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No more Brook Glen 

Craigmyle 

Sept. 12, 1916. 

 

My dear husband: - 

 

I don't know if I'll get this in the Office in time to get out on to-morrow morning's mail or not. 

It's 6.30 -- guess I'll send it over with Arnott anyway. I could scarcely find paper, or envelopes or 

pencil. Got a pen but the ink is locked in the trunk & couldn't find nor think where one of the 

pencils had been put. I'm scribbling now with the corner of a carpenter's pencil -- found a wee 

short one of Arnott's the other day, but haven't the slightest idea what I did with it -- I can't 

remember 2 minutes after I put anything down, where I've left it. 

 

Was trying to finish up my last week's ironing this afternoon, but I haven't got a heart to do 

anything. I go at things in a sort of haphazard listless sort of fashion. We miss you so dear—the 

light of life seems to have gone out.  Hope you don’t get too melancholy & homesick—did they 

make any fuss about you being a bit late?  I can see you yet as I got a last glimpse of you from 

the door, as you moved for the train along the platform.  Lorne asks so often very pitifully for 

“Papa”—he can’t seem to understand why you don’t come.  It’s heartbreaking to think of the 

months & months he must look in vain.  I suppose you’ll know pretty well when you’ll be 

moved now—on the C.P.R. I suppose?  How I hope & pray for a safe journey to you & safe re- 

turn.  It all seems very hard, don’t it sweetheart?  but I suppose it is the Lord’s will.   

 

Last evening we had quite a storm—hail—was worse north of us—don’t know how our crop 

faired.  Has been rainy all day today too—have caught one barrel full of water.  

 

McKee called this forenoon.  He was over this morning for the hens—offered to pay for them.  

He said McG. was out there getting the cow while he was there.  What is to be done with these 

leftover bricks?  It’s getting too dark to see & this must be sent off.  Good-night sweetheart & 

God bless & keep you. 

 

Lovingly Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alta., 

Sept. 19, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney: - 

 

I’ve just put on the supper fire, and while it’s burning up I’m just grabbing these few minutes to 

scribble you a line for posting this evening. I’ve been outside sort of fixing things up for the last 



little while.  A shower of rain came up about 4 o’clock— the sun is shining again tho’ now I 

covered the plaster-board with tar paper I think it will be alright now. 

Our little boys spent their first day at school to-day.  Since they came home, they’ve been 

working quite industriously at the cellar.  I have to go now and empty the big pail they’ve got 

filled again with water.  It’s a terribly messy job.  They’ve taken a lot of water-soaked blocks 

out—Arnott started that yesterday.  One of the Dr’s boys is helping them just now.  Gordon’s 

pulling up the small pail on a rope, while the others do the dipping up down below.  There seems 

to be a good deal of water. 

 

After supper:- 

I’ve left the posting of this letter rather late—and I suppose I should have got it off to-night if 

I’m to run any chance of it reaching you at Sarcee.  

 

Braseth’s came in Sunday evening to bid you “good-bye”—not knowing but you were going on 

Monday morning, you see.  And now I wished you had been here dear.  Lorne still asks every so 

often each day for you.  He & Gordon went to the S.S. on Sunday.  Arnott’s feet were too sore to 

wear his boots.  And ‘Sammy’ superintended—what next eh? Mr. F. has to stay at the phone 

sometimes getting thro’ a message on Sunday. 

 

I have had no word from Cushings as yet.  Shall write as you suggested. 

 

I forget what you said in reply to my question about a receipt or acknowledgement of some kind 

from I. H.C.  Why haven’t they sent something, or did they mean to?  

 

With the little folks fussing around—I cannot think about letter-writing, so I expect this is a most 

rambling senseless sort of a letter.  Good-night now Sidney dear, and God bless & keep you. 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Sept. 20, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

By to-day’s train I sent a letter to you at Sarcee, but you may never receive it, for the papers to-

day state you did pull away Monday night.  They certainly did hustle you off didn’t they?  My, 

what a terrible thing it must be to those having loved ones in the battalions, seeing those 

battalions entrain! I’d never want to experience such a thing—it seems to me it would be almost 

beyond human power to bear.  How I wonder where you are to-night, where you are now! 

Doesn’t it seem like some great monster drawing one’s dear ones away to some almost horrible 

unknown, which we have no power to check?  Don’t think of me as indescribably gloomy I’m 

keeping up pretty well—but still I can’t help thinking of the miles that are growing between us 

with every hour.  Those miles won’t vanish fast enough when coming back time comes, will they 

sweetheart? 

 



To-day Lorne and I had a little automobile ride in Mr. Bell’s car.  Mr. F. & us went out to the 

farm to see the crop—Jennings told Mr. F. yesterday it was not good, but wanted him to go out 

and have a look at it.  It seems too bad—it has truly been ruined by the frost—the whole of the 

east field was cut before Jennings got around to see it & stook it, but it’s not worth stooking, or 

very very little of it – just a little around the edge of the flat field isn’t too bad—the other small 

pieces are very good.  I think Jennings estimated we might get 200 bushels.  Quite a 

disappointment isn’t it?  Still there’s not much use worrying a great deal about it, there are 

greater things than crops to think about. 

 

I asked Jennings to bring in lumber, summer-house etc. 

 

The boys were working again at the cellar after school to-day. I told you in my letter to Sarcee 

they started to school yesterday, 18
th

. They’ve taken out a lot of water, but still there’s more 

there.  School closes at 3.30 here, so they are home about 4 o’clock. 

 

I wrote to the Cushing Co. to-day.  The Eaton stuff has not yet arrived. 

 

It’s about 9.30 now. Guess I’ll have to trot to bed.  I had meant to finish my ironing (3 or 4 

pieces) this ev’g, but it’ll have to go till to-morrow now.  I have to get around in pretty good time 

in the morning to get the boys off to school. 

 

Wonder where this letter will be addressed to? – guess I’ll have lots of time to add to it before 

I’ll know just where to send it. 

 

Good-might now dearest as you speed along farther & farther away—what a comforting thought 

it is we have one common Friend watching o’er us ever, no matter where we are. 

 

Lovingly Isabelle 

 

 

Thurs. Sept. 21. 

 

I received your two letters to-day—your description of the battalion’s departure was quite 

interesting.  Jealous, no, I should think not—it is real pleasing to know people give the soldiers 

some thought—and am glad you were not passed by at all.  We shall be real pleased to get the 

snap of you—were all three on the same picture?  I was speaking to Mrs. Eaton & Miss Hector at 

the Post Office for a few minutes this morning—I understood Miss Hector has a brother from 

Winnipeg going overseas with this bunch.  Mr. Farrow says he understands the 176
th 

will go 

soon.  That Bishop who used to work in the restaurant here got transferred from the 175
th

 to the 

113
th

. 

 

The paper stated the 113
th

 were moved on the shortest notice of any yet.  Mrs. Eaton said the 30
th

 

were warned to be ready 2 months before they were moved. 

 

 



The boys will be home from school in a few minutes now, so I’ll close this & have it ready for 

them to take to the Office.  Bye-bye now with love & kisses from each. 

 

Your loving wife  

Isabelle 

 

 

Craigmyle, Sun. Sept. 24, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I suppose you may now be out on the ocean quite a piece my! it seems scarcely believable—

seems more like a dream than anything else.  Only a week ago that we bid you good-bye dear but 

it I can’t think of it as just a week at all.  What changes of scenes etc for you in those few days!  

It would have been so nice if some of the home folks could have been in Winnipeg to see you.  I 

haven’t written to them at all yet— don’t feel much like settling down to write.  The last letter I 

wrote them we were joyously looking forward to your harvest-leave home-coming for three or 

four weeks.  How it was all spoilt, eh sweetheart?  

 

[written on the side] The pencil clip is with Arnott’s love.  The boys think that little silk flag is 

quite a wonderful one. 

 

Just think you would have been with us all this time, and a week longer.  What a difference it 

would have made.  But there we are, -- we never know what a day may bring forth. 

 

Yes, it would be lovely to be on the other side of the water, to meet you when you arrived.  We 

just wish we could be mysteriously transported there in a few winks.  I expect they’re singing 

Hymn 206 “Eternal Father strong to save etc” for you at church to-night.  The three boys were to 

S.S. this afternoon. 

 

The 175
th

 were all called in the end of this past week.  I heard they were going to be moved on 

Tuesday – the day after to-morrow. 

 

There’s been no threshing done around here yet.  I think some outfits are going to start this week.  

The McKee, Nugent etc folks unloaded their engine yesterday.  Jennings is going to work with 

them.  He called last evening to ask for the use of our rack. Was he to put the grain in the 

elevator for that ¼ crop consideration?  He says the poppies out there now are just a mass of 

gorgeous bloom.  All our frosts do not seem to have hurt them.  Good-night now Sidney – its 

getting around to nine o’clock I guess – and I feel sort of sleepy so shall trot to bed –  to-

morrow’s wash-day, and I have bread making on the go too, and with getting  the boys off to 

school I mustn’t be late getting up.  It’s clouded over like rain to-night.  Night-night now 

sweetheart – a safe voyage to you, and God’s protecting care thro’ it all. 

 

Your loving Isabelle 

 

 



Monday night Sept.28. 

 

I’ve just put a poultice on my finger—the nail is nearly off.  It’s about bed time so I must not 

write for long. 

  

This forenoon it rained some - so that the boys did not go to school.  But the sun managed to 

shine this afternoon, so by the time I had my washing done the weather was cleared enough to 

hang the clothes out. 

 

Mrs. Braseth & Helen called this afternoon. She’s going to give me some of her plants when they 

move.  Mr. B. went to Calgary this morning to see about a house. They expect the threshers 

about Thursday - the white outfit.  Lyla is in Calgary I think, going to school I guess.  Mrs. B. 

mentioned that Lyla and May (May Neilsen maybe she meant) were at the station when the 113
th

 

went off, and looked for you—but didn’t see any of you from here.  

 

Before Mrs. B & Helen left, Mrs. Lavers & her visitor Mrs. Robinson came along.  Mrs. R. left 

two of those snapshots you spoke of – I’ll enclose one – and a postcard she got in the city, of 

Sarcee Camp, she also gave me.  You were evidently better focused in the picture than the other 

two.  They had with them other snaps which were taken when Mrs. Lavers was in Calgary – one 

of Mr.  & Mrs. L. & Richie & Roy is very good, especially of the two former.  And they think in 

it Mr. L. looks like Lord Kitchener.  And my! Mrs. Lavers is so proud of herself about her 

interviewing the capt. She can’t help talking about it, and telling just all the details – she thinks 

she has qualified to tackle the colonel now next time, I guess. 

 

Just about tea-time, the two Brownings called with their bride – she don’t seem to belong to one 

any more than the other.  Charlie was here at Thompson’s plastering their kitchen this afternoon.  

He’s going at McGregor’s house in the morning.  Arthur & Mrs. B. jr then came in for him 

before supper.  She says they are only going to stay out here to help Arthur over with the 

harvesting & then going to Calgary for the winter.  They’re expecting their mother out from 

Calgary shortly. 

 

The lamp acts as tho’ it was running out of fuel, and I should be in bed anyway, so good-night 

again dear – queer sort of good-nights’ just on paper tho’ arn’t they? 

 

 

Wed. Sept. 27 

 

Was delighted to receive your postcard, and letter from Montreal to-day.  It must seem queer to 

you not to be receiving any word from us.  You’re no doubt on the water now, so I suppose I’ll 

have a spell without any letters now.  My! that will seem awful, dear.  But of course it will not be 

like as tho’ I did not know for why the silence – it’ll require a tremendous lot of patience tho’. 

  

This week so far we’ve been having most unsettled cold weather.  To-day was very cold with 

high N.W. wind, and occasional squalls.  I’m cold now, but of course the fire is going down – 

and I should be in bed too.  The end of last week I set up the heater.  Have not got the plaster-



board on yet.  Littke called to-day, but he’s going off on some all year-round railway job – so we 

can’t get him anymore. 

Jennings brought in the lumber, & summer house to-day.  Thinks he’ll take wages for the 

harvesting now. 

 

The Eaton shipment arrived to-day.  They substituted in the dining-room paper, and sent my 

choice in it (the grape design) mind you, - after me telling them if substituting to follow thro’ 

either the green or the red for all.  I’m glad to get the boiler – it looks pretty fine too. 

 

Yesterday I was doing some preserving – about 10 quarts peaches, and 13 crabapples. 

  

That Burrows from up north was enquiring yesterday morning if I had heard from you.  He had 

not had any word from his brother, also of 113
th

, since he left for Calgary.  The 175
th

 & 151
st
 

have left Calgary. 

 

 

Thurs. 28
th

 

 

Have just got tea ready – but as I mean to have this posted to-night I’ll finish it up before eating- 

time.  It’s stretched over quite a few days now so it’s about time it was concluded.  These letters 

will all be rather stale when you receive them. 

  

There has been some improvement in the weather to-day not nearly so cold- but the sky is 

clouded over again this ev’g. 

  

Helen B. called this afternoon for a minute and a half - brought some plant slips. 

  

I suppose your letter to A. Cranston was about the taxes.  Guess there’ll be none paid this year 

tho’ now – except on this lot if any.  This crop failure is a nuisance.  I aint sure but that is what 

happened to Littke not doing any more work – pity about some people. 

  

What will those poor fellows do on the ocean when they can’t even see the pretty girls?  Too bad 

about them. 

  

They say ‘Sir’ Edward Royal is one of the 175
th

 – I did not know before that he had enlisted. 

  

Would you like me to send that Postcard of Sarcee Camp, over to the old land. Mrs. Robinson 

says it has most on it that those large pictures of the Camp have, which you said you’d like to 

have. 

  

I wrote to the Patriotic for $5 a month more, and to-day received a favorable reply.  Can well 

stand it too, since we won’t realize much from the crop. 

  

Bye-bye for now, with all my love – give a little of what’s left to the folks over there.  

C.I B. 

 



 

 

Craigmyle, Fri. Sept.29/16 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

My, I wish you’d step in now, so I could talk to you instead of writing – but what a distant thing 

that “stepping in” seems to be now – I wonder how far in the future? It doesn’t seem like home at 

all dear without you.  Being suddenly dropped down here, with the place unfinished & all, and 

your hasty departure, and the growing distance between us now, all go to make me feel unsettled 

I guess. 

  

Just had a friendly evening visit from the Farrows – which has made me feel a bit better.  

They’ve not been over for awhile, but all three came to-night – Mrs. F. bringing her knitting – 

they’ve just gone home, - (a little after nine o’c) 

  

Crandall has asked for a bill of sale, but I don’t fell inclined to give him one, and Mr. F. doe not 

advise me to either – he says he’d like to know what we were going to get out of the crop first.  I 

expect it would take all of it, & maybe more for the lumber bill – and A.L. Gordon should get 

something out of the crop too, shouldn’t he? It wasn’t a bill of sale you promised Crandall 

anyway, was it?  When I mentioned that it was only some of the crop to store, he said “well, he 

had not place to store it anyway.”  Mr. F. don’t think much of Crandall says he could never deal 

with him.  I shouldn’t be bothering you with all this stuff – I’m not worrying much – will 

manage all right – altho’ it’s a greater disappointment to us than anyone else if we can’t pay off 

the lumber bill – but then we can’t control the weather, & get crops just to our liking etc. 

  

The Moodie-Houghton out-fit are threshing on Alf. Moddie’s place to-day – just started for the 

season.  Mr. F. says the grain is a good sample, but he don’t know how it’s turning out,  i.e. for 

yield.  He heard White’s threshed two loads from which they got 5 bushels. 

  

Mrs. Rees called on me this afternoon, and Mrs. Crawford for a little while just before tea.  She’s 

a pretty woman and seems real nice – but their youngsters, they seem such unbridled young 

scamps. 

  

Oh yes, and I almost forgot I have another caller to-day. Two gentlemen came to the door this 

forenoon - & the short dark one asked – If I knew anything about the 113
th

, where they were?  

From his abrupt question & appearance I thought maybe he was a spy. (you’ll think I have spies 

on the brain) so I promptly & politely answered in the negative.  He stated that he wished to get 

in touch with Mr. Findlay, and I asked what his name was. “Till” he replied.  Of course I didn’t 

mind telling him then, I expected you were on the water, - they were wondering if you might be 

left at Valcartier or someplace like that.  If he’s the one you’ve been recommending to me I was 

tremendously tooken(?) with him – he looks just something like a Jew! My own sweetheart for 

me – there couldn’t be an atom of comparison – so there! 

  

I had a letter from Eva today – the first since she went back to Maryfield – isn’t that one lazy 

school-teacher.  You used to know one who was a little better at corresponding than that, didn’t 



you, dear?  They’ve not got all those films fixed up yet – and the prints of some they have had 

finished are too dark, she says.  She just sent two.  Guess I’ll enclose them with this letter.  Hope 

they’ll hustle the rest along soon.  Glen looks too odd for anything I think in the snap of he & 

Lorne. 

  

To-night I sent Gordon down to the store, for 2 lbs of ‘real good butter’.  He came back with the 

butter, and this “He says, ‘That was a very hard thing to get, - was two pounds of real good 

butter’.”  I laughed, and the taste of the butter was evidence of the truth of the clerk’s statement.  

I’m thinking of getting mine from Mrs. Olafson.  I got some real nice from her last week. 

  

Mr. Longmire came and got the bricks to-day.  He’s putting the plaster-board in the parsonage 

himself.  McGregor says they will put this on ours, but don’t think they can do it for over two 

weeks, which is rather long to wait now the weather is getting or likely to get cold.  Mr. F. says 

for me to get after him again for at least a day’s work soon. 

  

It’s near ten o’clock, and this child should be in bed before now – so good night sweetheart with 

kisses galore ( just imaginary ones ).  

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle. 

 

The lady of the house next door arrived home on last night’s train. 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday evening 6.30 p.m. Sept. 30. 

 

 

Another of your ever welcome letters arrived to-day. So you did not go on the boat at Montreal – 

likely you’re half way across the ocean by now eh?  Just about two weeks ago this time, - our 

tea-hour was broken into by that sudden message to go.  Two weeks!  It seems away away back 

– and it seems altogether unbelievable that we and our dear one are separated by such scores & 

scores of miles – and what a long wait for that meeting and reunion again you spoke of !  But 

you’re getting ever nearer seeing your loved ones on the other side.  It’s nice to think you have 

friends over there to welcome you.  

 

You must have taken your paymaster with you, eh!  My $15 remittance which has hitherto 

arrived on the 24
th

 has not come to hand yet.  Got 20 from Ottawa last Monday – that’s earlier 

than usual. 

 

We’ve been having a touch of winter to-day.  Not as cold as it was the first days of this week, but 

this morning we awakened to find quite a blanket of snow on everything, and still snowing.  It 

soon stopped tho’, and the day has been sunshine & squalls of rain or snow by turns. 

 



Gordon lost another of his first teeth to-day.  He wanted to send it to you, but also wanted it 

returned – so I told him maybe he better not bother sending it.  The two of them are carrying 

water just now, while I finish this, then they are going to the P. O. and store.  So long now 

Sidney dear.  I’ll try & follow all your goodly advice of to-day’s letter. 

 

Lovingly 

Isabelle.   

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alta. 

Tues. Oct. 3
rd

, 1916. 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

We’re having the greatest weather – just like winter for snow.  As I mentioned in my last letter, 

the ground was white Saturday morning – that all went off, but since Sunday afternoon there’s 

been snow in the air most all the time, no sunshine, and still to-night there’s not a star in sight.  

Everything is white, and slushy.  It will put a damper on threshing for a while – and they were 

only starting, that is some of the mills, others had meant to commence this week. 

  

Yesterday was Gordon’s Birthday.  I got a suit for each of them (Gordon’s a sort of a navy 

tweed, & Arnott’s grey), also a school-bag a piece.  These latter seem to catch their fancy alright, 

only Gordon says he don’t like the “squashness” of them. Do you know what that is?  As they 

came in the parcel of course they’re folded quite flat, and being stiff they stay that way, so that 

there don’t’ seem to be much depth to them from back to front.  That’s the “squashness” of them.  

How wonderfully rhetorical our son is! or grammatical I guess I should say.  

  

Queenie and her fiancée called yesterday just as I had finished the washing. Of course they 

supposed I had heard from Mr. Brook quite often – they had only had two or three postcards 

from ‘Daddy”.  I said I’d had five letters & a card from you. “Somehow,” Golds says, “Mrs. L. 

can’t get Mr. L. to write like Mr. Brook” etc.  They always make such a fuss about this - feel 

kind of jealous I guess.  I’m sorry everybody can’t have so nice a husband as I’ve got, but I can’t 

help it very well.  Just wish that same sweet husband could be here to talk to me instead of write.   

  

The little boys have been going to school yesterday, and to-day thro’ all the weather.  They seem 

to like school quite well. Mrs. Farrow was telling me they thought that had a great joke on Joyce 

this morning.  They called there on their way, and Joyce was only eating her breakfast.  And 

Gordon says “I just ‘believe’ I’ll go back and tell mamma.”  He didn’t tho’ – they waited for 

Joyce and the teacher. 

  

Lorne heard me speak to Glen the other day as “Mamma’s baby,” and “Papa’s Baby” he 

corrected.  And ever since Glen’s “Papa’s Baby.” 

  

Well Papa’s baby’s wakened up & is crying so I must go.  Night-night love. 



 

Isabelle. 

 

Wed. ev’g Oct. 4
th

 

 

Poor May’s birthday.  Two years ago she had only ten short days of life left.  Wouldn’t I love to 

have her with me now! 

  

To-day we’ve had the sunshine – the first for several days – it has not been very warm tho,’ and 

is freezing quite a bit to-night.  

  

A representative of the Great West called to-day. That Mr. Whitely or Whiteside – the same that 

was around to see you in June.  Of course with the crop failure they’re not expecting anything 

this year. 

 

Mr. McKee brought in the eggs to-day.  A few were damaged.  I looked them all over, took out 

the cracked or broken ones, strained the waterglass, and put it back again on the good ones.  

 

Mr. Gage wanted to know yesterday if that ‘big’ cow around town was ours.  If I ever had any 

notion of selling her, he’d like me to let him know. He wants to get a start in the Herefords.  

Would like to get a heifer calf of hers with the Hereford markings.  Others have spoken of her as 

a ‘big” cow – and when my attention is called to it again, I believe she’s a good deal the best 

looking cow I’ve seen in town.  The others haven’t been living so high as she all summer I guess.  

The calf’s been in Farrow’s stable thro’ this awful snowy weather, I think.   

  

Those everlastingly noisy dogs of the Doctor’s have been cutting up such an uproar, they’ve 

gone and wakened up Glen. 

  

The McGregor’s moved into their new house to-night.  The new station is being used now too.  

We seem to have a very nice accommodating station agent here – Mr. R.K. Wilson. 

  

Yesterday I got my $15 assignment from Calgary – also the Patriotic cheque thro’ Innis. 

  

Had to get a ton of coal – hated to have it put outside too, but have no other place to for it as yet.  

Wish I had a few hundred dollars and could find carpenters to put to work, to do things all up 

complete.  Then I’d have my winter supply of coal all put in too.  Our Thompson neighbor here 

has stored away 7 tons, I think it is, the last few days in that little n.w. building.  The coal’s $5.35 

now, with 50 cts more for cartage. 

  

I baked a dish pan full of doughnuts to-day – come along and have a few – I’ll make you a cup of 

cocoa too.  Some other sweet day, eh? 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Thurs. night – time I was in bed 

  

These letters of mine are of a sort of a diary-type, aren’t they?  Each evening I record the doings 

and happenings of the day in a letter to my dear, who now is nearly across the sea I expect.  You 

must have such strange feelings I’m sure as you near the old land once more – a whole mixture 

of them I should say. 

  

Well, to-day I preserved about 8 quarts of pears (that I really should scarcely have spent the 

money for just now) baked bread, and with the same fire did my ironing. 

  

Mrs. Farrow called in for a little while this afternoon on her return from a shopping tour. 

  

The doctor’s are having a furnace installed to-day.  Mr. Wm. Lindenberger has been chore-boy 

around there all day.  Is bumming in the time in town again just now I guess – still going around 

with half-length ragged shirt-sleeves as of old.  Mr. Farrow said he left Frank’s when the hardest 

of the stooking started. 

  

Well to follow all your goodly advice my dear I should be in bed now – get a pretty good share 

of sleep as a rule tho! Do you manage to sleep well on boat?  Were you sea-sick at all on this 

trip? I’m sure I’d be a great one to go on a sea voyage! 

  

The hardest part of your advice to follow, is hanging on to a little money – quite a job eh?  I’ve 

got a $20 cheque not cashed, but if I paid two of three little accounts here, Thompson, Bell, 

Setlington, not to mention the Doctor, my funds would be a decided minus quantity.  We’ll try to 

look after your daughter alright.  Yes, I guess we’ll leave out the Isabelle – Eliza Jane will be 

long enough - would be too bad to spoil so nice a name anyway by adding any other.  I suppose 

you wish you could shake me now – and tell me I’m a ridiculously silly little goose.  Aw, go on, 

I’m quite serious really!  Good-night sweetheart – wonder when I’ll ever be able to say that to 

you again? Doesn’t seem possible we’re so far apart, does it? And one don’t care to dwell upon 

the indefiniteness of the length of time for which it may be. 

 

 

 

Friday evening, Oct. 6
th

 

  

Arnott’s just come home with the kitten – it’s been gone about a week, and the weather has been 

so bad, and so much mud everywhere that I have not sent them to look for it before.  He got it at 

the Livery Barn.  I’m glad it’s home again and hope it stays this time.  Thompson’s have a batch 

of 6 or 7 cute, playful little fellows over at their place. 

  

To-morrow is Bertha’s birthday – 20 I think she is.  This Monday the 9
th

 is our Canadian 

Thanksgiving Day.  Last year it was on Nellie’s birthday – the 11
th

 isn’t that?  Wish her many 

happy returns of the day for me. 

  



Mr. Gage wanted to know to-day if we would sell the farm.  He’s wanting one nearer town.  

Today finishes up his required time on his place.  He thinks he can raise 18 or 20 hundred on it to 

apply on another place – and sell his own at a pretty good figure next summer after he has put in 

a 100 acre crop.  He has the offer of another place near town from a real estate agent, but thinks 

the price a little high. 

  

He soled my slippers and Lorne’s little felt boots for me without any charge. 

  

I want to send this to the Post Office now before tea, so must stop or the office will be closed.  

Got a letter from Great West today, one from Calgary Herald, and one from Mr. Campbell Delia 

– this latter returned the Buggy Pole note, applied that $10 on it, and part of price received for 

Plow bottom $3.96.  Said he received $5 more on the Democrat for which he gave us credit.  

Bye- bye now dear – my spell of waiting for letters is evidently on now. 

 

Yr. Loving Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sunday, Oct. 8
th

, 1916 

 

My sweetheart Sidney: -- 

 

How I’ve wondered to-day if you’re in old England again!  Because of the reported resumed 

activities of the submarines, of course I’ve been somewhat anxious, but do hope and trust it was 

a pleasant voyage without any mishaps.  The war–news you’ll find to be much the same as for 

the last few months I guess – favorable enough but it all seems so slow, it seems to me anyway.  

In some of the recent casualty lists I noticed a C. Duncan of Thornhill in the “wounded” – a 

Nelsonite I suppose! 

  

The boys have gone off to bed – and as I’ve been up a bit late for the last three nights I’m going 

right away too. Friday night I had resolved to go off early and about nine o’clock Mr. Braseth 

and Helen came into meet the train – Lyla, & May Nielsen were coming home from Calgary for 

their Thanksgiving holidays.  Of course they said they’d wait at the station or restaurant & not 

keep me up, but I wouldn’t hear of it – I was really glad to have them—of course Helen & I had 

a good deal of the time to ourselves, Mr. B. being off down town.  Then we had cocoa & cake 

just before train time, and a bite for the other girls when they came, just before they bundled into 

the automobile.  The threshing machine had not got to Braseth’s yet on account of the weather.  

Several mills started up again on yesterday (Saturday).  They, Braseth’s, are wanting to have 

their sale about Nov. 10
th

. 

  

Mrs. Lorne Farrow called yesterday afternoon, also Mrs. T. McKee.  Mrs. Lorne brought a nice 

head of cabbage – and offered to bring me in a bag of potatoes if I’d like to have them. I don’t 

know yet how we’re going to get ours at the farm taken up – or rather who we’ll get to do it. 

  

Mrs. Farrow came over to-day during S.S. hour for a little chat. 



  

I’ve had a sort of dissatisfied half-glum feeling to-day – how I’d love to have you here dear – 

hope the old war is soon over.  My eyes are getting sore now & tired – I’m going to have my cup 

of cocoa & toddle off.  Have got to be the greatest old cocoa granny, you know – will soon have 

to invest in a new can full.  Good night sweetheart, with kisses over the miles, by wireless, I 

guess. 

 

Your Loving wife Isabelle 

 

 

Tuesday, Oct. 10 

 

This has been a lovely warm day.  Yesterday was nice too that was Thanksgiving Day.  The 

doctor had his flag to the wind – the first time since you folks left.  All the threshing machines 

are busy – hope it keeps fine for awhile now – and I should think it will not take them long to do 

it all up, in here anyway, for there’s so many mills. 

  

Miss McDonald, teacher, went to spend Thanksgiving holidays with her sister near Hanna.  But 

is evidently taking a day extra, for she did not come back on this morning’s train as expected. 

  

Earle Houghton has the doctor’s old auto now, and has a great time chasing around with the girls 

from Farrow’s.  He got the auto and $50 for a team of horses. 

  

Yesterday I washed (Thanksgiving & all) and did a little of the ironing – got the house banked 

too! and the plaster board moved in!  I didn’t do these latter tho’.  With Mr. Bell as moving spirit 

I think, he, Barker, Crandall, Johnston, and the blacksmith’s helper, did it all up in a little while.  

It will make a difference to the warmth of the house. 

  

I got the enclosed letter from Bossley a few days ago.  How does it come we have this account? 

and can he come on the U.F.A. if I do not try to do something with it? 

  

According to the Manitou papers the 184
th

 (Sharpe’s) battalion has been moved overseas.  Bertha 

will be having the blues I suppose.  I got quite a budget of the home papers to-day – am 

enclosing the fern clippings from them that may be of interest. 

  

To-day Mrs. Setlington sent down three wild ducks to us, by her little daughter Mary.  Shall stuff 

and cook them to-morrow I expect.  I suppose over in England you’d not see a wild duck.  Do 

come, and help us eat these.  Really Sidney you don’t know how delighted I’d be if you’d step in 

the door now.  And what happy days we’d spend fixing up a cosy little nest here.  It’s not home 

at all you know dear without you.  How do Messers. Finlay and Lavers like the ‘way-from-

home’ part of it.  I expect Lavers is in great spirits to get in the old land again.  Well, it’s nice to 

think you’re getting a peep at it all again but I hope they don’t keep you too long.  Don’t get so 

infatuated with it all that you’ll not want to come back – I expect they’d love to keep you, but we 

really couldn’t spare you at all at all. Good-night again sweetheart.  God bless & keep you, and 

bring you safely back. 

 



Ever lovingly Isabelle 

 

[written on the side] Wed. ev’g. The boys have just arrived home from school, & I’m going to 

have them post this.  I suppose by this time you will have received some of my letters - & 

there’ll be one on the way to me!  To-day’s paper stated the 115
th

 had arrived safely – I breathed 

a prayer of thankfulness & a sigh of relief – but also another sigh.  It makes me feel so lonely or 

something sweetheart, to know you are really so very very far away.  Bye- bye now dearie – 

hope you never see the old war. 

 

Loving c.v. [?] 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Oct. 13, 1916 

 

 

My dear husband: -- 

 

I’ve so many things I should do but don’t feel much like doing any, I’m just leaving them all, 

and writing this.  I wonder when we’ll ever have you home again – it’s seems as tho’ the war 

would never end.  The other evening I was reading a letter from Mr. Richards over at Farrow’s – 

he said it was just keeping them busy sending over reinforcements – a good many had been sent 

from his battalion – several of their officers had been wounded and sent back.  And you know his 

battalion only left here about the first of June, wasn’t it?  I hope you are not hustled over so 

quickly, where are you anyway sweetheart?  Have you been to Brighton yet?  What an 

experience it will before you! Mr. Richards is at Shorncliffe.  He had been home for a 6 day 

leave.  I don’t know where his home is. 

  

Yesterday was Lorne’s birthday.  He and I went out to the farm, with Alf. Moodie’s driver and 

buggy.  In the forenoon Miss Margaret and I went over a bunch of grain tickets from the 

threshing on Alf. Moodie’s place.  Then we took dinner at Moodie’s, and Glen stayed there 

while Lorne and I went to the farm.  We had moonlight for our home trip – didn’t back till about 

7:30.  When we were going over the grade going out, I asked Lorne if he knew whose place that 

was, and he said ‘Papa’s’ – I thought maybe he wouldn’t recognize it. Then we went out in the 

stable while there. And he says “chuckie”, and went peering in all the mangers for eggs, just as 

they have done scores of times before.  My! it seems (nice and - guess I ‘ll leave off this 

adjective)  peaceful & quiet out there, somehow more like home.  But then of course I know it’s 

really better for us to be in here.  Harder to look after the little folks tho’.  Things out there look 

about as we left them.  Someone apparently has helped themselves to that good door which was 

over the well, and substituted that old thing which was in the stable.  All forks of any use seem to 

have disappeared.  You only sold one to McKee, didn’t you? I brought in some more sealers, the 

rest of the grain sacks, hoe, saw-horse etc, and when I went to the garden, to my surprise I found 

the beets were not frozen – so then I stopped to pull them up – got a big bagful of beets & carrots 

of course that was with tops & all shoved in.  A little wheat I rubbed out is awful looking stuff—

so shriveled & discolored. 



[written on the side] I gave the house a rough sweep out – just for old-times sake you know!  

‘That’s just like you Isabelle’, eh?  Mr. Milton has a 4’ x 4’ (not a bit bigger) addition built over 

his shack door – the little roof sloping south. 

  

That’s the last trip I’ll make to the farm I expect for awhile.  The threshing outfit was on Gordon 

Pierce’s place.  McKee was having his done too. 

  

Today the Moodie – Houghton mill finished on Farrow’s, and is now  working straight north 

here on Old Mr. Moddie’s.  Farrow’s had some No.1, some No.2, and 5 acres of No. 4.  Alf. 

Moodie’s grain tickets, we went over, were nearly all No.1.  Mr. Gage’s best is No. 4 – it was 

frosted.  The price of No. 1 wheat on Alf. Moodie’s tickets was $ 1.49 for one day, and $ 1.46 

for another day.  $1.43 for No.2.  

  

Our primula is just as nice as ever.  The three original bunches of flowers are still on it (of course 

I’ve pinched out some withered flowerlets), and another has joined them.  Then away down in 

the leaves are two more flower stalks snowing up – one of them with a blossom out on it.  

  

That little scamp of a Glen laughs, as I catch him playing with the soap & water dish.  There, the 

wash cloth has to go in too!  It’s great fun holding it up and watching the water drip from it.  A 

little while ago he was very quiet, so I went to the kitchen to see what was going on. There he 

was sitting at the open cabinet door helping himself to a whole duck! one of the little roast wild 

ones.  Yesterday he was nearly all the way up the stairs.  He don’t walk yet, but he could if he 

liked – he can take a few steps alone and chases chairs in all directions.  

  

Mrs. Lavers, they say has to-day, gone on the Moodie cook car work.  That’ll be about as good 

as being mascot for the battalion.  My! they’ve got one neglected looking farm out there.  The 

summerfallow is all grown over, and that bit of the N.E. corner never ploughed at all. 

  

The other evening our calf got out on the street here with Spot. But Mr. McG. happened to catch 

its’ rope while it was sucking the cow.  And didn’t it cut up all kinds of shines before he got it 

back again.  Mrs. Farrow says “My, isn’t it a fine calf!”  This was the first time I had seen it – 

she saw it of course while it was in their stable during the stormy weather.  To-day I took over 

more than a pickle-crock of cream to Mrs. Farrow to put with her own churning.  I use our 

surplus milk in the bread-making usually.  I’ve bread about ready for the oven now, so must 

about getting the fire started. 

  

The Calgary paper to-day gives account of another soldier riot in the city.  Shall send you a few 

of the papers—beginning with the 113
th

 departure.  Will try and get in the way of sending you 

them all tho’, about twice a week. 

  

So long, now Sidney my dear, I must shift myself about some of my work. 

 

Lovingly Isabelle. 

 

 

 



Sat. evening, Oct. 14
th

. 

 

This was the day poor May met her untimely death.  I had a letter from Bertha to-day – she was 

up visiting with Eva.  She has evidently been unable to get into Normal, and speaks of going 

back to school, that is to try her Second again. 

  

To-day there came a money order for $5.76,--dividends from the Alberta Co-operative Elevator 

Company – and I’m going to buy a bottle of ink!  The bottle has only had a drop & a half in it 

since before we left the farm –it’s a nuisance & exasperating. 

  

A fellow called to-day whose business is related to the government seed grain etc account. 

They’re not collecting from soldiers at all. 

  

Braseth’s have their sale billed for Nov. 11
th

.  Have you written to that wagon co., -- is it the 

Tudhope Anderson Co? Or shall I? 

  

The nice threshing weather was spoilt to-day by a rain. Isn’t raining just now but still cloudy, as 

tho’ we’d get more to-night.  Has saved us carrying water for washing Monday.  It’s an ill wind 

that blows nobody good eh?  Mr. Donnenworth, the butcher, is thinking seriously of enlisting, (in 

the band).  He has belonged to the 101
st
 (I think it was) regimental band & would have gone with 

them, but for his wife’s objections.  Another band is after him now.  He was inquiring what 

amount his family might get in case he went. 

 It’s tea time now dearie, so I must go. How I wish you were here to sit down with us.  

When will it ever be?  Bye-bye once more (in dreamland I went thro’ all your going away 

farewell again the other morning).  I suppose I must wait another week for your letter which I 

expect is on the way. 

  

Love and kisses from us all, 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle Brook. 

 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Tues. Oct. 17, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney: -- 

 

It seems rather strange to be writing to one I don’t get a letter from day in and day out – but those 

letters are coming aren’t they dearest? I’m getting my taste of what it was like to you when 

journeying all the way to England.  Mrs. Lavers sent her two youngest sons around yesterday to 

inquire if I had got word from you yet.  She’s in the cook car over at Frank Farrow’s. Poor silly 

woman, she might know word couldn’t have come back yet—she thought she should have had a 



letter.  I guess her mind will feel more at ease now – for she’ll know when I haven’t any it’s a 

dead sure thing she don’t need to worry about not getting one. 

  

Everything looks quite wintry to-day again.  Snowed last night and this forenoon some – it 

started with cloudy damp weather yesterday afternoon.  I washed, but did not get my clothes 

dried.  Threshing has been shut down since Sat. afternoon. 

  

Yesterday I expected to have had a carpenter start work here, but was disappointed again – he’s a 

Mr. Morrow from Buffalo Lake who has been out at Braseth’s all fall.  Mr. B.  brought him in 

Sunday morning, also Florence and Margaret, in the car.  He said he’d start work the next 

morning – but he was called away and Mr. Braseth told me yesterday morning he thought he 

ought to come back to the job in about a week.  They brought in two boxes of vegetables—beets, 

turnips, onions & a cabbage. 

  

Yesterday (Monday) as usual on washday, I had some visitors.  Miss Davis and Mrs. Percy 

Potter called.  Miss Davis offered to come in for me sometime if I’d go out.  I’ve had similar 

invitation from Mrs. Lorne F. & Mrs. Rees. 

  

Mrs. Bell sent her little girls over yesterday with a couple of wild ducks.  Part of the trophies of a 

Sunday trip I guess. I’m real glad to get them tho’ – it’s very nice of the folks. 

  

Jennings called Saturday evening with the film & print of that snap we took of you when you 

were home in August.  The film looks clear, but the sample print is very dark.  I’m going to see if 

better can't be produced from the film. 

  

The weather was so disagreeable & mossy above & underfoot this morning I did not send the 

boys to school. – must send them in the morning again if it is not to bad, so must now be off 

 

[written on the side] to bed.  Good-night sweetheart. Your loving wife Isabelle 

 

 

 

Wed, night Oct. 18 –  

  

A whole month since you left Calgary – over a month since we last saw your dear face – It seems 

ever so long ago – time don’t seem to go along the way it used to somehow.  I have to keep my 

wits about me to keep track of the days – everything seems sort of chaotic in life just now.  Hope 

all may come out bright and serene in the near future, and we be able to welcome our loving 

husband and Papa home again. 

  

To-night the stars have managed to get out – it’s clear & cold – still snow & ice about – the mud 

is quite stiff to-night.  It’s most discouraging threshing weather but has brought our carpenter 

man to work here.  He had gone to do stacking at Sam Thompson’s, but of course the snow has 

shut down on that, so he’ll be here for the rest of the week I guess. Started about 5 o’clock this 

evening, and covered most of the front room walls.  Only to-day I got acknowledgement of our 



last order to Cushings of Sept. 4. After writing twice about it, but they haven’t yet sent for bill of 

lading for former order.  Have written them another letter to-night. 

  

I must be off to dreamland now, or that carpenter fellow will be here before I get turned around 

in the morning – so night- night Sidney dear, with kisses from me. 

 

 

Friday, Oct. 20. 

 

The carpenter’s just gone for the night.  He sleeps at Farrow’s, breakfasts at Chinaman’s and 

dinner & supper here.  Most all the downstairs is done now – all except a little beside the stove in 

the kitchen.  Will get the upstairs finished to-morrow I guess, & summer house repaired.  My, 

but it does make a muss- he saws it all, and the lot of limy dusty stuff is a terror for the little 

folks getting around it, besides the white stuff on everything else.  It’s much the same as 

plastering, only minus the dampness. 

  

I’ve been trying to get that old friend Tracy of your to do the outside painting.  And to-night I 

accidently ran into him (Don’t take this literally) working at Bell’s rather to his discomfiture I 

think. Don’t know whether he’ll do it or not – scarcely think he wants to tho’.  He may not get 

ahead of me so easily as all that tho’. 

  

We got the report to-day that Mr. Neilsen had sold his place for $25,000. 

  

The Cushing freight came to-day – but with another broken window so the station agent says.  I 

do feel so annoyed - had hoped to get both windows fitted in while this carpenter was here now.  

It makes one tired. 

  

Arnott says “Paper will see all the plasterboard on when he comes home.”  And Gordon in 

delight clapped his hands at the idea.  Ah, my, yes, “when papa comes home” – how the old war 

does seem to drag along so slow.  Among the recent casualties has been an Adsett of Munson, 

Willie Cassel of Manitou (section man’s son – their oldest boy is also in the war) and Capt. 

Forster of Morden - some relative I presume of that Miss Forster who used to be at Whitney’s.  

All three are dead.  How I hope it’s all over before you reach the war zone.  But I trust God will 

protect you sweetheart no matter where you are. 

  

Yesterday I got that picture from Saskatoon of Ma, Eva, Aunt Annie & Aunt Maggie.  It’s fairly 

good.  But Aunt Annie has such a drawn, care-worn look on her face –it’s the strain of Allen 

being away in such danger I guess. She looks just the same in another snap she sent to she & 

Uncle Matt. 

  

I wonder if you’ve met your Brighton folks yet – you’ll have scarcely got off on leave yet I 

guess.  I was looking at the postcard picture of their home yesterday.  It seems you are away in 

another world, for me to see you in my mind’s eye, standing at that door.  It’ll be a tremendous 

surprise to them to see you – I’d just 

[written on the side] like to be looking on with a mighty telescope.  But then I’d be wishing more 

than ever it was your home-coming here instead of there dear. It’s awfully nice to think you have 



them over there tho’.  My eyes are getting tired – I must retired.  Hope to get one of your letters 

before I have another ready to post. C. I 

 

[written upside down on top] When at Brighton, put the curtains off that down stairs bay window 

in your pocket & bring them home with you. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alta. 

Mon. Oct.23
rd

, 1916 

 

 

My dear husband: -  

 

Another wash-day over – and I didn’t have any visitors, and I’m tired, too tired to sit on a chair – 

so this letter to-night won’t be very long because I’m going to toddle off to bed.  Wonder how 

you are keeping all this time dearie! quite well and happy I hope.  Hope I get a letter to-morrow 

– a letter from my dearest dear so very far away.  What does it feel like anyway to be away over 

there in England!  I’ll step over some one of these evenings just to take a glimpse around at 

everything and everybody, and give my husband about a thousand kisses, and trot him back 

home with me.  Would you come? 

 

The threshing machines started up again to-day, or this afternoon at least some of them did, after 

over a week’s rest.  The sky’s all clouded again to-night, but I do hope it passes over without 

anymore precipitation.  Want to see our potatoes taken up too before there’s any more weather. 

  

Mr. Morrow, our carpenter, left Saturday evening – got a phone from Sam Thompson’s asking 

him to come back for stacking – and he said they were going to stack on Sunday! according to 

the way this Morrow talks, there’s all kinds of work done up that way, Sunday the same as any 

other day.  As soon as the staking is done (about a week) or if the weather is bad again he’ll be 

back here.  Has put all the plaster board on but one sheet – there’s not enough to finish upstairs – 

I may be able to get some left–over from the parsonage.  And do you know there’s no asbestos 

about that stuff at all – it’s nothing but building paper. It’s the greatest asbestos to burn I ever 

saw.   

  

McKee called Saturday evening to speak about our east place.  He was going to start ploughing 

on the 30 acre piece to-day. 

  

Johnny Rees’s have a new baby girl.  Guess that’s all from tired me to-night.  Love and kisses 

from each of us. Night-night Sidney. 

 

 

 

 

 



Wednesday night 9 o’clock. 

 

I’m disappointed to-night because I didn’t get a letter from you to-day dear.  The old east express 

didn’t get in till about 7 o’clock this evening so we didn’t get the east mail.  Do hope to see that 

familiar handwriting on an envelope to-morrow tho’.  The Lavers youngsters called yesterday 

with a note asking for that fruit cake recipe again and asking if I had heard from Mr. Brook yet.  

The cook-car has a Chinaman in it now, and Mrs. Lavers is now down helping her friends Mrs. 

Reeves with the threshing work, so the youngsters said.  She is going to cook for Nugents & 

Jennings threshing too.   The weather is keeping fine.  Our grain may get threshed sometime next 

week.  To-day I got our potatoes in – Mr. Donnenworth took them up for half.  They didn’t 

amount to anything tho’ – just seven bags, and quite a few small ones too I guess.  Not worth the 

hard time I had hoeing the weeds out of them.  Still I’m glad to have them, - will save us buying 

any for a couple of months.  To-day I just cooked up the last of what we had here.  He brought 

those bags of barley to Moodie’s too. 

  

Glenn will soon make up his mind to walk I think – goes short distances of half a dozen steps 

quite often now.  Feels quite proud of himself too.  Lorne and this little lady next door chum it 

most of all day while the boys are away to school.  At school they’re making preparations for a 

Xmas tree entertainment.  The boys seem to like school.  Gordon seems to be picking things 

right up – exploring new fields for himself etc. – I think it’ll keep Arnott hustling to keep up with 

him – he don’t seem to grasp things quite so quickly.  And that little monkey of a Lorne will 

spell after Gordon  “ I s-e-e  m-a-m-m-a  a-n-d  b-a-b-y” etc just as plainly as anything, but won’t 

try the words at all.  He’s awfully slow about talking. 

  

Glen’s awakened and having quite a cry, so must adjourn for the present & see what’s the matter.  

Good-night sweetheart.  

 

 

Friday night, Oct. 27
th 

 

I should have posted this letter before now but each day I’ve been looking for one of yours.  

Yesterday I told Mr. F. he was a great mailman when he couldn’t get a letter over from England 

in this time.  And this morning when he started to look thro’ the letters I asked him if he had ‘the 

right one’ this morning but he said “No,” before he had gone thro’ the pile.  It’s hard to wait now 

that I feel one may be along any day, but I understand of course in these times there’s likely to be 

any kind of delays.  Lottie Gage remarked by way of offering me some consolation I guess she 

tho’t, that she didn’t think that any of them had been heard from yet – John Martin nor any of the 

others.  Of course she didn‘t need to have told me that, for as I told her, I didn’t expect any one 

would hear any sooner than I did.  They don’t just know what a prompt sweetheart of a letter-

writer I’ve got for a husband.  It seems such a long time tho’ since we’ve seen, or heard from 

you, dearest. 

  

The papers report the 175
th

 also arrived in England safely.  Sarcee Camp is breaking up now for 

the winter.  It must have been a terrible spot thro’ the damp, cold snowy weather we’ve had.  A 

half a dozen flakes of snow fell again to-day, but it’s nice to see the sky all clear again to-night, 



is quite chilly tho’. Browning was to finish threshing at noon to-day, and the mill to move to 

Nugent’s – then it goes to Sammy’s.  Expect to have our bit done them. 

 

Mr. Hamilton, I.H.C. man called this afternoon – a very nice person, with his ears stuck one too 

much at right angles to his head.  He’s been instructed to offer $30 discount on the interest, 

which amounts to about $120 on all notes, if it was settled up this fall.  This afternoon I was 

fixing up the old robes. I took 10 or 2 inches out of the centre, the torn worn part – used the 

scraps for patching the rest, and sewed it up again.  So now it is some narrower than originally 

but without any holes-- have the lining to put into it again, & it’s done.  Will do to thro’ over a 

chair, or to put over the mattress on a bed for the winter.  

  

To-morrow’s Saturday, but Miss McDonald is going to teach to make up for a day she lost after 

Thanksgiving – consequently I must be off to bed, and be around to get the boys off in time in 

the morning – it’s an awful hard job for Arnott to get his clothes induced to get on in the 

mornings in any kind of a reasonable length of time.  Glen’s walking most anywhere he likes to-

day – feels most awful big too about it.  He’s still “Papa’s baby” tho’ if Lorne has anything to 

say about it.  Again good night dearie – how we’d all love to see you, but we must just wait I 

guess – and hope and pray that the time won’t be too awfully long.  

 

With love and kisses your Isabelle 

 

 

Saturday Oct.28:-- 

  

The ‘right one’ arrived to-day – ever so glad to get it too, yes it is comforting to think there is 

prospects of you being left out of the awful fray.  A wire came to-day saying Capt. Easton has 

been injured.   C.I. 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

October.30
th

 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

  

Many happy returns of your wedding day, my dear.  Hope we may spend our next one together.  

How little we thought nine years ago that the world would be steeped in such a conflict, or my 

husband away a soldier.  Wonder what will be in store for us before any year rolls around? 

 

I suppose you’ve been to see the folks at Brighton.  How did you find them all?  Tell me all 

about your visit.  They would not be expecting you at all I guess.  Of course I know your home 

going could never be now what you have looked forward to for years, but still it nice to think 

when you are so far away from us – from this home – that you have friends and loved ones over 

there, even tho’ the one around whom the home centred has been called away.  I wish you’d send 

one of those sisters of yours over here for the winter, due to arrive not later than December 1
st
.  I 



have no one in view yet – sent a letter to a soldier’s wife to-day who advertised in Herald, but 

there’s likely to be lots of others do the same and it’s only a chance if I hear from her. Without 

you, I am not looking forward very brightly to the next month – you don’t know what a 

difference your loving sympathetic presence makes. 

  

To-day my wash-day visitor was Mrs. Wm. Nixon.  She just called for a little while, just after I 

had got the washing done, and things straightened around.  She says Mr. Sam Martin has sold his 

place.  Do the military authorities over there make any fuss about John M’s sight?  I was reading 

an item the other day about there being altogether too many unfits passed on this side of the 

water.  I am indeed glad and relieved that there is chance of you being left in England.  Before I 

had finished your letter on Saturday, Mrs. Farrow came across, her face beaming, to rejoice with 

me that you hadn’t to go to the Front.  They had got a letter from you the same morning but 

before I got mine from the Office.  I suppose those who are wed out are given other army 

employment of some kind?  Are those officers who are leaving you (Col Pryce-Jones etc ) being 

sent right on to take commands at the firing line? 

  

Mrs. Farrow spent the Sunday-school hour yesterday over here with me.  

 

I’m tired, and it’s time I was in bed anyway, so will say Good-night dear.  Have a cold coming 

on to-night yrs. lovingly Isabel 

  

 

 

Saturday Nov. 4
th 

 

 

Well, Sidney I don’t know just where to begin with this section of my letter.  I should have 

finished it and sent it off before this, but this household has been in such an upset condition all 

week that I just thought I better not write.  A few hours after I finished what you have already 

read on the first sheet, we had a premature warning and things just hung fire till Thursday 

evening.  Tuesday we engaged Mrs. Hodge as nurse, but on account of the men folks being away 

threshing she had all the chores etc. to do, so could not stay at nights.  She was here Tuesday & 

Wednesday – then their fence around green feed stack got broken down, and she couldn’t come 

any more because of all kinds of stock getting into it.  Miss Moodie stayed Tuesday night – then 

we got Mrs. Lavers, by Wed. evening – and she stayed till yesterday (Friday) afternoon.  She has 

to bake for Jennings threshing etc.  Of course Mrs. Farrow was sort of overseeing things all the 

time.  Well, anyway Eliza Jane arrived Thursday evening Nov. 2
nd

 – not far off her mother’s 

birthday eh?  Hope this has not all taken your breath away.  I suppose you’ll be coming across by 

wireless or something of that kind as soon as you read this, eh dear?  Wish with all my heart you 

would walk into the room, just this very minute. 

  

D. T was on hand, and Mrs. Farrow filled nurse’s place. Mrs. L. was general assistant.  And 

since Mrs. Lavers left yesterday she’s, Mrs. F., been staying right here – leaving her own 

household duties.  Moodie’s took Glen & Lorne, this morning to look after them, and we’re 

hoping to get Miss Hector for next week.  She’s just gone home tired from Johnny Rees, and is 

not feeling very well.  But said she would not see us stuck. It’s next thing to impossible to get 



any one.  Farrow’s will take Gordon & Arnott, and Mrs. Hodge offered to take the washing (said 

she’d take the children too, she’s a good heart and soul, and so handy in the house, was so sorry 

she couldn’t have stayed.  Declared she wouldn’t take anything for her services either.)  So 

maybe Miss Hector after a few days rest will come, and look after Eliza Jane.  She’s a little 5 

pounder – it is really a girl you know dear.  Gordon says she’s a “Macintosh Red’ because her 

little round head is so red.  Others say “She’s a pretty little thing – (just like her mother!) What 

are you laughing at?  That’s so Lorne says she’s “Papa’s baby,” and I asked him whose baby was 

Glen then, and he says “two babies” - “Papa two babies.”  Alice May’s mother is lying here in 

bed with the tablet up in front of her now.  So that to be the name.  She seems to be a fairly good, 

natured little soul just like her mother too oh no her father I meant.  

 

Had some chicken & broth to-day – part of a nice one Queenie brought in yesterday afternoon.  

Mrs. Innes brought me up some pudding for dinner too, and some of a batch of cookies she had 

just made.  Mrs. Lorne called yesterday with two nice little woolen undervests.  On Thursday she 

brought me in a bag of potatoes and some nice large turnips too.  Yesterday morning Mr. Ernie 

S. left some large heads of cabbage his good wife had sent in.  Mrs. Bell has offered to send over 

a few pieces of little clothing.  So you see ever one has been and is wonderfully thoughtful of us.  

I say everyone but that isn’t quite right. This week I had hoped to have had our little bit of grain 

threshed.  Understood it was arranged to do it when they were done at Stevenson’s – haul it over 

there – but here old Sammy wouldn’t let them.  He’s such a man of his word all of a sudden, that 

they couldn’t possibly break into their program, and take an hour to thresh the bit of grain for the 

man who is away to fight his battles, and defend his old home for him.  Mr. Farrow told him 

pretty plainly over the phone what he thought about such business.  Now I suppose the little bit 

we have is left to the ravages of this same honorable gentleman’s cattle & pigs.  My I like his 

patriotic and neighborly spirit!  The sinner he is.  There may not be very much of it, and not a 

very good grade, but all the more reason why we need it, and everything, to stuff they wouldn’t 

look at other years, it worth big money this fall.  But there, I must drop this – it would never do 

for me to put on paper all I fell and think about it. 

 

I got your letter or note mentioning your visit to Brighton, on Thursday morning, also a letter 

from Alice written the same day Oct. 16
th

.  Lorne brought the mail over in a sugar sack, & I got 

quite a start for a second when I noticed a black edged envelope down in the bag – Mrs. Lavers 

said I went white.  Of course it was Alice’s.  It is so nice to think you’ve been to see them all.  

And I can well believe as Alice said a great deal of excitement prevailed at their house that 

weekend, when they heard you were in England & coming to see them that night or next 

morning.  Say, are those curtains on that downstairs day window as nice as they look in the 

picture?  Ma sent me up a nice lace pair the other day.  Have not received my birthday parcel 

from them yet. 

 

Now sweetheart I’ve written here a great deal longer than I meant to have, maybe longer than I 

should have, but I wanted to send it off to-day.  I suppose I can look for you to come bounding in 

about the day after to-morrow. Wouldn’t that be grand.  Anyway so long just now dearie – write 

as often as you can.  Hope you’re keeping quite well all the time.  We’re well except for a cold. 

Bye bye with love & kisses. 

 

Your loving wife Isabelle 



 

There, I’ve gone and forgotten to send you Mrs. Lavers’ message.  When your letter arrived the 

other day she says “and I haven’t got one from Daddy.”  ‘ Just a little note but it shows he thinks 

of you – and – my husband doesn’t think of me.”   “Now when you write to Mr. Brook, I want 

you to remember me to him, and tell him I think he’s an ideal husband, and I just wish he’d give 

my husband a few lessons.”  I think that was it all, when she started I told her to wait till I got a 

pencil to shorthand it.  Have trusted to memory for it tho’. 

 

I suppose Mr. L. has been off to see his folks also. Yesterday Mrs. L. didn’t get a letter, either - I 

tried to console her by saying “but it’s only last Saturday that you got one,” – but she turned on 

me as quick as a flash – with “But what about you?”  She’d have been alright I guess if she 

hadn’t known I’d get one.  Oh well I must stop am getting weary.  Bye bye sweetheart. 

Isabelle 

 

I see by the News Telegram one of the 113
th

 has already been wounded, Pte McCoach. 

  

  


