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Sunday 10 o'clock p.m. 

July 2nd 1916. 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I guess you'll wonder what in the world I'm starting to write a letter for at this hour of the night. Well, 

I've meant all day to start one, but just about tea time as I was getting things off my hands to do so, 

our lady neighbor over there with her daughter, and two youngest sons walked along. They had tea 

here (about 8 o'c), and left a little after nine, just as it was beginning to sprinkle rain. And for the last 

half hour it's been a very noisy, brightly lighted-up world outside, so I haven't undressed for bed - I'm 

hoping it will soon be passed over. Yesterday's heat (July 1st) caused a storm to gather last night. It 

started to thunder and rain a little before six this morning. I got up & had a look at it, and as it didn't 

look very ferocious (oh, I can't spell that word right) I went back to bed till seven. There wasn't much 

lightning but it rained till about 10:30, when I went to milk the cow.  Just after I got up there was 

quite a wind come from the east, which toppled our summer-house over, and broke the lid off it. I 

hope you arn't [sic] suffering with the wet & storms.  I believe this storm is getting a bit further away 

from us now. I can hear the water coming down the kitchen stove pipe tho!  I’m sitting on the edge of 

Lorne’s bed with the tablet on my knee.  Have just discovered this is my last sheet of paper in it too.  

But my, these neighbors will do any errands or anything under the sun for me except what we wanted 

them to do I guess.  Want me to go over there & stay - want to bring my mail & supplies - Queenie’s 

coming over tomorrow afternoon etc etc.  Really one would have to offend them to refuse everything 

- they’re so persistent.  Mrs. L. did not go out to the sports yesterday – was so disappointed her 

hubby didn’t come home - they went to the train to meet him the day  night before.  She spent the day 

down with Mrs. Reeves, she says. 

 

I was speaking to Mrs. Findlay in the afternoon at the grounds.  She said Mr. F. was getting along 

fine – coming out of the hospital to-day. 

 

I’ve just been out in the kitchen for a knife to sharpen my pencil, and mind you I could see Farrow’s 

buildings as plain as day with the light of a flash of lightning, and the storm has really past us now – 

going to the N.E. I think.   

 

There was quite a crowd at Craigmyle yesterday.  I don’t think the Delia folks hurt it much – Mr. 

Farrow gave us his guess at the size of the crowd 700, and Mr. Braseth said coming home he tho’t 

there’d be between 6 & 7 hundred.  I can not tell you who won in the several races – only Crandel 

won the swimming race.  But say, that automobile affair was the greatest sell on the Craigmyle folks, 

we did laugh about it.  Mr. Black of Calgary (Pres. of the Board of Trade, I think) spoke in the 

afternoon, - well, we was the one in the ev’g then to pick out the ticket.  Mr. Blore and Alf Moodie 

shook and shook the ticket stubs up in the tin box, then Mr. Black handed out ten, five to each of 

them & the eleventh was to be the one.  Well, he read, “No. 127, - - Perkins, Drawer _ _ _ _ _ 

Calgary”.  I forget the man’s initials and his exact address – not a body on the grounds to get that car!  

The blacksmith Anderson spoke up and said he had sold that ticket to the man, the first one he sold 

(he had meant to keep it for himself).  This man was a travelling man for some firm in W’p’g. (mind 

you he mentioned the name) but he’d wire to him.  And Mr. Black suggested that he ask him to have 

it sold, and give the proceeds to some of the patriotic funds.  Now what do you think of all that.  It 



seemed too bad to see it going away from the Craigmyle folks all together but maybe it was just as 

well – any way it was awfully funny. 

 

I haven’t had a letter from home yet.  I kind of wish they’d get up a bee on that house.  Mr. Braseth 

said he’d give a day - & of course Mrs. L. would let Freddie do anything. 

 

Was talking to Mr. Ernie S. yesterday.  She and her husband had been to Edmonton about two 

month’s ago to some convention.  And she met Nellie L. at a tea at Lieut. Brett’s house.  She asked 

her if he knew or remembered, a Mr. Brook.  “Yes, Mr. Brook, Sidney Brook, she remembered him 

and Teenie McFadden – she was a nice little girl”.  Well. Well isn’t that a nice lot of stuff now – but 

really she is nice now isn’t she? Ha ha. 

 

Well that clock’s just struck eleven, so I guess I’d better be moving bedward – the rumble of the 

storm is away in the distance now.  You’re sound asleep now I expect.  Well here’s just where I run 

in over everybody else’s feet and give you a kiss good-night.  I wish a hundred times you were here – 

even wee Glen was papa-ing to-day – don’t know how much he means of it, or knows about it.  

Night-night now sweetheart.  Yr. Isabelle. 

 

Meant to have started a letter to Alice today too.  There were three soldiers at the affair yesterday.  

That Frank Applegate was one – just out for the day Lavers said.  And another, Serg. McLeod of 

Hanna, they said, who is recruiting here for the 113th.  Then another slender 113th fellow with the 

Highland cap on.  I heard the former two speak of Ted Forster’s death. 

 

9’ o’clock Monday. 

 

It’s raining and raining most awful.  Couldn’t see Farrow’s to-night – can’t see to Browning’s old 

buildings – it’s so white & thick with rain.  You only need to be out about 3 minutes to get a good 

soaking.  To-night about 7 o’clock I was going to get a pail of water, and Arnott says, “Mamma the 

pail will be half full going”. – I couldn’t help but smile, but it wasn’t bad then – not a patch to what 

it’s been the last hour.  Really I was surprised when I looked out the west window just now – I’ve 

never seen so much water down there in Ernie Stevenson’s pasture.  It’s clear across from the knoll 

on the road to the west bank in the pasture – almost a complete stretch, with barely a speck of land 

peeking up.  My, I don’t know how you’re ever fairing if it’s like this, and no floor under you, - and 

it just looks to me like a general rain.  I washed to-day, but of course could not hang the clothes out, 

for it’s been raining off and on all day.  Our poor cellar downtown will be so soaked it’ll never dry 

out.  This was Sarcee Camp day at the Exhibition – a great day for anything if it’s like this in there.  

It’ll have to clear up too or you’ll be hardly likely to see McKee out at the Camp.  Huxley’s are not 

going to the Fair. 

 

Received on Saturday a new assessment notice (canceling the first one) with Adam Cranston signed 

as assessor, and the assessment reduced from $2300 & $2200 (Nixon’s) to $2050 and $2000. 

 

Mrs. S. offered to send Queenie over this afternoon, (repeated it about half a dozen times) but I guess 

the wet weather (or something else) prevented her.  I looked for them last week when I wanted them, 

but now ain’t a bit particular.  That Art J. according to L’s went to work at Switzer’s to-day to work.  

So I may not have any more of them before I’m moved.  And Mrs. L talked about Frank’s jealousy – 

such a lot of stuff it makes me tired – oh, he was in such a way the night of the dance, and down at 

the Sports too, my! my!  Ed Jennings keeps coming around paying attention to Jennings Queenie, 

and my! Frank gets in such a way.  And you know Ed’s such a nice fellow, I like him fine, and you 



know he makes quite a bit of Queenie.  He was asking me the other day what I got Queenie engaged 

so soon for.  “Well, if she hadn’t it would give somebody else a chance” etc etc etc.  And Queenie 

sitting there taking it all in.  It fairly made my head whirl, such a lot of stuff, I didn’t pay attention to 

half of it.  “Did I believe in girls getting married young & etc?”  Then when I was going to boil the 

kettle for supper – I just put on a small wood fire.  She says “Are you out of coal like us too?  I said I 

hadn’t very much, because we didn’t see the use of hauling half a ton or a ton up here, and part of it 

back again likely, when we could manage without it”.  And what do you think she said?  “Well if you 

had have I’d have sent over for half of it”.  I said “Would you?”  “Yes I would have”.  (in real 

seriousness mind you)  It’s so much trouble you know going down to the [indecipherable] Hills”.  

She had this with other things coupled with her deploring their lack of money.  There’s no limit to 

some people’s brass – and then a little later on in the ev’g “She was quite independent, and didn’t 

like imposing on people either”.  Really, it makes me wish I’d never known such people, “And she’ll 

have a place to come to tea in town after this”, - guess I’ll have to lock my doors and “be very much 

out”.  Well, this is an awful way to be writing – better bury this for fear Mr. L gets his eyes on it. 

 

The clock’s struck ten, and I must quit this gossip for more reasons than one.  Good night again, 

Sidney dear. C.I.    Don’t you like my assortment of writing paper?” 

 

Tues. July 4th 

I suppose things are pretty lively in the States to-day. 

 

The weather is still dull here – was still raining this morning most unmercifully – the sun took a peep 

out at noon – but it’s dull and gray & cool again.  The west side of our foundation from the N.W. 

corner to the bay-window tumbled in this forenoon – I never expected it would have.  I hear the rain 

starting to sprinkle again now.  Had thought of letting the boys venture downtown for the mail, but 

decided otherwise.  Laver’s fairly insisted on bringing it every day, but I ain’t at all anxious for them 

to. 

 

I forgot to give you the full name for that dish of greens, which I said in my last letter ought to taste 

nice with a name like that.  I wasn’t quite sure of the first half of the name, so left a blank – here it is 

“Chenopodium Album”.  Now don’t let the mention of such delicacies make you homesick.  I went 

down to the garden the other morning, and mind you those pesky gophers had nearly every 

cauliflower I’d set out eaten right off.  They don’t seem to be bothering the other stuff tho!  You 

ought to see how the potatoes have sprang up – they’re nice big plants now. 

 

Mrs. Farrow has that Mr. King as roomer now.  Hardy’s have left the White house, Landon’s, they 

say are moving into it. 

 

11 o’clock Tues. 

It’s very late, but I’d like to finish this for the little boys to take to the office in the morning if it’s 

fine.  Was pleased to get your two letters, registered one of the 29
th

 with the $30 and your 

Sunday one, this ev’g.  Young Freddie Lavers & his visitor Roy Stanley were over for a barrel of 

water about 6 o’clock, and brought the mail.  I guess it’s as rainy at Sarcee as here – my! There 

was a lot of water fell last night.  When I went to the well this forenoon (of course it was still 

raining then too) the pail at the well was nearly half full, and the both buckets were over a third 

full, not far off half full.  And I suppose you have no floor under you – do you be able to rest at 

all for feeling damp and cold at nights?  You want to feed yourself well and get that appetite in 

working order again.  Are you not feeling well? 



 

Since supper Mrs. Lavers’ son-in-law drove her over.  Freddie had forgotten to deliver a 

message, so she had to come.  She wanted to know if Mr. Brook mentioned Fred in his letter, or 

if Fred sent any message with him?  She hasn’t heard from his since last Wednesday.  He’s only 

sent her $20 – & said she needn’t look for anymore inside of three weeks anyway.  And what is 

$20 with so much to do with it?  She don’t understand why he don’t write – ‘out of sight out of 

mind’ she guesses.  My if she don’t write him the awfulest letter – she can just rip it up when 

she’s writing – can always write anything better than say it.  He’s going to get such a scorching.  

Here’s Mr. Brook’s been away just a week to-day (really dear it seems I can scarcely believe 

that’s so, I’ve just had to stop to make sure if she was right – it seems an age – but to proceed 

with Mrs. Lavers) and he’s written three letters – Fred’s been away 3 weeks, and he’s just 

written 2 letters.  I’ve written him four in that time.  My! If I don’t write & tell him what a model 

husband Mr. Brook is and to just take a bit of a pattern from him! etc & etc”.  Really that’ll be 

anawful letter – it’ll waken him up sure.  It would make you laugh to hear her talk – but really 

it’s most awful, all she says. 

 

Now about all these allowances, Patriotic Funds etc.  I feel kind of muddled up about it.  Do you 

still want me to procure those certificates.  Am I to send them to you, or show them to the local 

secretary?  When does my government allowance $20, separation allowance $25, and Patriotic 

Fund start – do they date back to June the 9
th

 or whatever date that was when you sent Calgary 

first with Findlay?  Or does the patriotic not start till I make application at Craigmyle?  It seems 

very strange about there being no government allowance for children.  I can’t think that Mr. King 

ever meant to misrepresent at all.  And doesn’t it seem rather unreasonable that a wife with only 

herself to keep should get just as much as one with half a dozen or more children to keep?  When 

Mrs. L. heard of it she went right up the air.  Fred had never told her anything about that.  It 

would never do either – couldn’t do it on $20 etc.  But I told her if it was so – it would just have 

to be done – she’d just have to grin & bear it – or I suggested her getting her husband back on the 

ground of false pretenses or misrepresentation.  Oh, she doesn’t get in such ways about things.  

Says she’s coming to stay overnight to-morrow or the next night. 

 

You asked about the crops – well, I haven’t been over to see ours – they look well enough from 

here – the stubble is getting lost in the green on the east farm.  McKee spoke of his wheat just 

fairly shooting up last week – fourteen or more inches, yes more I think from what he said, in 

height.  This dull damp wh weather is just going to be the makings of the crop I believe if it just 

gets the warmth to finish it up. 

 

Have had no reply from home yet. 

 

Bloreland came up about tea time – brought an overcoat, which wasn’t much woren [sic] but 

didn’t fit him, thinking I might make use of it.  Inquired about fuel, and about me getting 

supplies – for which I thanked him, but said I wasn’t in need of anything.  And he offered to help 

more if we let him know when. 

 

It’s so late I really must tumble in, or to-morrow morning will find me sleepy.  Hope it’s fine 

enough to-morrow to get my Mond yesterday’s washing on the line.  And you were washing 



dishes on the 1
st
 of July, just think of it!  What do you have to do on the kitchen fatigue work!  

Night-night now. 

Your Loving wife Isabelle. 

 

Wed. Morning July 5 

Am sending away for those certificates to-day.  This is a lovely bright day.  Hope you are feeling 

well, and getting along alright. 

Lovingly C.I 

Am I likely to get any government money before or by the 15
th

? 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen”, July 6, Thurs. 1916 

 

My dear husband:- 

I suppose you won’t have the letter yet which I sent down with the boys yesterday.  How long 

does it take a letter to reach you after it leaves Craigmyle? 

 

I sent a note to Mr. F. with the boys to send up a couple of sacks of coal whenever he got a 

chance with Mr. Neilsen or anyone.  We had still a wee bit left – had been burning wood mostly 

– but after that soaking rain Monday night everything was cool and damp – so in case of more 

such weather, and not knowing just when we were going to move I thought I might better have a 

little on hand.  He sent it right up with Jennings – so the boys got a ride all the way home.  While 

he was here he put a prop in the far cellar near the N.W.  corner – there was no support left there 

for the house at all.  He offered to bring the folks from home out if I’d let him know.  Do you 

think it’s safe?  He might take a shine to Eva.  I’ve had no word from them yet.  The young 

Lavers brought the mail to-day, but no letters. 

 

Mr. & Mrs. Farrow drove up last ev’g to see if I could tell him anything about the house.  That 

he might maybe get that Lippcey (or whatever his name is) with a few folks around to help him.  

Said he’d had no letter from you.  I told him all I could think of about the building.  They were 

wondering if it wouldn’t be better to put shiplap on instead of siding if it was not going to be 

painted.  I told him we had tho’t of oiling it if we could.  He wanted to know when I thought I’d 

be able to pay him (the carpenter).  Not knowing just what the bill would be, or when any more 

money would be to hand, I could not tell him very definitely.  Had tho’t I might give him $15, 

but was wanting to send to Eaton’s for some more clothing for everybody, and still keep some on 

hand, so he may not get that much.  But he didn’t know at all when what the carpenter expected 

it – said he might have arrangements for definite to let me know by to-morrow.  About how 

much will the chimney building amount to?  Did you speak to Crandall at all about the material 

for it?   

 

Farrow’s say Delsing has sold his house in town, and McGregors have to build for themselves.  

The new folks have 7 children – but F’s did not know who they were at all.  That Mr. King of 

Bell’s store has left Craigmyle. 

 



Saw more evidences to-day of the immensity of our Monday night’s rain.  All the fences across 

the creek seem to be taken out.  Both ours, here at the road & our east pasture fence (by the flat) 

are swept right out for a good few rods.  The wires are broken, & ladened with grassy rubbish, 

and the no posts left standing in the current.  Ernie Stevenson has been down all day repairing his 

fence.  His cattle went clear across our farm yesterday.  I didn’t know they were his until to-day 

tho’.  Of course, our two planks at No. 2 crossing are not to be seen I guess they’re floating on 

Dowling Lake.  They say it’s full.  I should think it would be.  The water’s down to nearer 

normal now of course in the creek, but still hustling along. There’s a plank, looks like one off the 

culvert down here at No. 1 crossing back on the grass nearly a rod from the usual stream.  Then 

on just east of that the water has evidently reached from the north bank over that wide flat half 

way to this bank.  Then at the land slide the grass & rubbishy stuff was washed away up to where 

we usually walk around in the slide and on the other side [indecipherable] side of slide swept 

past the lowest Saskatoon bushes.  Then you know that big willow just at the next bend, f  it’s 

jammed full of grassy stuff away up in it, and the mark of the water having been to this side of it.  

I wish I’d have known it was such a torrent at the time, I’d have liked to have seen it.  I’d never 

have believed it would do away with the fences like that.  It’s a wonder the culvert didn’t go – it 

only seems to be up a bit on the east end.  Was just getting loosened I guess.  I’ll see if Jennings 

can fix the fences next time I see him. 

 

It’s just about half past ten, so I must retire – it’s started raining again.  Yesterday & to-day have 

been nice warm days.  Threatened rain last night but went round us – we may get quite a bit to-

night.  Hope you are alright in every way and keeping well – I don’t believe you’ve got a floor 

under you tho’.  McKee seems to be back & moving around to-day.  Mrs. Lavers hasn’t had a 

letter yet the boys said to-day. 

 

Oh, I had a look at this end of our east field yesterday – pulled a sample of the grain on the 

breaking & stubble – one is 21½ inches from the ground & the other 15½.  The stubble looks as 

tho’ it would come along alright, but of course not the thriving robust crop that the breaking is. 

Good-night now sweetheart, and God bless you. 

Your loving wife Isabelle. 

 

Fri. July 7. 

The rain did not amount to much all  last night – to-day has been cloudy, and is still to-night.  

The boys made another trip to town to-day – they’re great errand boys.  The west train did not 

arrive till about 1:30 p.m. to-day – the boys had started on their way home, but went back for the 

mail – only got papers tho’.  Mr. F. sent up Lorne’s & Glen’s birth certificate – no fee.  I’m 

expecting the others along next week.  Am I supposed to see Innis right away?  Does the pay not 

start till I have things settled or arranged for with the local sec?  Or is it just delayed till then, and 

is there pay for any past time? And how far back would it go, -- in May the time of your 

enlistment? 

 

Mrs. Braseth, with Florence & Margaret was here to-day.  They took off their shoes & stockings 

to cross the creek. 

 

Mr. F. has not been able to get a carpenter yet.  Says McGregor is building a stable, into which 

he is going to move, and Litkie (that’s the way Mr. F. spells it) is out at Allen’s helping Munroe.  



I don’t believe they want to work on the house.  Anyway I ain’t worrying about it, we’ll get it 

done sometime.  This Litkie is going to work at Brownings.  There seems to be two shingling at 

McKee’s barn to-day.  He himself is one I guess. 

 

Good night again now dear – I’m getting pretty sleepy.  Here’s a kiss across the page, 

Lovingly C.I. 

 

Sat. 11 a.m. 

This is a hot day – very little breeze.  I’m feeling all in to-day – guess it’s the heat.  The boys 

have the coolest spot on the farm – they’re down cellar, the three of them, sprouting potatoes.  

Guess I’ll let Gordon & Arnott go down for the mail again to-day.  There might be a letter from 

you & home.  The east express just went thro’ a little while ago.  And don’t know whether there 

was a train from Calgary last night or not. 

 

To-day is the day the Duke of Connought is to be in Calgary isn’t it?  His program doesn’t seem 

to include a visit to Sarcee tho!  Did you get near the Stinson aeroplane while it was on the 

Sarcee grounds?  Did you see much of the exhibition? 

 

I see by the paper yesterday that the 113
th

 need 100 men yet.  Have you found out if Charlie Oke 

is in there yet?  Suppose you’ve seen Mr. Findlay before now.  Bye-bye, now with love from 

each. 

Your Lovingly wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen”  Craigmyle, 

Mon. July 10, 1916. 

 

I’m down at Mrs. Farrow’s now.  This morning I sent the boys over to Mrs. Lavers to have her 

come over this afternoon while I brought that ‘Information Form’ down town to have it signed 

and & sent off.  When they came back saying she could come, I went to finish out the blank, and 

do you think I could find it?  It seems so careless of me.  I’ve hunted until my head is fairly 

dizzy.  All along I’ve been keeping your letters in my purse – the last one I laid out on the 

dresser to fill in the sheet.  Whatever happened to it I’ don’t know – I think Lorne must have 

lifted it while I was writing some letters.  I feel really worse about loosing [sic] your letter –but 

for the immediate inconvenience of not having the other.  Anyway I came to town thinking I 

might possibly get another from Innis – he didn’t know what he had – but after looking said he 

had none.  He does not know anything about any arrangements to be made locally re the Patriotic 

Allowance.  He & Sitlington (Pres) both seem to think the Head Office has all to do – they are 

only to pay out the money here as instructed from Calgary.  He says he has about $250 on hand. 

 

Can you send me out another form?  Mrs. L got hers Saturday and filled it out.  Got a long letter 

from her hubby fully of apologizes.  Says she wrote that awful letter, but delayed posting so it 

didn’t go – a good thing!  She got the cheque but it seems to have all gone – Mr. L. told her 

about the meat acc’t too.  She’s expecting to sell her cow this week & will pay me then.  But 



that’s no certainty for the cow isn’t sold yet.  I wish she would give me the money – for when I 

pay my payment on the lot this week, I’d like to have a little left on hand. 

 

Of course all the family is delighted to hear any word of you coming home.  The boys want you 

to come this Sat. instead.  I suppose you mean you’ll try to come whenever the folks from home 

are here.  No letter at all from them yet tho’.  It makes me wonder if they’ve given up the notion 

of coming. 

 

In that information blank – opposite the question about all other financial encumberances [sic] of 

every description – did you mean it for $450 – what’s the reason for not being a little more 

accurate?  If you get a blank I don’t think you need to fill it in – I remember all you wrote I 

think. 

 

Mr. Farrow has just told me he expects McGregor & Munroe to work on the house Thurs – with 

2 or 3 others. 

Bye for now with love 

Your Isabelle 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

July 10, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

That blank form with your letter turned up after all.  Arnott found it this evening after I was back 

from town, as they were going to bed, on Lorne’s little bed.  And you know I had looked there 

too—but Arnott got it as he was looking for Lorne’s nightgown, just under the edge of the 

spread.  Glad we got it, but wish I had found it sooner.  I’ve filled it out, and will get it off as 

soon as I can.   

 

Mrs. Lavers asked this ev’g if Mr. Brook knew when he might get home.  “The 22
nd

 sang out 

Gordon – they have that off by heart I guess.  They’d better not build too much of it, eh?  Hope 

you can come before long tho!    Gordon wanted me to tell you – about he & Arnott making trips 

to Craigmyle.  They feel quite big I guess.  Gordon’s got a cold somehow – hurt his foot a bit to-

day with something too.  It’ll soon be the middle of the night now dear – it’s awful for me not to 

be in bed.  And this little night hawk of a Glen is up too – is just rocking himself off to sleep 

now.  I must take the little chicken off to bed. 

Good-night Sweetheart. 

Yours Lovingly Isabelle. 

 

 

I’m sending the form to the Patriotic Head Office Calgary, when I send this. 

 

July 11, 1916 

I got a card to-day (Tues) from Eva – they were at Rivers July 8 and coming to Sask. last ev’g -- 

& on here shortly after Eva said.  So I suppose they’ll be here before the end of this week.  I’ll let 

you know later how long they’ll be staying.  C.I.  



“Brook Glen”  Craigmyle 

July 15, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Ma and Eva arrived yesterday noon – the train was awfully late – Aunt Annie did not come as I 

had hoped she would – she could not leave very well because Uncle Matt is out at the farm most 

of the time, and she was afraid to leave too for fear some word might come from Allan – he’s in 

a hosipital in Kent England – was hit in the eye & ear & cheek – will loose [sic] his right eye – 

he’s lance-corporal. 

 

Ma’s got a swelling on her cheek that is bothering her this morning – looks like a bite, or blind 

boil, and the cheek has swollen so as to bother her eye.  Eva & I meant to go down town this 

morning but it’s getting toward dinner time, so guess we won’t go till afterward.  The doctor 

brought them up yesterday.  I got your note yesterday which you sent out with Mr. Finlay -- & 

blank form – but I suppose you’ve got my letter saying I had found and sent off the first one.  

Too bad you couldn’t have got out when Finlay came.  Mrs. Lavers sent over word last ev’g that 

she’d got a letter from Mr. L. & he didn’t expect you folks would get out till the week after next 

– had to finish musketry course he said.  Eva & Ma had meant leaving a week from to-day (22
nd

) 

the very day you had figured on coming out.  Eva has to bet back to her school by Aug. 7
th

.  So 

that just leaves her next week here, then the next at Aunt Maggie’s and Lizzie’s, with a day at 

Saskatoon, and the first week of Aug. then at home.  So they think that if you do come out next 

Saturday – that they can’t possibly stay here any longer than till Sunday night anyway (23
rd

). 

 

My, I wish you could stay ever so long when you come – you won’t seem to be here any time till 

you’re gone again.  I do wish the old war was all over – it’s nice to see things looking so 

favorable to our side, but still it’s not all over yet.  Has your battalion got its hundred men yet?  I 

suppose they never move till filled up.  Yours will likely be the first to go tho’ being the oldest 

won’t it?  Hope not till after harvest tho’.  You don’t know how nice it would seem dear to have 

you home for a nice long stay.   

 

I don’t know how the house is coming on – they’re working on it I believe.  Last Tues. when I 

was in the P.O. Mr. Blore called up Mr. F. and the conversation I would judge was about our 

house, so I don’t know who all are interested in it. 

 

The butcher is not taking Mrs. L’s cow this week he says.  I’m sending away the $15 for the lot 

to-day. 

 

We’ve all got the greatest cold – yesterday & to-day my head is so stuffed up it’s horrible. 

 

We’re getting lots of mosquitoes just now.  Do they bother you a lot in there?  Was interested in 

your account of your day’s general program & etc. – always like to hear of all you have to do & 

etc.  Has that Howard Fennel enlisted? 

 

Must put on dinner now – so bye bye. 

Lovingly your Isabelle 



 

Have you seen Charlie Oke yet?  His grandfather died one of the last days of June. 

 

Eva wants to send you her love (all that’s left) 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alta. 

Tues. July 18, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Eva and I are down town now.  I’m writing this in Mr. Bell’s Store.  Glad to receive another of 

your letters – I look forward to them.  Since you haven’t much hopes of getting out this week, I’d 

like Eva & Ma to go to Calgary to see you – but Eva says she don’t think Ma would want to go 

on that far.  I’d like to go with one of them, but that would cost rather too much just now.  I’ve 

sent second payment on the lot – and can manage alright now for money for all I need at present.  

Got a reply from Patriotic, Calgary – they want the certificates.  I have had to send to Winnipeg 

for them. 

 

I understand it was the W.F.A. wrote in for a pass for you folks last week.  If you got out this 

week I suppose you’d not get off later for their social evening.  And that would be too bad, for 

it’ll be as much or more for you than as any one else. 

 

There was some work done on the house Friday and Saturday.  The roof was put up, but is only 

partly shingled.  Hawkin Eilerston has sold to Mr. Nielsen.  Mr. Farrow had thought he might get 

H. E. to work at the house, but I think he won’t be able to get him.   

 

Jennings, with man, came over yesterday (Monday) to disc – but it rained pretty heavily early 

this morning, so they went home.  Wish they’d been able to get it done, while the folks were 

staying with me. 

 

Guess Eva’s tired waiting so I must close.  Love from each, piles from me.  Bye-bye. 

Your loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Undated newspaper clipping attached to Isabelle’s letter dated July 18
th

, 1916.  Isabelle wrote on 

the reverse side of the article “This was out of an Old [indecipherable] –  

 

A young man, so the old but good story goes, had been out west to seek his fortune.  He hadn’t 

found it, and had returned home.   He had been up against it so hard, in fact, that he had been 

compelled to pawn his clothing and much else that he had, but managed to rescue one fairly 

good suit of clothes from beyond the pale of the Three Balls. 



He had forgotten to take the pawn tickets from off the clothes, and after he had returned home 

and his fond mother was helping him to unpack what he had, they came upon a coat with a ticket 

attached to the collar. 

“John” mother said, “what is that?”  “Oh” said John glibly, “I went to a dance one and forgot 

to take off the ticket they put on when I checked my coat.” 

In a few minutes mother dug up the trousers that went with the coat, and lo and behold, these 

also were decorated with a ticket that matched the one upon the coat. 

“John”, she asked, sternly, “tell me, what kind of a dance was that?” 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, July 19, 1916. 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s just a little after nine, I’ve just come in from a stroll – been looking for the hoe.  I went along 

the road allowance here to the north of the little plot of wheat, then east to the flat, and back.  

And just when I got back I found the hoe at the east gate of the stable yard.  Ma’s been declaring 

she’s going to hoe the garden.  I don’t mean to let her – but wanted to know where the hoe was 

just the same, for I must get the hoeing done as soon as they have gone.  The creek’s quite low – 

didn’t seem to be running at all down there by the flat.  The garden’s not looking too bad.  The 

peas are rather small plants, but some have pods on them.  The beans are large plants but only 

thinking about flowering.  The potatoes are beginning to blossom.  The grain is looking good.  I 

can’t see that any heads are showing up on ours yet tho!  Mr. Nugent has not touched the east 

field yet.  It’s a wonder he hasn’t yet started it. 

 

Photography was the order of the day to-day.  Eva brought a 2 ½ x 4 ½ film camera with her.  

We took no less than 11 snaps to-day, and of course we’re hoping they all turn out well.  We’ve 

had a good laugh over one Ma snapped of Eva and I.  Not being used to operating it Ma snapped 

away at the one three times, and by the third time Eva had ran off in a fit of laughing.  Ma says to 

tell you she expects an extra good one off that.  She thinks if Eva hadn’t stopped her she might 

be snapping it yet.  She says she was going to make a good job of it while she was at it.  Of 

course we all wished so much that you had been here for it all.  The pictures are incomplete 

without you dear in any of them at all.  Two Eva took this forenoon were of the house with the 

bunch of us in the foreground (Rex included).  But that little fijjing (do you know what word that 

is?) Glen I think spoilt himself in nearly every one he was in – all but the last of he & Lorne - & 

he’s sitting in a sort of a dreamy mood, but really quite still.  On Monday Eva took two, of the 

three boys on the teeter.  

 

With 13 films used up, we should expect soon good ones, eh?  We’ll not know what they are like 

tho’ till they go home, and get some one to develop them.  Eva don’t do that.  And of all those 

pictures Ma isn’t in a single one – wouldn’t go in because of that boil on her face.  It’s been a 

terrible annoyance – has made it so miserable for her. Seems a bit better to-day, but she’s just put 

another poultice on it for to-night.  Hope it’s well before she leaves anyway. 

 



A bunch of three youngsters were on the scene this morning at Mr. Milton’s.  Suppose they 

arrived on last night’s train.  Of course they all made their usual trip to town to-day, as they do 

when visitors are there. 

 

Browning’s new house is well under way – looks as tho’ it’s shingled now.  We can see all of 

roof from here.  I don’t know that anything is being done at ours. 

 

Frank F. has 1300 small trees set out around his new building plot.  Has a pump in his new well 

there too.  And has a strip of breaking done along the fence to the north of his building plot. 

 

The mosquitoes have been just awful since last Friday.  They came with the folks from home.  

Hope they don’t last long. 

 

The folks say Jimmy Robinson was married last Christmas time to one of Aunt Maggie’s little 

girls – Ruth, a slight little bit of a girl – they say she was 18.  Poor little thing I feel sorry for her 

– she was an awfully nice little body.  They live on a rented farm somewhere out of Togo. 

 

We’ve had wild strawberries with cream for tea these last two evenings mind you!  Yesterday & 

to-day the boys with Ma or Eva have gone out and picked a bowlful each day.  What do you 

think of that for this berryless country?  Don’t get anything so nice as that in Camp eh?  My, it 

would be so nice if you were here all the time.  Too bad if you couldn’t get out even for Sunday 

this week, to see the folks, and still get leave when the others come. 

 

“Among other modern improvements” our bank down here has a lady stenographer now.  A Miss 

Bennett, she boards at Farrow’s.  Mr. Bell seems to have a new clerk – Mr. Robinson I think. 

 

Gordon was saying to-day that Gran’ma must stay till Papa came home.  The boys’ll be quite 

lonely when Ma and Eva go away, I expect.  Glen’s as chucked full of nonsense as ever, or a 

little worse – is a great chum of his Gran’ma’s.  Gordon was quite pleased to get his post-card.  

Have you had your photo taken yet?  Have you written to the folks in England? 

 

Eva has given me a very nice postcard photo of herself.  They both want one of yours, when you 

have them taken.  I saw John Martin’s at Farrow’s. 

 

Hope you are not moved away till after harvest anyway.  Even at that the time will seem short 

enough.  I’ve got the report from two different sources here, that no soldiers are going to be 

moved from the west till after the harvest is taken off.  It’s only a rumor tho’ I guess like all the 

rest we hear.  I wonder if the war will ever be over?  It appears the Germans are making another 

big attempt on Verdun, with only a battered fort or two in their way.   

 

Well dearie I must be off to bed now – it’s nearly 10:30 – Ma’s gone to bed, but Eva’s still 

sitting here reading.  I mean to let the little boys go for the mail to-morrow.  They haven’t been 

to town for a week now.  Hope the mosquitoes don’t be bad for their trip.  Good-night now 

sweetheart with a whole lot of kisses over the miles. 

 

Lovingly Isabelle 



 

Thurs. morning –  

 

The folks are very unsettled about how to arrange their travelling program going home, on 

account of not knowing whether you are coming or not.  They feel they really should go not later 

than Saturday night, but would hate to be getting on the train you were getting off of, if you were 

able to come.  It makes it so they can’t write on to Aunt Maggie at Togo to let them when to 

meet them there.  But probably we’ll get some more definite word from you to-day or to-

morrow. 

 

The boys have been waiting quite awhile now for my letters, so bye-bye. 

 

Your loving wife C.I.B. 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen”, Graigmyle, 

Tues. July 25, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I meant to have written to you last evening and had it posted but did not manage it.  I did keep 

Ma & Eva till Sunday ev’g – and till Monday ev’g too.  You know Ma really felt you’d come 

Friday, or Saturday anyway.  I was afraid you’d not get off, and was scared to hope very much – 

but just the same I longed that you would come, and of course I was disappointed.  Eva & I were 

nearly going down to meet that Friday night train – had we been sure you were coming nothing 

would have stopped us.  But as it was we listened for and watched it as it came along,  The first 

whistle of it fairly electrified us.  But of course it wasn’t a very long wait till we knew you hadn’t 

come on it.  Then I didn’t think you’d come Saturday, but hoped I might be mistaken.  Ma  & I 

were sitting up talking till twelve o’clock but we never heard the train at all.  Then the smoke of 

a freight coming from the west Sunday afternoon.  I told them was your belated Saturday night 

express.  And do you know we actually watched to see what it was when it came in sight.  It was 

just a case of clinging on to the last straw.  You don’t know just how much I’d have loved to 

have had you for even just over Sunday.  We tried to be reconciled to what had to be, and I 

expect you put in a glum Sunday too.  Of course the folks were going off that night.  Eva & I 

were down town Saturday to make sure of getting any word whatever that might come from you, 

and to get some supplies before I was left alone again, and I saw Mr. Braseth and arranged with 

him to take them to the train next ev’g.  He seemed delighted to have the opportunity.  He 

brought Eva & I and our groceries home that day.  Well, Sunday evening between eight & nine 

o’c it rained a pretty good shower then stopped.  And about ten o’clock we saw the automobile 

light coming up from the south, but it never came over the half mile line.  And shortly, while we 

were watching, Mr. B. walked up for shovel etc – he was stuck – just at the ½ mile.  He went 

back, & worked till the rain was coming – but didn’t get it out - & it had started to rain again.  

My! I did feel bad to have him put out like that tho’ he was pleasant enough about it.  About 

11:30 he came back to tell us he hadn’t got out but would sure get them to the train next evening, 

and took another board down to the car again.  Well he worked at it till around 1 am, gave it up, 



and got home about 3 – good & wet too I guess.  Wasn’t that a terror?  Next morning he & Helen 

came with the team & rig & took it out in short order.  He was on the road all Monday 

(yesterday), & came from Hanna here about 8 o’c last ev’g – we were not expecting him quite so 

early, but they got ready and went.  It was just as well too, for they’d not any more than get to 

town till it started sprinkling rain, which it continued till I went to bed at 10:30.  I was tired and 

slept soundly till about 4 o’c – and then there was quite a heavy rain falling.  And in my half-

awakeness I thought of them speeding along a good many miles away, and getting further all the 

time, and of course I felt lonely.  After a bit I went to sleep again & had you in my dreams. 

 

They’ll just spend to-night at Saskatoon and leave in the morning for Togo.  Of course the boys 

are wondering when you’ll get home.  We’ll all be good & glad to see you dear. 

 

The boys were down town yesterday and got your letter of the 21
st
 – I got your postcard on Sat.  

My! How I love to get your letters!  Glad to know you’re having your teeth attended to, and that 

it was not so hard on you.  You’ve been in the dentist’s chair again to-day I suppose.  Have you 

got to foot any of the bill for that?  I got a $15 cheque yesterday – July assignment. Does that not 

go any further back than July?  Its taking me a while to get the certificates – sent $1.50 last week 

to W’p’g – so expect them along one of these days.  Yes, I did that butcher acc’t etc business on 

purpose, but won’t let on to her ladyship it was so tho’.  She sort of flew up in the air tho about it 

I understand – the way she does about anything else I guess. 

 

There’s a letter came yesterday for you from the G.W.L. Ass’n’ce Co.  I’ve scarcely looked at it 

yet. Shall send it with this to you. 

 

We had a letter from Bertha the other day.  She failed badly on her second class, but expects to 

get in to 3
rd

 class normal.  Ruth got her 1
st
 part Third with a supplement on Can. History.  Had a 

card from Jane last week too.  She expected her mother to arrive Sat 22
nd

.  She means to go back 

with here for a visit. 

 

It’s nearly eleven ten o’clock now dearie and I should be in dreamland – had meant to have 

written another letter or two, but it’s too late.  Eva & Ma both want one of your pictures – have 

you had any taken yet?  Ma says she hopes you have it taken with you cap off, as it shades the 

face.  McKee said you looked fine in your uniform.  Good night new Sweetheart, with love and 

kisses galore. 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle 

 

 

 

 

Wed. July 26. 

 

It’s dull and cloudy again to-day, but has not rained any this forenoon.  Expect to send Gordon & 

Arnott down town after dinner. 

 



Was dreaming last night about that wonderful town house – you & I were in it.  It was finished it 

seemed all but plastering and I was greatly delighted to see a nice stairs already in place – you 

had made it I think. 

 

There’s nothing being done to the building that I know of, and not likely to be either I guess for a 

while.  It’s waiting for you to finish I guess.  Guess we’ll sell the place and stay here.  Wish we 

had a nicer location any way – I dislike it more each time I see it I think.  I’ve a notion to put a 

bomb under that old affair of the doctor’s. 

 

They’re moving the parsonage to a lot east of Sitlington’s had cellar dug and were unloading 

sand for concrete work, when we were down town Saturday.  Longmire is having to do most of 

the work himself.  Mrs. F said.  They’re going to have the church in the hall.  McGregor’s new 

place is just across the street from the parsonage site, on Farrow’s side of street.  Station agent 

Strong and going to move to Youngstown, they say.  Ida Huxley is expecting to get a position in 

the band – two ladies & two gentlemen then.   

 

There’s big things doing in real estate these days around here.  Mr. Neilsen I’m afraid will lose 

his head.  Last Monday Eilertson closed the deal on the latter’s place – then Neilsen sold it again 

on Saturday with the Hudson Bay, Mr. Braseth says, making $4000.  And the poor man was 

telling Mr,. B he hadn’t been able to sleep since.  The case of the man in the  Bible building 

larger barns etc, flashed into my mind when Mr. B. was telling me.  It’s some big company is 

buying (I haven’t been able to find out anything about them).  They bought Tillotson’s too -- & 

want Owen’s Allan’s & co.  Now Tillotson wants to buy from Braseth.  Neilsen was trying to get 

in on the Tillotson place first.  I guess he knew all about this company’s intentions, and he was 

talking the head off Ernie Tillotson in the Post Office Saturday noon – hoped to get another haul 

there I guess.  I expect to see this for about $10,000 one of these days (?) 

 

I’m just putting in this letter, the Great West’s letter – there was two copies of lease as well – 

guess you know what it’s like – will send it again if you want it – I’d have to have large envelope 

for it.  Isn’t it a rather queer thing where all the proceeds of that car went to?   

 

It’s just struck twelve – must put on dinner & let the boys be off. 

 

Lovingly your Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen” 

Wed. July 26, 1916 

 

My dearest dear:- 

 



The boys posted a letter to you to-day and brought home your card written on Sunday.  Yes, I 

think I get all your letters – 2 or 3 a week – I’m quite sure I wouldn’t want to miss any of them.  

It’s just lovely of you to write so nice and often.  But say, Sidney, Arnott’s looking for that card 

you promised to send him when you sent Gordon’s – and each of those last two you’ve sent to 

me, he’s enquired if they were for him – he’s wondering when his is coming – so send the next 

to him, will you? 

 

It’s after ten o’clock now & sprinkling rain.  Is Sarcee as spongy as ever – have you a floor yet?  

How do you get your washing done (clothes, I mean)? 

 

I had McKee bring me up some coal, sack oatmeal, sulphur & chicken feed this evening.  The 

boys are great little fellows to run errands, and can do shopping fine too, but of course they can’t 

bring everything.  McKee says Lavers expect Mr. L. home to-morrow.  Innis has bought 

McIlveen’s place he says.  Things are going some, aren’t they? 

 

I sent $10 down to Mr. H. to-day to pay to Empire Lumber Co.  “That’s the way the money goes, 

pop goes the weasel!” 

 

How is it Laver’s is being favored with a pass before you or Mr. Martin?  He must be a particular 

favorite (?)   

 

Ma & Eva will be at Togo by now according to their program, -- likely on the road nearing Aunt 

Maggies – they live 5 or 6 miles out.  Their next stop at Gilbert Plains will be after 11 o’clock 

Friday night, and after that hour they have to drive out 9 or 10 miles.  Won’t they be tired?  Then 

Sunday they board that late train again, and are on the cars all night to W’p’g.  They’ll want to 

sleep for a day or so when they get home, which will be Monday if they get along as they 

expected.  Good-night now dearie.  XX there’s just two.  I’ll give you the rest when you get her 

C.I. 

 

Friday, 28
th

:- 

 

To-day has been a nice bright day – about the nicest this week.  Wonder if Mr. L. will arrive 

home to-night – young Roy said they went to meet him last night, only to be disappointed.  Mrs. 

L. spied that little tweed suit of Lorne’s with the brass buttons on it, here one day, and she 

wanted the pattern for it – wonder if she thought a pattern for Lorne would fit any of her 

youngsters.  Anyway young Roy came over to-day for it, altho’ I had told her I didn’t think I had 

one for it – cut it pretty much by guess.  They just want to be sending for something I guess. 

 

The last few days we can see another windmill away to the south – seems to be at Ezra Moodies.  

Mrs. Farrow says Frank’s are not going to build this year, only a small shack, which they will 

use afterward for a hen-house.  They mean to leave the house till next spring. 

 

Do you know your youngest son can play the mouth organ?  To-day when I was scrubbing he 

was sitting back on the floor playing with the things in the play-box – among other things he 

found this old mouth organ.  Putting it to his mouth he accidently made it sound – then he kept at 

it, giving it heavier puffs till be could make it go pretty good.  Then a little later he got the end of 



it in his mouth, and it wouldn’t go.  He gave it two or three shakes, and plunked it on the floor – 

picked it up again, and striking the right side brought out a few good lusty notes.  I don’t know 

how much he meant of it, but I couldn’t help but laugh.  He hasn’t bothered with it since, so I 

don’t know whether he’ll forget all his to-day’s practice or not.  He used to play and carry-on 

most terrible with his Gran’ma.  The more fun the better it suited him.  He’s not creeping, but 

moves around a good deal on the floor. 

 

I had a happy dream yesterday morning just before I wakened.  You and I were together – at 

some big gathering.  We were single & free again, back in courtship days.  We had been married, 

but in dream-life there was a second chance for choice of partners.  And altho’ opportunities 

were offered on both sides of choosing others – we each chose one another, and seemed 

supremely happy in each other’s company.  There were many other beaming couples there, but 

we thought none were so happy as we.  There now! Wasn’t that a dream and a half?  You didn’t 

imagine this staid, serious wife of yours could be so sentimental and frivolous-minded even so 

far as to carry it into her dreams?  But there it’s struck ten, so I’m going off to have another 

dream.  Sweet dreams to you, dear. 

 

Your Loving Isabelle. 

 

Written along left-hand margin of first and second pages of the letter – 

 

Saturday:- 

This is another lovely day.  Mr. L. isn’t home yet – Freddie is just over for water – asked for 

mower knife too.  I gave him one I suppose is the right one.  The boys are just getting ready to go 

to town now.  We haven’t had the mail since Tues Wed.  C. I. B. 

According to the Munson paper – they’ve organized a ladies W.F.A. here, with Mrs. Sammy as 

Pres. & Helen Braseth sec-treas., and a whole lot of directors and vice P’s. 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen”, Craigmyle, 

July 29, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Glad to get another letter from you to-day.  Sorry you had been disappointed in getting a letter 

from me this week.  You see I meant to write one Monday, for Ma & Eva to take down town that 

evening when they were going away.  We washed that day, then about tea time the boys & I 

went out to get a few more strawberries for supper – before we had our meal then Mr, Braseth 

came along with his auto, so letter-writing was out of the question for just then.  As you will  

know before now tho’ I guess, I started one later that night.  The boys had been down town 

Monday morning, so I did not ask them to go again Tuesday – hence my letter was not posted 

will Wed.  You’d get it the day after you wrote yours I guess (yesterday).   

 

The boys posted a letter to you this morning, but as you enquired about windows & doors I’m 

writing this note.  I shouldn’t think you’d have enough cash for all tho’.  There has been none 



ordered here yet.  That 24 x 24 kitchen window you say we can get from Crandall – and then I 

thought we might get the two outside doors here.  It’s the 28” x 6’ 8” ‘Calgary’ door page 3 of 

Cushing’s that I would have liked for the front.  But I was thinking maybe we better do with a 

plain one for now, -- we can maybe use it for a storm-door later, or cut it down for inside.  You 

can decide tho’ whether it be best to get these two outside doors here or in there. 

 

Then as to windows this is the list:- 

 

Catalogue pg  Quantity  Size of Glass Price each  

 7 2         16 x 24           1.35    Narrow back window 

 8 1 Kootenay   (36 x 38)           7.00    Front window 

     (36 x 14) 

 8 1 No. 68        “             5.00         East Dining R. window 

 9 1 No. 5              30 x 18                       10 + .30   East or Parlor 

                                             Colored glass 

 

The upstairs windows are to come from here.  I cannot help you out in money for them just now 

tho’.  I received Gordon’s & Arnott’s certificates from W’p’g to-day which with the other 3 I 

have got ready for mail, will try & get them posted to-night.  Until I get some reply from Calgary 

then I do not know anything further about our assistance from the Fund, or if we’ve got to go to 

any more rounds about it. 

Bye-bye now – hope to see you next week.  Wouldn’t that be nice?  

 

With love C.I. 

 

Had card from Eva to-day – Aunt Maggie of Togo, met them at Sasktatoon. 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen” 

Tues, Aug 1
st
, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Altho’ very dull and gray this morning, and we expected rain, still now at 8 o’clock the sun is 

shining and the clouds all dispersed.  We need the sunshine for the crops too – I hope they ripen 

before the frost comes.  They’re all nicely headed out, but the stalks seem to be all lengths – 

because of uneven germination I suppose. 

 

Yesterday I had to tether the cow out because she took a notion no place was quite so good to 

feed on as this bit of wheat here.  Before that she hasn’t bothered it at all, -- she’s as fat as butter 

– too fat indeed – been feeding on that bit of oats --  but she don’t know how to appreciate a 

good thing when she gets it, so she has to be on a rope now. 

 

Has Nugent answered your letter about the east field? saying he is not going to take it.  I haven’t 

seen him, but Mr. T said in a note he says he hasn’t time to do the work now.  I heard he said it 



was because the agreements did not come.  But of course that’s only an excuse; that’s not his 

reason.  I think it was the least he could have done to come over and mention something about it 

– not leave it till the eleventh hour like this.  I only knew Saturday.  I asked McKee if he could 

take it, but he’s got his hands full with his own.  Jennings would like it, but thinks he could not 

summer fallow it – could mow it over, and fall plow it.  But it should be summer fallowed.  He’s 

here now working on the north field with one outfit – came yesterday.  I sent over word to Mrs. 

L. asking if she or Queenie could come over for the night but none of them turned up.  Guess 

their two gentlemen folks was the reason in both cases.  Lavers is home till Thursday morning 

they say.  Is it so that that Sergeant King deserted?   

 

The latest district news – Mr. Braseth has sold to Tillotson for $16,500.  If that’s so, wonder 

what Braseth is going to do? 

 

That Cook fellow has rented Innis’s McIlveen place for 3 years. 

 

Brownings seem to be building their chimney on the new house to-day. 

 

Old Mr. Moodie was up yesterday to borrow the scythe.  According to him our house is shingled 

I guess.  Alf M. is pushing it along I guess as best he can. 

 

Yes, we still get the News Telegram.  Have you read the pieces about that cousin of Whitney’s 

being hauled up for practicing surgery?  Have you been to the Herald office yet? 

 

Do you know when that $20 wife’s government allowance is likely to start?  Does it come from 

the Sarcee paymaster or direct from Ottawa?  Does it go back to May 18, too?  I hope I get in 

some from some source before the 15
th

.   

 

Lorne talks sometimes still about his “papoo” – he did quite a lot of talking about him the other 

day when he and I were down on the creek bank getting strawberries.  I think he expected 

Gordon & Arnott to bring him from town.  Glen still blows the mouth organ. 

 

The boys are about ready for town now, so bye-bye – do hope to see you Thursday. 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen” 

Aug 5, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney: 

 



Another disappointment, eh dear?  It’s not very nice is it?  If you don’t get a pass pretty soon it 

will scarcely be worth while before harvest – or if there is only 25% to be let out at a time, is it 

probable you may not get out at the 20
th

?  Wednesday night there was a good deal of hail went 

around me – some of the north country is hailed and in the Mecheche, Hand-hill district too they 

say – the storm seemed to split in the west.  That was about 7 0’clock in the evening – then at 11 

0’c we got a good smart shower of hail – whitened the ground – but fortunately there wasn’t 

much wind so it did no harm.  Folks ought to be very thankful in here – there seems to have been 

a good deal of hail throughout the province this season.  Next morning we had a 2 minute cloud-

burst – was so white you could scarcely see between house & stable – Gages say on the school 

section as they were crossing there was hail in it.  They came for the grindstone the other day. 

 

Did that 2 day route march you spoke of include the besiege of Calgary – I noticed the 113
th

 

were among the besiegers. 

 

Thanks for the pennant, it is very nice.  I got a cheque from Ottawa the other day that is the 

separation allowance.  Have had no reply from Patriotic yet.  May get a letter to-day – the boys 

are going down for the mail now.  Mr. & Mrs. Farrow were down to the Saskatoon Fair this 

week – from Monday to Thursday.   

 

I’m sure you would be pleased to see Mr. & Mrs. Hardie – has he got another job yet, I wonder?  

Wheat is climbing wonderfully for this time of the year isn’t it?  Horace Martin got $1.13 on the 

track at Delia this week they say.  McKee made us a friendly call last evening on his way home 

from Milton’s.  I thought probably he was going to offer to take our field – but didn’t seem to 

come for anything in particular – he’s in a great way about getting his work done – the wet 

weather hinders the summer fallowing so.  He’s wanting a man in the worst way, right at once. 

 

I must get the boys off now, so they will be back by dinner time. 

 

Your loving wife, Isabelle. 

 

Written along the left margin: 

Is that the first time you’ve seen the Duke?  Were you one of the every tenth men who stepped 

into the badger hole just as they went to salute?  The Duke would get an extra salute from those 

ones, I guess. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen” 

Sunday, Aug 6, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 



How I wish I had you here to talk to, instead of having to still  sit down at this dull tame writing.  

You dear old sweetheart.  You don’t know how I’d have loved to had you here to-day – it’s 

seemed such a long day, not like my Sundays a bit when you were here – I don’t know how it is 

– we weren’t up early at all, still we got in three meals with ease, did the necessary housework 

etc but still I guess I didn’t have enough to do or something – it’s been a long listless, 

dissatisfying sort of a day.  I took a snatch or two at the organ – read a little story book thro’ Mrs. 

Lavers had left here – wasn’t much or a book – no kind of a thing for Sunday reading anyway – 

it didn’t tend to brighten my feelings any.  Do I ever feel very lonely you ask – well I don’t think 

so exactly – I don’t know what I feel like – to-day I’ve had a mixture of feelings I think – other 

days I’m quite busy, and the work helps to keep my loneliness away.  But I believe your letters 

sort of keep me buoyed up – they seem to be my very life these days.  I wouldn’t like to imagine 

or think what I’d feel like without them.  But there I must stop this melancholy strain, or I’ll have 

you jumping on the next train and running away from home – and you better not do that, even 

tho’ it is more annoying and disappointing than words can express that you can’t get leave to 

come home.  I heard some came out to Delia on the First without leave, and got a month’s 

punishment of some kind.  I thought to-day how delightful it would be if you would motor into 

the yard, we’d feel in the seventh heaven – I’d sit up and talk to you all night I think if I had you 

here now – indeed I ain’t sure I’d ever let you get away again, if I once got you here.  Never 

mind, dear I hope the next few weeks go swiftly, and that you will surely be home with us then 

for a little while. 

 

Glad to hear you enjoyed the 2 day sham battle affair – I was thinking it would probably be a 

tiresome trip.  I expect the wives & sweethearts would have liked to have been there too.  You 

are not all so fortunate as Lavers who was allowed out to see his – guess they must have realized 

his case was a more important one from business & other standpoints than some of the rest of 

you.  I did not see him when he was home. 

 

Yes, we get the News–Telegram.  Would you like to have me send it in to you? 

 

I don’t know what about the Gr. W. lease.  I thought probably you’d have no notion of signing it.  

Do you know of what they say is in the Moratorium Act – is it taken from the Alberta Act at all?  

Why should they want my signature if they can collect anyway?  As to the crop I think it is quite 

good, and will yield well if it gets a chance to ripen before frost.  They say the stumble land is all 

poor this year – McKee says Browning’s on the west side will not any more than pay him to cut 

– his own he don’t expect to go more than 20 bushels, & he says ours on the east field is light.  

The heads I think are fair length.  Am enclosing sample (longest & shortest) from this bit of 

wheat north of the house. 

 

No, we don’t have many visitors at all, of course everybody is busy I guess, & you know folks 

aren’t much to visit around here anyway.   

 

The boys wondered how Papa knew they were “such good errand boys”.  No, it don’t seem to 

tire them to go to town – they like it.  Of course with so many grain teams on the road this last 

while they often get a ride part way on both trips.  Of course about the soldier suits, it was a case 

of, so-say-all-of-we.  They’ve been talking about them all along.  I had thought of sending for 

those khaki drill ones in Eaton’s when I sent back in July, but there seemed to be too many other 



things needed.  They’ll have to have good suits of some kind before winter tho- -- as to a velvet 

kiltie for Lorne – I like the velvet part of it all right – but think he’d look smarter in little 

trousers.  He speaks about his “Papoo” most every day – Glen hasn’t forgotten how to say 

“Papa” either – he’s creeping all over now. 

 

No, there is nothing being done on the house that I know of just now.  Mr. F. smilingly remarked 

once he thought it would be winter at the rate it was going before it would be done.  As to the 

reason, I guess people are just all too busy – most folks have their hands full with summer fallow 

– which is behind because of the wet – and there’s not much time left for haying now, before 

harvest. 

 

I did not get a letter from the Patriotic office yesterday, as I thought I might – will likely get 

some work this week tho’.  I’ll have to send you in enough to get that picture of yours taken.  

Were you thinking of getting postcard style like some of the others have, or have them mounted? 

 

I have not heard any thing about Mr. Finlay’s brother-in-law.  That’s the one who is on the farm 

with Mrs. F is it? 

 

No, the youngsters across the road do not come over.  The young lad, Mr. M’s youngest boy, I 

guess, came over for water the morning after the cloud-burst, that’s all.  They get the water right 

along at McKee’s.  There’s a girl of 13 or 14, and the youngest one of the family, and a still 

smaller one, probably a grandchild, as well as this boy. 

 

Did last week’s storm strike Sarcee badly?  It seems to have been general, right thro’ the three 

provinces.  I see Camp Hughes has had its second big wind & hail storm of the season.  Good-

night now sweetheart – it’s 10:30 I must by off to bed or my washing won’t get started very early 

in the morning – got most of it on the line before dinner last Monday – as well as get Jennings 

dinner.  I suppose he’ll be back to-morrow or next day, again if it don’t rain anymore.  Night-

night now with love & kisses. 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle Brook 

 

Have hopes or renting the east field yet.  My cheque from Ottawa was $48. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen” 

Thurs. Aug 17, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 



It’s 9:30 on this fast clock – but oh, how long the evenings seem when you are not here! – they 

don’t fly along and get to be 10 or 11 o’clock in no time at all.  Queenie has just gone away a 

few minutes ago – brought over the milk.  Mrs. L. did not go to Munson yesterday – just Queenie 

& the other fellow.  They’re going down to his place to-morrow – so they asked me if I’d keep 

the young gaphers to-morrow night.   

 

It’s still cloudy, unsettled looking weather, with chilly breeze.  It rained a little shower or two to-

day.  Hope it all clears off without any more frost.   

 

I suppose you’re still in Calgary this evening.  It did seem so funny to try and think of you being 

there at noon to-day – so far away in so little time.  I think Lorne thought it queer Papa did not 

turn up again to-day.  And I’m afraid the next two weeks will seem awfully long ones. 

 

Good-night now sweetheart, and don’t forget to get rid of that cold speedily.  Night-night XXX  

tame things – little crosses on paper eh?   

 

Your Isabelle 

 

Saturday 19
th

 – 

 

Have just finished dinner, and the boys are getting ready to go down town. 

 

We’ve been having some weather ever since you went away.  Rained a good deal Thurs. night & 

yesterday (Fri) morning – then the sky cleared, but a big dark cloud started to rise again in the 

west – the rain started again then in the evening with a high cold N.W. wind – I thought it might 

turn to snow before morning, but it didn’t.  Rained most all night but by getting up time this 

morning the sun was shining.  The sun has been shining all forenoon, but now again the clouds 

are coming over from the N.W. obscuring the sun.  Dreadfully poor harvest weather. 

 

I guess yesterday’s poor weather prevented Lavers going away, so the boys did not come over at 

all. 

 

There it’s raining again, with that high west wind blowing – such weather!  I wish the boys had 

gone to town this morning I thought things would be dried up better by this afternoon – but now 

it’s just showering down again, drifting along with the wind.  Guess it’s good-bye to the boys 

trip.  It is provoking.  C.I. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen:  Graigmyle 

Sat. Aug. 19, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 



 

Another Saturday night – how I was so sure you’d come home a week ago to-night!  Just now 

I’m waiting for a cake to finish cooking, and then, I’m going to tumble into bed. 

 

The weather did clear up some this afternoon, and the boys were able to go to town, and back 

before supper.  They took down my note to you, which I believe was not much more than a 

weather account – they hope to bring back their soldier caps – the other things of the small order 

came, but not the caps – they are to follow later. 

 

All my bright hopes for your harvest home-coming seem dampened to-night.  After the boys 

went away to-day I happened to pick up one of those last News-Telegrams which came while 

you were here – the 15
th

 issue – which I had not looked at before, and a heading in large type 

nearly made my heart stand still.  This is it enclosed – probably you’ve seen it before now – 

anyway you’ll know all about it I guess.  Does it really mean that not even the 25% are to get 

out?  That’s as I take it from this piece.  I do hope not tho’ – it’s such an upset of all our happy 

hopes and plans.  “My! I wish Papa’d come home to-night”, Arnott said to-day.  He’s heard me 

say the same thing so often.  This old Ottawa ruling seems to have spoiled everything tho’, 

hasn’t it sweetheart?  If it must be, I suppose we’ll have to try and reconcile ourselves to it some 

way – but I don’t know how we’ll manage it. 

 

Sunday evening. 

 

I’m just waiting for the supper fire to burn up.  Neighbor McKee has gone away a few minutes 

ago – spent the afternoon across the road, and called here about 5:30 for half an hour. 

 

This has been a nice bright day – glad to see it too after the cold wet spell we’ve had. 

 

I suppose Mr. Lavers is on his way home now – wouldn’t it be nice if you were too?  Still I feel 

better to-day that is, as to hopes of having you here for harvest, dear.  Messers Jennings & 

McDonald called this morning for the camera -- & said a whole lot came into Craigmyle on last 

night’s train – some of the 113
th

.  Howard Fennel & Taylor for two.  I tho’t possibly theirs might 

only be a 5 day leave, but Jennings tho’t it was for harvest, and they told him Mr. L. was sure of 

his pass out to-night.  So now I’m thinking of course we’ll not be disappointed – I’ve been 

breathing more freely since.  A man came out with Ginger Nixon last night for McKee – a cousin 

of Percy Potter’s. 

 

The kettle’s boiling – so must go – come along & have tea with lonely us, that’s a dear.  Glen’s 

been talking about “Papa” to-day. 

 

 

 

 

9 o’c p.m.:-- 

 

Before I got supper over, I had another neighbor call – Mr. Jno. Braseth.  Enough of them for 

one day, eh?  He had been down looking over the hay land – expects to start at it soon if weather 



permits.  Mr. Finlay will have told you he was out at Sarcee while in Calgary.  He had thought of 

going to the station that Sunday evening to see you off for home – but went to some lecture of 

Bennett’s I think it was.  He isn’t sure of his land deal going thro’ yet. 

 

How’s your cough?  I hope better – this damp weather would not be helping it any toward 

getting well. 

 

The boys said Saturday the carpenter had most of the downstairs floor of the house, laid.  And 

most, if not all the siding is on.  Did you get the window order arranged for alright? 

 

Good-night now my dear, I’m going to bed.  Sweet dreams to you – don’t get disturbing the rest 

of the camp singing such stuff as “Remember Me” or “Marguerite” and talking about lovely 

Gladyss like that Alaska guy.  Night night. 

 

Lovingly Isabelle 

 

Tuesday morning 8:30 

 

The boys are getting ready for town.  Another bright morning, but the west don’t look any too 

promising.  Braseth’s started at the hay yesterday afternoon. 

 

Lorne wants me now, bye-bye 

 

Your Loving Wife, Isabelle 

 

 

 

“Brook Glen” Graigmyle, 

Aug 25, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:-- 

 

I wonder how you’re feeling to-night.  I hope better than when you wrote your letter you dear 

sweetheart – somehow it seemed to me all that heavy sleeping, and drowsiness looked as tho’ 

you had an attack of La Grippe come on.  How are you anyway – are you rid of that cough?  I 

was very glad you were not out on that last week rainy route march.  A week from to-night I 

hope to have you home again – that’ll be lovely to have you here once more – it’s only just over 

a week since you went away, but to me it seems oh, ever so long – I don’t know dear what it 

shall ever be like when you go to England – all hope of when we’ll see you being so indefinite 

and far away.  I had a letter from Alice last night – she said Looloo was writing to you, and they 

seem to be looking forward to you coming over there.  Of course, I suppose they naturally are – 

but it sort of seems like something more drawing you away from us.  Still it will be so nice for 

you to see them all, altho’ I know your home-coming can never be what it would have been had 

your mother been spared here to meet you.  I hope tho’ that trip may be delayed yet a little 

longer, although I cannot but feel somehow your battalion will not be left here so long as we 



might like. This all sounds very selfish I guess, but dearie I love you so much, it seems hard to 

think of parting with you by so great distance and such an indefinite time. 

 

Glen has wakened up out of his sleep, and is here on my knee, feeling a bit fretful.  It’s getting 

late, and I shall have to go to bed with him shortly.  Most every day he has a little talk about 

“Papa”. The other boys are well.  If the weather is fine, Gordon & Arnott will be going down 

town in the morning I guess for the mail.  To-day has been rather rainy.  I walked to town last 

evening.  Mrs. Lavers stayed with the little folks.  The carpenter has not been at the house this 

week, unless he started again to-day.  It is all sided – the lower floor in & oiled, 2 doors hung & 

the one window in, also downstairs partitions.  Mr. Farrow said the windows had not arrived yet.  

I received the receipt you sent out.  Did you make any arrangement for the front window?  They 

say that plaster board of Sitlington’s is not the same as Crandal’s.  Sitlington is going to send for 

samples.  Should we not have the pipes from both stoves go into the chimney upstairs to heat the 

rooms for winter? 

 

Our little Tommy horse has been re-sold – because he was too high strung to go with the slower 

& older horses.  Poor Tommy! Such is the life of a horse – so few will understand the poor little 

fellow, and handle him right.  Woodgen’s say they thought a great deal of him tho’, and would  

have kept him for single driving only, if they could have afforded it. 

 

Two weeks ago last Sunday the doctor’s boy arrived, and brought a girl along with him – what 

do you think of that? 

 

Braseth’s got their hay cut and hauled home before this rain of last night and to-day.  Took 10 

loads off that piece north of the little flat field. 

 

No one is cutting grain yet.  The fine weather of the most of this week has helped the crops, still 

it’ll take more warmth yet to ripen them up.  Sammy’s is the only field near here to be seen 

getting much yellow. 

 

Do you expect to come out next Friday night, or are you staying over a day to see I.H.C. & that 

other fellow?  Could you have your 25 day application changed yet to the regulation 30 day 

harvest leave?  Mrs. F. said Jno Martin came out the night before last – but just for 6 days.  His 

mother had gone into Calgary the day before, I think it was, and he didn’t know it. 

 

Hammond school opened yesterday, with a Nova Scotia teacher.  Surprise teacher is also from 

N.S. you know.  Mrs. Braseth, and Lyla were over for a while Tuesday afternoon.  Brought Mr. 

B’s dinner over (the 2 men went home with loads of hay) and some eggs for us. 

 

Glen’s not resting very well here, and I should be in bed too, so night-night love. 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle. 

 

“Brook Glen”  Craigmyle, 

Aug. 27, 1916 

 



My dear Sidney:- 

 

I’m feeling in rather a cantankerous mood for letter-writing – that irritable everything bothers me 

– sort of feel like flying to pieces.  The boys are just going to bed – it’s about eight o’clock.  The 

coal-oil is low, so I’m going off too in a very few minutes, altho’ I don’t feel as tho’ I could 

sleep at all.  This has not been much of a Sunday – consisted of the eating of three meals, that’s 

about all.  All nature has been nice and sun shining tho’, -- the last two days are showing quite a 

difference in the tinge of the fields.  Had a letter from Bertha yesterday – the crops are pretty 

much of a failure down there, and at Eva’s school district too.  The papers state the average yield 

for Manitoba’s wheat crop will not be more than 11 or 12 bushels per acre -- & very poor grade 

at that – practically no No.1 northern and very little No.2.  With hail, rust & wind storms our 

Canadian wheat production is going to be pretty well reduced.  A lot of the States’ crop is a 

failure too.  Then there’s the threatened coal shortage for this winter – strange times we are 

living in, arn’t [sic] they? 

 

How did your moving picture performance come off?  Quite an idea isn’t it? 

 

You asked for some suggestions of little things to bring the boys.  I scarcely know what to 

suggest, but probably the following will help you out a little. 

 

Playthings      or if something more useful 

 

Gordon  )Colored Blackboard    Ringwood Woollen Gloves 

    &        )Crayons 

Arnott    )or Box of Paints 

 

Lorne -  Musical Top     Little Plate, Cup & Saucer 

 

Glen -     I don’t know, probably   Little light leather shoes (about 4 ½ inch  

    one of these little fat rubber dolls  sole) 

               with whistle, or climbing monkey 

 

Should you choose the gloves for Gordon & Arnott, don’t get them too large – they stretch easily 

you know.  They’d be 25 or 35 cents a pair. 

 

If dishes for Lorne they’d be better of granite or something not easily broken. 

 

For Me, an odd glass sugar dish cover – if you can get it for 10 cents or less. 

 

This is all for to-night – wish you were here to talk to – I’ve been promising you to the boys for 

next Sunday.  Good night sweetheart. 

Lovingly, C. I.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 


