’m glad 

you write so well of little Alice, may she be spared any sickness. God bless her. 

After the snowy cold weather so early perhaps you are having warmer weather now? Here it has 

been quite mild, altho much of the time has been dull - very different to the cold wet weather we 

had in France just a year ago. Thinking of Arnott + Lorne taking up potatoes - Lorne must be 

quite a little man too - I’m afraid I’ll not know my dear boys on my return - I hope they’ll 

remember their papa. 

 

My congratulations + best wishes for a long life of happiest contentment to Mr. + Mrs. Dave 

Allen. I hope their courting has made them well acquainted with each other as they appear to me 

to be poorly mated. Awfully sorry to hear of Mrs. Rev Jimmy. I have not taken time yet to read 

all the clippings you sent. 

 

Who is Mr. Allison? 

 



Happy holiday to Major Eaton - he may be too late to do any more fighting as things are going 

with a rush just now. 

 

I cannot read your Oct. 24
th

 letter without tears coming to my eyes, love, but its a relief to have 

that letter. Let us think of our dear boy as having only gone on before to the Heavenly Home. He 

was a pure soul as he left here and we know he is in a Happier Place. 

 

No, Isabelle, my home coming will not be as I’ve pictured it, but we still have much to be very 

thankful for and we believe God is good - it must be all for the best - yet we do not understand. 

 

If you do as you say I expect to be home before many months pass - strange I suggested this in a 

recent letter. Have you a few dollars to buy extra grub for an returned hungry soldier? 

 

Give the Major + Mrs. Eaton my best wishes for a happy holiday + may the war end before he 

has to return. 

 

I still have several of your letters that have not been answered, but perhaps I’ll catch up some 

time. I’m working in the Men’s Mess Room of Coy. 2 of the C. A. S. C. 5
th

 Division pretty good 

job. Not much to do. 

 

Love + kisses to each of you 

 

Yr loving husband 

Sidney Brook 

 

[P.S.] Have not time to re read this. 


