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Craigmyle, Alberta 

Monday, November 6, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s pretty dull and quiet lying here – how I wish you’d come bounding up the steps, and talk to 

me.  I’ve just written a letter to A. B. Cushing’s giving them a little rousing up.  It seems we’ll 

never get the window for the front, nor the bill of lading for the other one.  I’ve got pretty nearly 

sick of writing and writing letters without getting any answer or satisfaction. 

 

Mrs. Farrow is still here.  It seems awful to be keeping her away from her own house & work so 

long.  Gordon had pretty nearly croup last night, so we didn’t let him go to school to-day. 

 

Mrs. Lavers & Queenie called this afternoon.  Mrs. Thompson, next door, brought in some nice 

nut bread & grape juice to-day.  Saturday evening Mrs. Bell brought over a lovely layer cake. 

 

Crandall’s have a baby girl – arrived yesterday.  It’s getting to be a great town for babies.  

Andersons’ & Remington’s are next I guess. 

 

Tues. night Nov. 7
th

 

 

The boys have just gone to bed, that is Gordon and Arnott.  Lorne and Glen are still at Moodie’s.  

It seems queer to be without them, but would seem queerer I guess if I was up around the house.  

Mrs. Farrow is still here – we’ve been expecting Miss Hector to come, but she has not shown up, 

so she must not be well enough to come.  Mrs. Hodge offered to come again for to-morrow to 

relieve Mrs. Farrow for the day.  Mr. Farrow has just come into the kitchen to see his best girl.  

How I’d love to have my dearest dear here to be with me.  I often think as I see the neighbor 

women moving about how thankful they ought to be to have their husbands here with them.  And 

just to think mine is away thousands of miles for we don’t know how long.  Surely there’ll be a 

bright and happy home-coming day tho’ in the not-to-far future.  I’d just love to be able to throw 

my arms round your neck now dear, and give you a hundred kisses.  I expect you’d love to be 

here to see that little girl of yours too.  Tho’ tiny, she’s quite a fat little dot, with a great crop of 

hair.  Has a little cry or two each night, but isn’t too bad most of the time. 

 

I’m nibbling at a cinnamon roll – one of some which Mrs. MacGregor sent along with the boys 

to-night when they were down for milk.  It’s real nice.  Reminds me of my visits to Lenny 

Wilson’s (more properly Mr. Lenard Wilson’s, our old schoolmaster) when I used to go to 

Altamont with him once a week for music lesson.  They used to have cinnamon rolls quite often 

– tasted just like this one. 

 

Mrs. Frank F. brought us a chicken this afternoon.  Mrs. Hodge called this morning, and took the 

washing home with her.  She’s a good-hearted body.  The beginning of next month she means to 

take a trip to see her folks in the States. 



 

Rogers, they say, are leaving Taylor’s place and moving onto Mallary’s place near Dowling 

Lake.  Poor Mrs. Rogers is getting further away from town. 

 

I had a letter from Aunt Annie to-day.  I guess you’ll have one from her before you receive this.  

She said she had written to you and Allan last week. Allan’s taking a Lieut. course at Shorncliffe 

and expects to go back to the Front about Christmas.  I judge from your letter your camp is not 

far from Shorncliffe.  You will be able to see Allan.  Have you seen Mr. Richards yet?  Probably 

you’ll see Charlie Oke too? 

 

I asked Aunt Annie if she was coming to spend Christmas with us.  She may.  I hope she does.  

She’s fretting awfully about Allan I think.  She says she feels almost unnerved these days.  

Thinking all along he’d be sent home, it has been such a disappointment to her to hear he’ll be 

sent back again.  Eliza Jane’s making herself heard, and asking for attention now.   

 

Wednesday, forenoon 8
th

 

 

Mrs. Hodge is in charge to-day.  She brought our mail with her this morning, and I was just so 

delighted to get another letter from you.  She could scarcely get it up the stairs fast enough, when 

I knew it had come.  Your description of your home-going makes me wish I’d been there going 

along all those streets with you – hastily finding your way to the old home.  It’ll be too bad if you 

have to go to France, for in England you might see the folks so much oftener.  It’s just lovely to 

think you’ve met them all again.  Alice told me about Annie showing you around on Saturday – 

being in the barber shop one hour and 10 minutes! etc.  Would Nellie ever really think of coming 

back with you, I wonder?  I scarcely expect so. 

 

In the ev’g:- 

The little Braseth girls called this afternoon and brought in a turkey from their mother.  Their 

sale is this Saturday Nov. 11.  They’re selling everything.  Arnott’s going to take this to the 

office before he has his supper.   

 

Bye-bye dear, 

With love, Isabelle 

 

 

 

[Pencil copy of a letter written by Isabelle on Sidney’s behalf, to A.B. Cushing Lumber 

Company] 

 

Craigmyle, 

Nov 6, 1916 

 

A.B. Cushing Co. 

Calgary 

 

Dear Sirs:- 



Has the staff of the A. B. Cushing Co. all gone to the war, or what in the world is the matter that 

they don’t attend to business in a prompt business-like way.  I have given you two orders, one 

Aug 17 and one Sept 4, and you will surely agree with me that orders of so long standing as that, 

should not be hanging on to this date without having been attended to & closed up long before 

this.  It seems I have written letters without number, but without receiving any answer or 

satisfaction whatsoever. “Shipments made promptly”  you advertise but I’m sorry to have to say, 

I’ve found no promptness in any shape or form.  I always like to allow for oversights which may 

occur in any business, but when repeated efforts to have attention paid these orders has failed, 

this negligence seems scarcely excusable.  

 

However, once more I refer you to these orders.  Re. order of Sept Aug. 17.  As stated before the 

large pane of cottage window No. 68 was broken, and we had it replaced here at our local 

hardware (C.S. Sitlingtons) costing us $4.20.  Now without I want the bill of lading from you as 

without this I cannot collect any damages from the C.N.R. – or else expect you to put up the 

$4.20 for fixing up window.  I can send the hardware bill to verify my word as to cost of 

replacing the glass.  Then regarding Sept. 4
th

, order for a colored glass cottage window, and an 

inside door, after a long delay, the shipment arrived Oct 20
th

 with broken window.  I have not 

accepted the shipment, and have asked you by letter of Oct 21
st
 to replace  if you will duplicate 

order, and look to C.N.R. for damages?  Now if this order matter cannot be straightened up at 

once, and the window on hand right away, I must ask you to refund the amount of the order 

$7.90, for with the cold weather practically upon us, the house cannot be left long in this 

unfinished state, and if I cannot get the window from you, I must order it elsewhere. 

 

Trusting to have this given your immediate  attention, I am 

 

Yours Sincerely 

Sidney Brook 

Per C. I. B. 

 

 

 

[Letter written to Mr. Sydney Brooks [sic] from A.B. Cushing Lumber Company Limited, 

Calgary, Alta., dated November 7
th

, 1916:-- in reply to Isabelle’s letter of November 6
th

, 1916] 

 

November 7
th

, 1916 

 

Mr. Sydney Brooks, 

Craigmyle, Alta. 

 

Dear Sir: 

 

We have your favor of Nov. 5
th

, and regret exceedingly that you r orders have not been looked 

after better.  As you suggest we are very short handed here, however, on receiving your last 

letter, we put a rush order in the Mill for this window and on looking it up to-day, find that it will 

be shipped to-morrow.  We are enclosing Bill of Lading wanted on former shipments.  We are 



charging this window to the C.N.R. but may have to get you to sign some statements to the effect 

that shipments was so badly damaged that it was practically worthless. 

 

Thanking you, we are 

 

Yours truly, 

A.B. Cushing Lumber Co. Ltd 

Per:  E. O. Egliston. 

GE/LB. 

 

[Isabelle’s handwritten note at the bottom of the above letter:-] 

 

Say wouldn’t that make you laugh.  It’s remarkable how smart some people can be when they get 

a little straight-from-the-shoulder.  Answered my letter the very next day this time.  Could never 

get an answer to 5 or 6 real courteous ones I wrote before.  They never guess  how innocent 

Sidney Brook is tho’ of such sauciness tho’.  But then I’ve got to be doing something when I’m 

lying here. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, 

Saturday, Nov. 11, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

You just ought to see what wintry weather we’re having.  Wednesday morning the ground had a 

little coating of snow, which went off, but in the evening it started falling again, and has snowed 

and snowed since till now there’s a good many inches of it I guess.  For a while yesterday 

afternoon it was quite blizzardy  for a while, they said.  Of course I’m shut up here still – I’ve 

been dreading the days, this is the last tho’.  Guess I’ll have so much to do when I am up around 

tho’, I’ll be wishing I had a chance to go to bed for a while. 

 

This morning I was delighted to get your third letter this week.  And of course was quite amused 

over Aunt Wig’s disappointment in not seeing you in kilts – she’s fonder of seeing you in them 

than I’d be.  I don’t know what any one sees in them and the other ordinary uniforms are so neat 

and dressy.  I think you look fine in yours.  Alice said the little girls were disappointed in their 

uncle’s garb.  If you were here just now in such things, I’ll bet (excuse the expression) you’d be 

glad to jump into decent clothes. 

 

It’s an awfully cold day for Braseth’s sale.  As it is not threshing weather, many will be there 

tho’, with fine weather could not have gone.  The people, in general, gave them a little farewell 

at the hall last night.  The disagreeable weather did not permit of a very big crowd attending.  

Just had an impromptu program, and light lunch.  Mrs. Braseth called in for a little while before 

the affair.  Poor woman, she’s just tired out – she says there’s been such a rush all summer – she 

said it was such a whirl all the time, she hadn’t time to think she was alive.  She made us laugh 

when she said, “While taking the cattle down the ½ mile to and from the pasture each day, was 



the only time she has to think”.  For the last two months they’ve had 12 or 13 (with themselves) 

most all the time for every meal, and they had the threshers for 3 weeks.  They had thought of 

going into Calgary in the auto, but now with this snow-storm, they’re going to take the train 

Tuesday morning.  Dinner time now. 

 

4 o’c in the afternoon – (I haven’t been able to afford that bottle of ink yet) 

 

I’m downstairs now – Mrs. Sitlington Sr. came in this afternoon, and they moved my bed 

downstairs, so I won’t have so many trips up & downstairs till I get stronger.  She has came [sic] 

in the last three evenings, and allowed Mrs. Farrow to go over home for a few hours.  She 

brought along a pie and a jar of peaches this afternoon.  Mr. Nielson sent in a chicken on 

Thursday.  That’s the fourth fowl in a week.  

 

I had a letter from Looloo the other day.  Of course it was mostly of your visit home.  She said 

she could see it was you by the 2
nd

 day you were there – “his eyes are just the same”, she says, 

“but his nose is better shape than it used to be, & he is taller than he was´.  “He seemed to go on 

in much the same way he & Walter used to at home, & little things he remembers I think 

wonderful” and “Do you know, dear, it didn’t seem at all strange to me, his being here – it didn’t 

seem that he could have been away that long time.”  All the accounts of your home visit have 

been so interesting to me.  I felt as tho’ in a sense I was enjoying it all with you. 

 

The carpenter has been away three weeks now.  But Mr. Braseth phoned him up the other 

evening and he said he’d be back on Monday.  I wish the work was all finished up.  It seems 

everything is so unsettled for such a long time. 

 

Mrs. Rees & Winnie called last evening.  My eyes are getting sore, so I must stop.  With reading 

for snatches & writing to put in time I’ve been a little hard on them I guess.  No, I don’t think the 

boys can realize what a distance you are away.  Still they’d like to have you home.  There are 

soldiers of your age & older who have been sent to the front, aren’t there?  Won’t that uncle of 

Miss Bennett’s be older?  How is Lavers & Finlay getting on?  Mrs. Farrow read us a letter from 

John Martin the other evening.  She’s just sent over home now for the Hanna Herald – she’s 

heard there’s a letter in it from him.  He said there was a great shortage of men. 

 

Last ev’g we got the word Frank Burrows had been killed 20 minutes after reaching the trenches. 

 

Bye-bye dearest, love from each of us.  God bless & keep you. 

Your Loving Wife, Isabelle 

 

[Three newspaper clippings attached to Isabelle’s letter of November 11, 1916] 

 

“In the Wrong Pew” 

Alberta women are free to vote, 

A thanksgiving song is sung 

From the eloquent and alluring throat 

Of the novelist, N. McClung. 

And now for months she’ll be intent 



On saving the Sifton government. 

  “J.E.M.,” in Toronto News 

 

 With all due respect to the presidential candidates of the United States, we are of the opinion 

that Mrs. Nellie McClung or Canada could give cards and spades to both Wilson and Hughes, 

and beat both of them, as a real, live election campaigner.  [Isabelle wrote in the margin “She’s 

in the States lecturing]. 

 

“Answered” 

During a trial in a country village the local blacksmith was required as a witness.  A messenger 

having been dispatched to fetch him, he soon arrived, straight from his work, hot, dusty, and 

dirty. 

The Judge, a very fastidious man, noticed this, and remarked severely, “Look here, my man, 

what do you mean by coming into court in this state?  How long do you wear your shirts?” 

The smith flushed and answered surlily, “Jist about down ter me knees, gov’nor. ‘Ow long do 

you wear yours?” 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sun. Nov. 12, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s bed-time – a little after nine – so I’m only going to write a line or two.  I wrote a letter to Ma 

this afternoon, and told her about ‘Eliza Jane’, and all the laughs we had had about her 

grandmothers’ name combination. 

 

I’m up and moving around to-day.  Mrs. Farrow went home this forenoon after she had 

straightened things around.  Said she was going to take the washing over to-morrow.  I’m feeling 

pretty good – not good for a great deal as yet that’s all.  Miss Moodie called this afternoon.  I 

guess they’ll bring Lorne & Glen home to-morrow or the next day.  They wouldn’t mind keeping 

them longer.  I believe they’ll miss the little chaps when they leave.  Glen is up to all kinds of 

mischief – I expect old Mrs. Moodie has made quite a pet of him – it just seems to tickle her all 

over to see him so full of nonsense.  The more fun the better it suits him you know.  Miss 

Margaret said Lorne pitches in to Alf for a tussel [sic] every time he comes in – Alf likes to play 

with him.  She says Lorne still asks about the “two babies”  And he didn’t see very much of this 

little lady before he went away.  But he don’t seem to have let it slip out of his mind.  But asked 

if he’s a baby, she says, he says “no, no, no”.  It doesn’t seem right to not have them in the house 

here now.  And how many times this day I thought how I’d love to have you here dear – and 

there you are away so far living in an old tent.  Is it more comfortable there than at Sarcee?  The 

papers state that troops are expected to be gone from Canada by the New Year – all except 

incomplete battalions. 

 

It sounds funny to hear the boys say “What are you crying for, sister”?  Don’t cry, little sister”.  

Now wouldn’t that sound strange to your ears in this house?  And in the letters from Alice & 



Looloo, it seems so queer too to have them speak of Dorothy & Marjorie’s “Uncle Sidney”.  I 

think if anybody called me “Auntie” I’d topple over.  Now I suppose you’re laughing.  But really 

I can’t imagine it at all, I’d feel as tho’ I was in another world, and got to be maybe fifty all at 

once.   

 

Aw, well, this is getting to be an awful long line or two, and the time is going on too.  Mrs. 

Farrow took a look in a few minutes ago on her way from church.  

 

Night-night sweetheart   XXX – silly looking things aren’t they 

 

Your loving Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Wed. Nov 15, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I feel tired enough for bed – it’s nearly nine o’clock, but I’m going to write you a few lines 

between my mouthfuls of cocoa.  Was going to start at it a little while ago and there, I never had 

the boys’ lunches up yet – I make them up in the evenings now, so as not to be so rushed in the 

morning.  School starts at 9:30 now, so it is not quite so hurried as when it was at 9.  The boys 

got their cards from you to-day written on our wedding day – they were quite delighted over 

them too.  Last week through the snowy cold weather they did not go to school – for they are not 

fitted out for bad, or wintry weather yet.  I got overshoes for them the end of the week, so they 

started in again on Monday – the weather was milder then – I think the snow is gradually all 

going to go off.  Yesterday Mrs. Farrow called saying Mr. S. Martin had given her $10 to spend 

on clothing for the boys.  She brought a white woolen blanket from the store, and I added $3 to 

what was left to send to Eaton’s for combination underwear for the three of them ($7.50).  And I 

still have their overcoats, leather mitts, and winter footwear to get for them.  One thing about it – 

it’ll all last for a while if I ever get the chink for it.  Last week I hadn’t a red cent to my name, till 

at last October’s $15 cheque came.  As yet have not received anything from the Patriotic for last 

month.  All this carpenter work takes quite a slice out of each month’s allowance.  Will get it all 

straightened up and paid off some day before so very long tho’ I hope.  The crop, what little 

there is, is out under this snow – won’t be surprised if we never realize anything from it. 

 

To-day the carpenter was working at the piece we’re putting on the back of the house – that is a 

platform 5 feet wide all along the back, with 10 ft. on the east end closed in, which will be used 

now for coal – (another big item,  I’d like to put in 3 to 5 tons, and it’s over $5 a ton now.)  I’ve 

had the window taken out of the north end of the dining room and put into the east of this 

addition.  This place will do for a store-room, or summer bedroom, later on.  Have been unable 

to get the cellar cleaned out so cannot use it for coal, or vegetables either.  The carpenter has the 

seams between the sheets of plaster board all plastered on the down stairs.  All the woodwork is 

yet to do, and more plaster board to put on upstairs, and the crevices plastered.  He’ll hardly get 

it finished this week I’m thinking. 



 

Miss Moodie brought Lorne home yesterday – he seems to have grown in the little while he’s 

been away.  I pretty nearly forget what Glen looks like – guess you’ll have forgotten what any of 

us look like.  Lorne had got so attached to Miss Moodie, he didn’t just cry, but he felt it pretty 

badly when she was leaving for home again. But his baby sister takes the place of every one now 

– he fairly dots (I don’t know how to spell that) over her. 

 

Miss MacDonald (teacher) called this evening to see Baby Brook.  She has a brother in the army, 

who went over with the first contingent, and he was sick once, but never yet wounded. 

 

Our German friends across the street brought over a nice cake, and can of strawberries last 

Saturday evening. 

 

It’s getting around to ten o’clock, so I really must be off to dreamland --  Good-night sweetheart 

– pleasant dreams to you.  These last few nights I’ve had anything but pleasant dreams. 

 

Saturday afternoon Nov. 18 

 

Two months ago yesterday that we bid you good-bye dearie.  As I see the train pull in in the 

mornings I often think of the morning it carried you away.  Different times I’ve wakened up at 

night and found myself dreaming about our last good-bye, and with tears trickling down my 

cheeks.  Feeling a bit that way now, but there’s a carpenter moving about the house so I must 

brace up.  He’s going to leave to-night, and the work isn’t all done either.  I was hoping to have 

had it all finished up now.  His family is living in Bashaw, and he got word his wife is sick, so he 

meant to go off on a freight to-night.  The parlor and dining room are finished, and the coal shed.  

We got the other window at last, and have the windows all in now, and the door between the hall 

and kitchen hung.  He’s working at the wood work in the hall now.  And I want to get him to do 

a little fixing at the old washer yet this evening.  It’s a nuisance not to be having everything 

finished now, it keeps things so upset for so long. 

 

Mrs. Cranford called again yesterday.  You’ll notice I’ve got some new ink -  called on the old 

Doctor for it last evening, & asked him how much we owed him & he said “Nothing – till after 

the war is all over”.  I tried to get him to give me the acc’t but he wouldn’t – I’ll pay him some as 

soon as I have it tho’ anyway.  Got a letter to-day from those Hanna lawyers.  They’ve had 

Lawson’s account handed to them.  Did I tell you in a letter before that the Doctor is back from 

the war they say.  Mr. & Mrs. Farrow spent last evening over here – Mrs. F. bringing her 

knitting.  She’s knitting socks for Jnr. Martin.   

 

So long now Sidney. 

 

Yours lovingly, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta 

Wed. Nov. 22
nd

, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I was going to do some dusting, but thought instead I’d get a letter ready for posting this evening.  

Since the carpenter work and plastering everything is just so dusty and mussy, its awful.  

Yesterday I wiped off the floors, so it isn’t quite so thick now.  The furniture has to all be gone 

over tho’ next.  Then I want you to come and do some staining and varnishing.  You know a 

paint brush and I aren’t a particularly good combination.  If you were here tho- sweetheart 

varnishing wouldn’t be the first job I’d set you at.  When the upstairs is being finished there’ll be 

fibre dust all over the house again, and it seems useless to try fixing up any of it, till all the walls 

are done and woodwork put on.  I do so wish the carpenter could have stayed to finish it all up 

right now. 

 

Since I started this, Mr. Braseth gave me a call.  He went to Calgary with the rest of them a week 

ago, but came back again the other night.  He means to take the car in this time, if there isn’t too 

much snow comes.  We had quite a fall of it this forenoon.  He claims, because of the cold 

disagreeable weather on his sale day he lost $1500 – the things he thinks did not sell well.  But 

folks say he was paid cash for everything, so that was pretty good.  And his gramophone, 

Peterson bought for $105, they say.  I guess they didn’t lose anything on that.  Tillotson brought 

our wagon in from there yesterday. 

 

On Sunday Mrs. Moodie brought Glen home – he had been up there almost two weeks.  Poor old 

lady she fairly idolizes him.  She would have liked to take him back for another week.  It seemed 

like tearing him away from her, but I thought it best for him to stay.  He’s quite a cute little duck.  

He runs around everywhere now.  Says a few words – his latest is “Hello” to everyone.  I 

suppose this week, probably about this time, you’ll have received the word of your daugthter’s 

arrival – my!  I’d like to see you open your eyes, and fairly gasp I expect,  when you read it.  A 

little surprise, eh?  She’s doing nicely and is quite good most of the time. 

 

Mrs. Farrow called this afternoon with this snap of the boys, which she took about a month ago 

at their back door.  It’s just like Gordon I think, but not very good of Arnott.  So far she has done 

our washing each week --  I’ll manage it myself tho’ from now on – don’t want to impose on her 

good nature too much.  I’d like to get some one to do it each week, but as far as I know that’s 

quite out of the question.   

I had a letter from Alice to-day, written the same day as yours Nov. 5
th

., both arriving to-day.  

She says in that picture of Lorne & Glen in the rocking chair, Lorne is just like what you were at 

his size, sailor suit and all.  She spoke of the awful weather too.  I hope you’re in fairly 

comfortable quarters now.  Have Lavers & Finlay been sent to France?  What are they sending 

these folks to France for if they’re not to go to the firing line?  Lavers is older than you are.  Mrs. 

Lavers & Queenie called last evening.  She’d have a fit if she knew Mr. L. was sent to France.  

She’s worried about her Patriotic.  Neither of us have as yet received any for October.  They’re 

meaning to build two more rooms onto the front of their house.  Expect to spend Christmas in 

Calgary with Mrs. Robinson --  Frank is footing the bill she says for the trip.   

 



Yesterday morning as I went upstairs I saw a soldier come from Bell’s corner down our street, 

and what a longing (almost an ache) came into my heart to see my soldier sweetheart away 

across the sea.  This soldier was much your build but as he came closer, he lacked your smart 

soldierly gait.  We don’t see many soldiers here these days, and it was only the sight of that brass 

button-trimmed khaki uniform that brought the picture of another face so clearly to my mind, and 

the thought of what a joy it would be to see you walking in.  Mr. Braseth says Col. Robinson’s 

battalion are leaving in a few days.   In the paper yesterday, among other Canadian officers sent 

to France I noticed Capt. W. H. Sharpe.  I wonder if that is our Manitonite, who has only as yet 

reached a Captaincy, there was a Lieut. R. Owen too.  I was wondering if that was Bertha’s 

young man – didn’t know he was more than a private tho’. 

 

Sam McKee and Jennings at Bell’s store Saturday ev’g.  McKee says he’s stacked the bit of 

threshable grain off the east place, up at the buildings.  Say’s Sammy’s horses have been at the 

stooks – he seems to have been interesting himself in it.  Got Mr. Farrow to ‘phone to them about 

it, and has since written to the municipality about them.  Sammy has McKee added to his list of 

non-friends, about something.  They say they’ll thresh the bit of grain but I don’t know when it’ll 

be.  Jennings says he’d have had it stacked before he went on the outfit threshing, if he’d known 

they were going to pass it by.  He says what’s on the north side is a good grade.  McKee had the 

20 acres all ploughed on the east place, except for one day’s work, when freeze up came.    

 

I must now get the supper ready.  I don’t know about going to live in England.  How would you 

ever get me across the ocean?  Yes, I’d like to have the boys keep going to school all winter.  

They were delighted over the card you sent to Arnott to-day.  The possibility of you being back 

in the near future is too good to be true, I’m thinking.   

 

Your loving wife, Isabelle 

 

Say does it make any difference about your address, sometimes you have on your letters – Army 

P.O. London – sometimes 113
th

 O.B. C.E.F. East Sandling, and further back you sent it was 

Company 2, 17
th

 Can. Reserve Battalion ? 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sun. Nov 26, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I meant to write this letter Wed. or Thurs. and have it posted not later than Thursday evening, but 

somehow I seemed to be kept on the go too much to get at it at all.  This is Sunday afternoon, but 

all days are much the same to me, except that I manage to take enough time on Sundays to play a 

hymn or two.  The boys are home from Sunday school just a little while.  Farrow’s were not 

there to-day – went out to Martin’s for dinner I guess.  This is their last Sunday on the farm – the 

sale is the day after to-morrow.  Then they’re going to stay at Mrs. Lorne’s for a little while 

before going to California for the winter.   Mrs. Martin is very poorly. 

 



Mrs. Lorne had a letter from John Martin yesterday, saying he was going in the next draft to 

France.  He had said they were not allowing them any more 6 day passes now.  Hope you are not 

refused a pass to go to Brighton again.  Two days was such a wee little look-in before.  I do hope 

you’re able to get the group photo taken.  I’d be so delighted to have one. 

 

Queenie Lavers called in yesterday – they’re looking for tidings of that wandering husband and 

father again.  She wanted to know if I’d heard from you this week.  I got two of yours.  They 

haven’t heard from him for about two weeks I think.  I expect Mrs. L. would take a fit if she had 

any idea of him going to France in that 2
nd

 draft.  Did Finlay and he go?  My!  It’s an awful war, 

it just seems as tho’ it would never end. 

 

I’m sending some of the Maniton papers which I received the other day.  You’ll see in one of 

them what is said to have been the views of the late Pastor Russel on the war.  You will notice 

too Clifford Clarke has enlisted for all their getting an automobile to try and keep him at home.  

Also Myrtle Briscoe’s marriage and her groom’s enlistment.  And “Mrs. Rob’t Briscoe has two 

sons, and three son-in-laws all wearing the khaki” – all those women folks left behind will be 

getting rich some day eh?  I’ll venture to say their hunger for style and finery will be gratified in 

so far as each months’ allowances will permit. 

 

Mrs. Owen, & Tillotson, and Mrs. Ernie Stevenson called the other day.  The Stevensons are 

acquainted with our station agent – he came from the same place down east.  Mrs. Sammy they 

say was his school teacher.  He seems to be a most courteous and obliging agent. 

 

Mr. Milton called yesterday to ask if he might have the use of the house out there when he had 

the threshers – to give them meals.  According to what he says about the invasions of the 

Stevenson stock, I guess we’ll have no crop returns at all.  He says it must all be in a terrible 

mess.  He’s seen the cattle in there a whole day at a time and the horses have been all over the 

place.  I guess Sammy refused to thresh it because he wanted some feed for his stuff.  Isn’t it just 

awful  tho’?  They’ve been all over the little bit McKee stacked too.  Sometime ago, shortly after 

they had started into it, Mr. Farrow roused old Sammy up over the ‘phone one night, and told 

him about it.  “Well, they have been in” he says “but we’re keeping our eye on them now” – yes, 

they’re their blind eye, wouldn’t it make one sick!  And he wouldn’t let them thresh it “on 

principle”, it wouldn’t be keeping their program, they couldn’t do it – on principle”.  Doesn’t it 

make a body laugh to think of Sammy’s profound regard for principle?  He’ll maybe get his 

well-earned reward for being such a man of principle(?) some day. 

 

I would have liked to have got enough out of the crop for the lumber bill, but I guess we’ve got 

to feed his animals and my 10% off etc can go to --.   Crandall was going to give to the end of 

the year to pay it and allow the 10% discount, or 5% on any portion of it I could put up in that 

time. 

 

About the wagon – I’m clearing that off with the wagon and $20.  He wanted $25 but I Jewed 

him down to 20.  Is that deal satisfactory? 

 



I’ve had no word from the bank about that note of A. L. Gordon’s.  Probably he withdrew it if he 

knew of the crop failure?  It seems too bad not to give something on that account.  Mr. F. is 

putting up the $20 on the above account for the present. 

 

The Patriotic are to give me $30 a month beginning with December.  Have none yet for October 

or November. 

 

9:30 p.m. 

 

You see it’s time I was in bed.  But when everybody else is in bed is the best time for me to 

write, so I’m going to finish this to-night – that’s if that little Alice May don’t kick up too much 

of a racket.  She’s making herself heard by spells to-night.  Guess I’ll give her a few mouthfuls 

of hot water, and maybe she’ll feel better.  How I smiled when I read your last letter written Nov 

6
th

, as you said “suppose Alice May is not a lady, what will you call her?’ and her there lying in 

my arms as I read.  Of course you’ll have the answers to your questions about help in the house.  

It seems impossible to get any one.  I’m feeling well enough tho’.  Folks say I’m looking fine.  S. 

B. is not here you see.  I’ve hurt my eyes tho’  -- overstrained them reading when I shouldn’t 

have been at it I guess.  But laying aside all joking about S. B.’s absence – (one doesn’t feel like 

joking at such a time as this, as we’ve been want to do) – it would be such a glorious treat to 

have you land in on us all to-night, as you say.  Glen will say ‘Papa’ sometimes, and I wonder if 

the little fellow has any remembrance of you at all.  I expect if you saw him you’d think he had 

grown a good deal.  He says a few words.  He’s getting a little too advanced for ‘ta-ta’ all the 

time so gives us his word for ‘thanks’ quite often which is something like ‘ack’.  No, Lorne is 

not four – only three. 

 

I wish you were here, now looking over my shoulder at this little lady on my knee.  You’d think 

her the most wonderful thing in creation I expect.  She’s a little wee body, but is growing, and 

looking well.  She is here looking around now, quite old-fashioned like.  She has a great head of 

hair. 

 

I had a letter from Eva the other day, with a few snapshots enclosed.  Two of the ones she took 

while out here, but they’re not good at all, and two of herself taken up there where she’s 

teaching.  She’s in that fellow’s ‘Maxwell’ in one of them.  Says she has half interest in that car 

now, and he’s “Herb” now in her letters.  She says Ruth has stopped school and gone into the 

drug store.  I haven’t had a letter from home for some little while.  They sent up a “stay-over-

night”, (do you know what that is?) and a can of honey the week before last, as a birthday parcel 

I guess.  The honey is real nice. 

 

A telegram the first of last week brought the word that Capt. Eaton was wounded again.  More 

seriously this time I guess, for he’s off duty.  We’re expecting a troop train thro’ here to-morrow 

or some day shortly – Col. Robinson’s men.  Two trains went west yesterday morning with 

empty coaches. 

 

Have you had your set of teeth fixed up satisfactorily yet?  I’m sure you’ll be glad to get them. 

 

Is the weather improving any?  Of what do those huts consist?  They are not dug-outs I suppose. 



 

Oh, I almost forgot to tell you of our latest town residents – Ezra Moodie family.  They’ve a 

house going up just about straight north of ours, near Mr. Moodie’s fence.  It looks to be half of 

what will finally be a cottage.  They’ve rented their place to Hamburg’s that is the couple who 

have worked for Mr. Sam Martin.  Soon all the farm folks will have moved into town.  Lorne’s 

ought to come in a little closer, and we’d have quite a Farrow-Moodie colony right here then, 

wouldn’t we?  No, our boys don’t talk about going back to the farm at all.  Gordon thinks he 

might like it all right at the east end, then he could have the telephone, a bicycle etc.   

 

Yes, I should think it is a long journey our letters have to take now, dearie.  It’ll be about three 

weeks hence before you’re reading this scribble I’m at now.  If the war keeps on for another two 

or three years as some one stated in the papers recently, when will we ever see each other?  We’ll 

have to think of that silver lining tho’.  Do you grow tired and weary of the life?  I thought when 

the fellows got to England or France, they’d be changing their song.  Human nature can’t seem 

to stand too much sameness, we’re always wanting a change – some variation. 

 

Well  I must put this little dumpling into bed, she’s sleeping now, and tumble in myself, for the 

time’s speeding on. 

 

Just a month till Christmas – queer Christmases these, eh? -- with the world in such a chaotic, 

warsome woeful state.  I’d wish you might be with your loved ones in Brighton.  I hate to think 

of you spending the day in on a camping ground of some kind.  Anyway dearest I hope it may be 

as happy a day as possible to you under the circumstances.  It won’t seem much like Christmas 

to us I expect, but still won’t be as bad for us as you so far away.  I’m worried for fear my 

Christmas parcel may not reach you in time.  I should have had it ready by now, but really I’ve 

lacked the wherewithal  on account of my October money not all coming thro’, and none of 

November’s as yet.  I never think it is so nice if such a parcel is late if only by a day – and more 

so than ever with you now in the soldier’s life, away from us all loved ones.  What a Christmas 

for the hundreds and hundreds of poor fellows.  It doesn’t seem like civilization at all for there to 

be such a condition of affairs. 

 

Somebody’s awake again, and hungry so I must go now.  Good-night, Sidney dear, and may God 

bless and keep you. 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Wed. Nov. 29, 1916 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:- 

 

Wonder how, and where you are to-night -- it would be so nice to have you here.  All the little 

folks are in bed, and asleep with the exception of that little daughter of ours, who is giving us a 



little tune -- having her daily lung exercise.  She generally has one little crying spell a day.  She 

had her first journey into the outdoor world to-day.  I had her over to Farrow’s and back in the 

carriage.  Mrs. F. sent over for the washing on Monday but I didn’t want to allow her to do it 

anymore, so didn’t send it over.  Then she called yesterday, and asked if I’d take it over to-day, 

and do it in their washer (mine hasn’t been fixed yet) and save carrying water over here.  So we 

both did it out over there this forenoon. 

 

They had Mr. & Mrs. Thompson (Mossop’s relatives) there for dinner. 

 

To-day I received a letter from J. H. Bossley - a very nice one, said he’d accept half the amount 

and give receipt for acc’t in full if I could manage it.  I can’t do it for a little while but shall try to 

scare up $25 if possible when his offer is so good. 

 

The other evening I got my October Patriotic ($25).  On behalf of Mrs. Lavers, Mr. Bell had 

enquired of Innes, and written to the Calgary office, and went back to Innes again it appears, and 

the three envelopes were found over there of a shelf -- Mrs. Lavers’, Mrs. Finlay’s and mine.  

Bell says “D. G. felt pretty cheap about it”. 

 

Monday Mrs. Lavers and her son-in-law were in town -- she spend [sic] quite a little while here, 

-- was still looking for a letter from that neglectful hubby of hers -- and the two of them did give 

him a pulling over the coals and before leaving she didn’t forget to leave another message for 

Mr. Brook.  It was something like this, “Tell Mr. Brook when he sees Mr. Lavers to shame him -

- shame him,” said with great emphasis on this last.”  I laughed and said “Poor Mr. Lavers”.  

They bought a $29 heater that day in town, and ordered lumber etc for their house-addition.  

She’s going to have two large colored-glass windows in it like our front one. 

 

Just before they called that day, I had another caller.  He introduced himself as ‘Constable 

Moon’.  It gave me quite a surprise -- I thought “what in the world is a constable calling at my 

door for?”  And I was just as much surprised when he stated his business.  It was in connection 

with the ravages of Sammy’s stock on our place.  It appears it was brought up at the council on 

Saturday, and they decided to get after him.  The constable declared he was going to “pinch him 

for it”.  McKee says he hopes they soak him for 2 or 3 hundred dollars.  Did you tell McKee to 

keep a watch on things out there?  Of course I have nothing to do with it -- I don’t know what it 

will amount to, but I guess Sammy will likely decide before they’re done with him, it might have 

been a paying investment to have all owed the bit of grain to be threshed.  Mr. Milton put his 

horses in pound on Sunday.  Everybody seems all tickled about that.  He told Blore’s they had 

eaten up everything on our place & now they were coming on to his --can’t you just hear the old 

fellow saying it?  He told Constable Moon he’d gladly go as a witness.  McKee expects to be 

called on too.  But say, it’s amusing almost how evidently incensed everyone seems to be about 

it.  It seems to be all over, and everyone is in arms.  The latest I’ve heard of is the old doctor, 

they say he goes into a rage about it.  Kind of hard on old Sammy, eh?  I’ll not get anything out 

of it all, but maybe it’ll teach him a little lesson. 

 

Yesterday was Mr. Martin’s sale.  It was a nice day, and they say things sold quite well.  I fixed 

up those grain sacks and sent them out -- don’t know yet what they brought. 

 



Farrow’s have had one of those gasoline lights installed in their house.  It hangs over the dining 

room table -- is fed from a tank at the back of the house. 

 

This little lady on my lap is cutting up such a shine, I’ll have to stop -- it’s bed-time anyway -- 

getting near ten o’clock.  I mailed a few papers to you to-day.  I still have one with the account 

of the 113
th

 departure.  Sent one down home too, shortly after you left.  Good-night now 

sweetheart. 

 

Thurs. ev’g 19
th

. 

 

Hope I am not too late to get this in the mail bag to-night.  Queenie called to-day to fix up a 

parcel which she was sending to her brother-in-law in France, it was over-weight -- so she made 

two parcels of it.  Mrs. Ashe & her little daughter were in for a few minutes this afternoon, and 

Mrs. Huxley and Miss Moodie called toward evening. 

 

I have someone in most everyday -- am glad to have them too.  Bye-bye now sweetheart, with 

love and kisses from each. 

 

Your loving wife. 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sun. Dec. 3, 1916 

 

My dear husband:- 

 

Sunday evening,  -- all the little folks are in Dreamland, and oh, how I wish you were here 

sweetheart -- and just to think what a distance separates us, and what a time perhaps!  I was so 

disappointed in not getting a letter yesterday, looked for one since Wednesday, but haven’t heard 

from you for over a week.  I hope you haven’t been sent to France.  But perhaps I expect too 

many letters.  I expect it isn’t easy for you to write just at any time.  I think you’re a sweet dear 

to write so often as you do, but I could stand a letter every day.  How are you anyway?  Are you 

keeping well?  Do you get all my letters?  I’ve been wondering if I’m addressing them right.  On 

Friday Dec 1
st
 I sent you a cake.  Will send another parcel this week -- hope it may reach you 

before Christmas, but just in case it should be a bit late I thought I’d mail a cake anyway.  I 

couldn’t bear to think of no parcel at all reaching you.  I hope so much tho’ that you may be at 

Brighton for Christmas.  I also mailed you some newspapers last week. 

 

Neighbor Farrow has just been in for half an hour, and my letter-writing time is about all gone 

now for it’s after ten o’clock.  Miss Alice has wakened up too.  We expected to have our bit of 

grain threshed to-morrow.  Mr. F. is making most all the arrangements.  McKee called this 

afternoon.  We expect to have to give the threshers dinner to-morrow.  McKee is going to help 

Mr. Milton put it up. The threshers are at Milton’s now.  And say it’s most amusing how 

wonderfully interested old Sammy has got in our crop this last week.  He’s called to see Mr. F. 



about the threshing of it, and where it is going to be put.  Mr. F. said he guessed in the house if 

we couldn’t get room in the elevator.  Well, Sammy said, he thought there was a granary on the 

east field.  Then the next day or so, he rang Mr. F. up while I was in the P.O. -- I waited, and say 

I couldn’t help but laugh.  He said yes he tho’t Mr. F.’s suggestion to put it in the house was best, 

for he found the granary had no roof on it, and it would be less “worry” for me to have it under 

cover.  Now wouldn’t it make you sick, how concerned he is over sparing me worry all of a 

sudden about the crop.  Of course we all see thro’ it here -- he’s got wind of trouble brewing.  

The constable was speaking to him at Martin’s sale, and he sized him up as a “bad old scamp”.  

He told Moon, so McKee says, he had “no regard for his neighbors or the municipality either”.  

Mr. F. says he may not know yet just “what is what”, but I guess he’s beginning to feel a little 

“slithery”.  McKee says he hasn’t seen a sign of the animals for the last week either -- queer how 

they can be kept in now!  Poor old Sammy -- wonder what he thinks of himself, or if he has any 

idea what the countryside seem to think of him? 

 

Well dear what do you think of me writing all this stuff?  I’ve been putting some awful things in 

black and white about the neighbor.  Any outsider reading a few of my last letters would think 

we were an agreeable (?) bunch around here. 

 

Our wee daughter was a month old yesterday.  She weighs 7 ½ according to our scales.  So if our 

scales & the doctor’s weigh alike she’s going some.  She certainly is growing and doing fine. 

 

To-day our old clock is going again.  Have never been able before to persuade it to go since we 

came here.  And it was a nuisance to be without it. 

 

Mrs. Blore said when she called last Monday, they’d had a letter from Mr. Fowler.  He had been 

in France 2 years this New Year’s.  He had a pass home for a few days and was married Oct 9 to 

his old girl, a Miss Davis. 

 

This reminds me of something I read to-day when I was rummaging around for some kind of 

paper to write on -- my writing tablet is all done. 

 

Here it is:- 

“ October 30 Wed. 

 

Our Wedding Day -- & not very nice as far as weather was concerned, but that didn’t cut any 

figure -- everything passed off allright [sic].  Ma went to Mt. Glen for Miss Jane McC the 

bridesmaid, -- Rev. Abegglen appeared on the scene by the westbound train from Winnipeg & 

acted as groomsman, while Rev. Martin performed the marriage ceremony.  Miss Teeter acted as 

organist -- & oh, there was a groom too -- Mr. Sidney Brook, being the distinguished personage 

an_n_d__ I guess there was a bride too -- le’ me see, -- oh yes -- Miss Christina Isabelle 

McFadden filled that position.  The bridal couple arrived at their future home about 9 o’c in the 

evening.  It was a most dreadful dark night -- could scarcely see the road or anything.” 

 

Now isn’t that a lot of stuff?  It’s all so tho’ isn’t it dear?  I read two old letters too to-day written 

by a love-smitten gallant in the year of 1907.  My! What a dear sweet lover he was, and what a 

dearer sweeter husband he has been.  I just love you so much sweetheart I’d just like to fly right 



away to you.  Surely the old war will soon all be over, and we’ll have a loving husband, and papa 

home with us all again. 

 

This little lady has been on my knee while I’ve been writing most of this -- she kicking up quite a 

fuss, so I must off to bed, it’s after 11 o’clock too.  Good-night dearest, sweet dreams. 

 

Monday Dec. 4 -- 

 

It’s time to say good-night again, but I meant to have finished this to have it posted to-day.  I 

didn’t manage it tho’, so will finish it now. 

 

A year ago to-day we got rid of the threshers for 1915 -- The evening of the last day of 

November my husband came home and asked if I was in good-humor -- the threshers were 

coming for dinner next day!  We were glad enough to get them that I didn’t care how soon or 

unexpectedly they came.  To-day we got rid of the threshers again I guess -- but instead of about 

four days threshing we had about that many hours work this year.  It’s being hauled into town -- 

some of the loads came in this evening, the rest will come in the morning.  As far as we know 

there’s only about 300 bus. -- grading about 4 and 5 -- price is down some now.  Elevators are 

full up most of the time.  What changes since our last harvest, eh?  Hope you’re with us before 

another, don’t you dear? 

 

Mrs. Farrow and I did our washings together over at her place to-day.  We’re having real nice 

weather.  What snow there was is gone, the ground is frozen hard of course, but the days are nice 

and bright -- lovely weather for this time of year. 

 

Ezra Moodie’s moved into their new house, Saturday evening.  Mr. Longmire is putting up a 

stable.  He went out Saturday and got some of our no-good sheaves for feed.  McKee says it 

would make fine feed for the straw is green. 

 

To-morrow evening the U.F.A are having some kind of a social.  Friday evening the Ladies’ Aid 

gave their annual entertainment.  I went over for a little while, it was not too bad, but couldn’t 

say I enjoyed myself.  It only made me feel my “loneness” in life.  Our boys and the rest of the 

school children are preparing for  a Christmas Tree entertainment to be given sometime the week 

before Christmas I think.  The Red Cross are going to get up a box social, with dance of course.  

I haven’t been to any of their Ladies meetings at all -- may go over to Mrs. F.’s to the Ladies Aid 

the day after to-morrow.   

 

This is my last sheet of paper.  Expect to get a tablet to-morrow.  I guess the Brighton folks will 

think it about time I was writing.  Have had 2 letters from Alice & one from Looloo.  I must 

write a letter home too, also one to Eva and Aunt Annie.  You’re about the only one gets letters.  

I neglect the other correspondents rather muchly.  Haven’t written Jane for an age.   

 

So long now dearest -- write as often as you can -- and may God bless and keep you & bring you 

safely home again. 

 

Your loving wife, Isabelle. 



[Newspaper clipping attached to Isabelle’s letter of December 3, 1916] 

 

    Father’s Modest Kind of Man 

A farmer not a thousand miles from Calgary, who is the father of eleven children,has rocked 

each one of them in the same cradle with the same great toe.  He was rocking the newest arrival 

one evening recently when his wife remarked:  “Bill, that cradle is nearly worn out.  I’m afraid it 

will fall to pieces.”  “It’s about used up,” replied her husband.  Then, handing his wife fifteen 

dollars, he remarked:  “The next time you go to Calgary get a new one; one that will last.” 

 

[Isabelle’s handwritten note on the bottom of the article reads:] 

 

“Ha ha, go some more & like most fathers, eh?” 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Thurs. Dec. 7, 1916 

 

My dearest Sidney:-- 

 

It’s very late, 11:30, I should be in bed, but I don’t feel sleepy -- feel sort of upset, unsettled-like.  

Our wee daughter doesn’t want to settle down for the night either -- is having a little cry every 

few minutes.  Glen has wakened up too, and is sitting up wide-awake.  He and Lorne have each 

quite a cough to-night.  It’s been a nice day but quite frosty, so they seem to have got a bit more 

of a cold. 

 

There seems to be an unrestful, strained anxious feeling prevalent to-night, and all connected 

with the war region, and loved ones so far away from us.  It’s two weeks ago to-day since I had a 

line from my absent sweetheart, and I’ve been trying to figure out the reason why -- I’ve been 

wondering if you’ve been moved, or if the letters have been delayed, or miscarried.  Surely one 

will arrive to-morrow.  Are mine reaching you?  Martin’s say John M. has only received one of 

theirs -- they don’t know what has become of them.  They say Mrs. M. is worrying a good deal 

about John.  She and Mr. Martin called for a wee while before tea time to-day.  They had been to 

Farrow’s for dinner, and were going to Innes’ for supper.  They expect to leave for Calgary on 

Tuesday.  They had a photograph of John with them -- taken in England.  After they left, Mrs. 

Rogers, and son Gordon called.  She has received the report that her son Clarence in France is 

missing.  And altho’ she is suppressing her feelings, she’s quite distracted about it.  They were 

here for tea, and till about ten o’clock.  They’re going to Calgary on to-morrow mornings train -- 

to see a cousin who has also a son at the front.  Just before tea Mrs. Lavers and Queenie called 

too.  She’s in quite a way for she hasn’t heard from her husband for 4 weeks this Saturday.  They 

called last ev’g too to see if I’d had any word. 

 

Last evening I saw Mr. Blades at Bell’s store.  He says Mrs. Blades has a brother in your 

battalion, and he was going over in that second draft.  Mr. B.has been running that syndicate mill 

out there it appears.  They just finished up for the season yesterday. 

 



Yesterday I mailed your Christmas parcel.  Hope it reaches you safely and quickly.  I don’t know 

what you’ll think of the assortment or suitability of our choice.  I haven’t asked you what you 

needed most, or what you’d like best.  It is hard to make a selection, when a poor soldier has to 

carry most all his earthly belongings in a pocket handkerchief.  But I thought if there was 

anything you thought you couldn’t have with you, you might leave it at Brighton.  There was lots 

of love tucked away in that parcel sweetheart, but it was not packed with the happy light-hearted 

feelings I have packed other Christmas parcels.  The joy of Christmas this year seems to be o’er-

shadowed.  But may we hope another Christmas shall see us well and happy and all together 

again, dear.  That first fruitcake I sent you was cooked overmuchly, so I baked another for this 

last parcel -- hope it shall be a bit better.  Those grey socks were none too dry when I packed 

them.  I washed them to take the oiliness out of them, and they didn’t have quite time to dry 

properly. 

 

I sent for pure wool ones, but they substituted lower priced ones, with some cotton in them.   

Lorne’s pair were the best he could get here.  I’ve read soldiers like a lighter pair of socks to 

wear next their feet, as they find the army socks a little too coarse against the feet.  Would you 

like anything like that? 

 

To-day our little boys came home from school after dinner.  School was shut down for want of 

coal.  There’s none in town.  I wouldn’t mind if I had a few tons laid in.  We have plenty for just 

now, but there’s going to be a great shortage of it I expect. 

 

Our bit of grain was threshed and sold.  There was the large amount of 259 bushels -- graded No. 

5 - price 91 cents.  $235. 

 

I’ve been at this an hour now Sidney, and it’s so very late I really must go to bed or I won’t feel 

like much to-morrow.  How I’d like to give you a few good-night kisses. 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle. 

 

Friday afternoon, Dec. 7
th

 

 

Two months ago to-day since you reached England -- and just to think you’re in France already, 

and have been I suppose nearly a month.  How they’ve hustled that 113
th

 through!    I received 

that anxiously-looked-for letter to-day, and it brought the news I was just afraid it would.  I knew 

there was some good reason for you not writing.  Are you going in for further training in France, 

or taking your turn in the trenches already?  You speak of maybe not being in the firing line, but 

that seems to be too good to be true.  I trust the Lord will protect and care for you tho’ no matter 

where you are sweetheart.  What an insane thing this war all is, and still it drags on.  It seems 

designed that it should just drag on.  I’m glad you’re feeling so well.  It was such a shame you 

didn’t get to Brighton again.  Things have seemed against you dear in the way of passes all 

through, haven’t they?  We must be thankful tho’ that you got even those two precious days to 

see the folks. 

 



I had another letter from Alice to-day.  Peculiar for three times in succession (there’s too many 

c’s or s’s in that word) her letter and yours have arrived on the same day.  I guess they’re 

wondering why I’ve never answered any of theirs. I must try and send a few lines this evening.  

They had just got a letter from you in France the day she wrote Nov. 19.  Guess they’ll know 

about Alice May from you before they get a letter from me.  That little Dorothy must be a smart 

little lady to be knitting socks at her age.  And our Christmas things will not reach you in time 

after all.  Indeed I’m wondering if they’ll forward that last parcel to France.  It weighed 9 lbs. 10 

oz. and the limit to be sent from here to France is 7 lbs. -- to England 11 lbs.  We read recently of 

a parcel being returned from France because if was ½ an ounce too heavy.  Now doesn’t that 

seem ridiculous and shameful?  Our poor soldiers have to put up with enough that no one ought 

to ever let it be allowed to deny them all the little consideration, cheer & comfort possible. 

 

I couldn’t help but smile when Alice says in her letter to-day “I was in the train the other day 

with two young Canadians, they pronounced their words just like Sidney -- “laff” where we say 

laugh (law-f) & France like Fran-ce” where we say France.  I can’t explain it exactly.”  They find 

you quite Canadianized I guess. 

 

That card you enclosed about East Sandling Camp was pretty good.  Of course Lorne was well 

pleased with his little black kiltie.  I’m enclosing a clipping from to-day’s Calgary paper, about 

my “khaki kilty””  I’ll get a copy from some one else’s paper for myself -- and likely memorize 

it, especially the first and last verses. 

 

You were inquiring about McKee and the east place.  My, but it does take our letters such a long 

time travelling now.  Between my letters and yours, I almost forget what I write.  I think I told 

you tho’, that he was taking the place, and had most of the S. 30 acre part ploughed.  He means 

to put wheat into that piece, and oats on the 15 acres of last year’s breaking. 

 

Mr. Nixon brought us in a sack of potatoes yesterday -- also jar of buttermilk. 

 

Tuesday evening the U.F.A. gave S. G. Martins a farewell at the Hall.  I don’t know what it 

amounted to -- was a pretty good crowd I think.  I told you I went over for a little while to the 

Ladies’ Aid concert last week.  Well, they called on the “Craigmyle brass band” once.  This 

consists of Mr. Gaye & sons & Mr. Donnenworth.  And it seemed so peculiar that their one 

selection should be the one you’ve spoken of the band playing so often when you’ve been 

writing, and one you like so well, “Abide With Me.”  I did not go to the Ladies Aid meeting at 

Mrs. Farrow’s the other day as I thought I might -- was feeling rather too dumpy about not 

getting a letter, and I was busy too getting your Christmas parcel ready. 

 

Yes, the boys have been going to school right along.  The weather has been lovely this last while 

-- not cold at all for this time of year.  I haven’t got their overcoats yet -- have to fit them out 

with felt boots, and leather mittens too.  Gordon seems very bright about learning.  I wish Arnott 

was so quick -- I guess I should take some time with him at home to try & keep him abreast with 

Gordon.  Our house is still unfinished - scarcely expect the carpenter back before Christmas now. 

 

 

 



Bye-bye now sweetheart, and good luck & health & safety to you. 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Wed.  Dec. 13, 1916 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Was real glad to get another of your welcome letters to-day, with the cards for the boys.  I 

wonder have you received any of mine yet since you’ve been in France.  It’s so amusing to get 

your letters about a “pretty little girl”, the possible “John Henry” &c, when you don’t know a 

thing about it.  Our letters take so long on the way, it seems so long since I wrote you of that 

wonderful event.  You’ll surely know all about it before now tho’.  Your letters are all read 

before being sent on to me now, aren’t they?  Are mine opened too?  Some of those censor 

fellows will find some interesting reading in some of mine, if they are.  They’ll have a few 

laughs I imagine, and another one now.  I was relieved to find from a letter of John Martin’s to 

Farrow’s, and thro’ yours to-day that you’re in training not on the firing line.  Sorry to hear of 

Mr. Finlay’s sickness.  Is he getting well again?  I’ve never seen Mrs. F. since the July 1
st
 

Celebration.  I’ve thought she would call in.  But maybe she don’t come to town very often. 

 

Queenie called yesterday.  They were still looking for a letter.  Her mother was sick in bed with 

the cold. 

 

McKee called Saturday evening to get papers fixed up for east place.  He left Monday morning 

for Calgary.  Is gone for the winter – I guess to the coast – has left Cole there in charge of his 

place. 

 

I had a letter from Aunt Annie to-day.  She is not coming for Christmas, as we had hoped she 

might.  She says Allan passed for Lieut., and went back to France Dec. 1
st
.  I suppose you did not 

meet him while you were in England. 

 

I wrote a letter to Alice the other day, telling her of Alice May, but I expect they will have heard 

from you likely before they get mine. 

 

When do I think the war will end?  Well as I’ve said before I don’t see much sight of the end.  

But to-day’s paper comes out with big headlines, “Teutonic Alliance Wants Peace” &c.  Wonder 

if there is any chance of peace negotiations ‘’ “I hae’ me doots aboot it”.  The price of wheat 

went away down because of these peace proposals of the Germans.  I received $5 for 4 doz. & 4 

sacks I sent out to Mr. Martin’s sale. 

 

The school Christmas tree comes off in a week. Dec. 19
th

.  Too bad it’s so long before 

Christmas.  I’ve ordered those $7.75 overcoats for the boys, they’ll be here for Christmas.  I 



ordered an oak rocker for the Farrow’s but since, they’ve got a supply of furniture which more 

than fills their room, so guess I’ll have to keep the chair myself – have sent now for portieres and 

rod for them. 

 

Glen don’t talk much yet – and Lorne don’t try to either.  He & little Joan Thompson are great 

chums.  Aunt Annie says to tell you from her, that you have as many kinds now as anybody – 

referring to our daughter.  As I want to send this to the Office this ev’g, I must conclude.   

 

Much love to you my dear, a pleasant Christmas and many happy returns of your birth 

sweetheart. 

 

Every Your Living Wife, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, Can., 

Sat. Dec. 15, 1916 

 

My dear husband:- 

 

I’ve put ‘Saturday’ but it’s really very nearly Sunday, so you see I should be in bed before this.  

I’ve just finished a note to Mrs. Rogers at Calgary, acknowledging a little present she sent me 

out yesterday – ½ doz.  handkerchiefs.  It was very thoughtful of her.  I told you in another letter 

that she & her son Gordon had gone to Calgary for a little while.  The report had come to her that 

her son Clarence is missing.  How are you getting on dear?  Glad to know you’ve had such good 

health, and I hope you don’t be shoved along any nearer the battle line.  My joy would be 

unbounded if I could see you step off the express train some morning.  Wouldn’t it be lovely eh? 

 

To-day I got a little rocking chair from Santa Claus for Lorne and stored it away.  How I wish 

you could be here sweetheart to share with me their joy over their few Christmas presents. 

 

Last evening I cut the boys hair! That is Gordon’s & Arnott’s, and of course you may judge what 

a fancy cut it was.  I’ve been threatening for awhile to send them down to the barber but I didn’t 

like to take them in there, and I didn’t like to part with two 35 cents for it either.  I thought that 

was the charge, but when Mr. Nixon said 50 cents he thought that gave me a fright.  I got the 

scissors & set my teeth.  I thought with I’d have it a bit shorter anyway when I got done – so I 

went at it slam-bang.  And I didn’t make too terrible a job of it.  I’m going to send 50 cts for a 

patent hair-cutter one of these days. 

 

To-night the boys made their first candy.  And didn’t burn it either.  They felt all tickled about it.  

Arnott said I was to tell you. 

 

Sunday afternoon:- 

 



I didn’t get any further for Alice wakened up, and I thought it was time I was in bed anyway.  

Well, Arnott said I was to tell you “he wanted to buy some candy (which he often does) and 

Mamma wouldn’t let him.  So then she said he might make some”.  He was quite put out about 

being refused the buying, but then the idea of making some struck him fine.  They see other 

youngsters with candy and think they ought to keep buying too.  And it’s rather bad training for 

them to spend all their bits of money in candy.  I think they mean to send you a sample of their 

first making. 

 

Yesterday Frank Farrow and Earle O. came out from Calgary by automobile.  They with Mrs. 

Frank spent the week in the city.  She was coming home by train.  So now the Farrow’s are the 

latest auto owners.  Frank got it for $325 – quite a new one they say – Ford, 1916 model – just 

run a short time.  Farrows, Frank & Alf. Moodie are going to have it between them. 

 

I was speaking to Mrs. Eaton the other day.  She says her husband is having a month’s leave, 

since he was wounded the second time.  He was not hurt at all badly this time either. 

 

The other day I got a letter from the Crown Lumber Co. Calgary, saying the Craigmyle books 

showed an acc’t of $11.35 against us.  That was all settled up last year wasn’t it? 

 

Jennings is going down east this week, just for three weeks he says.  Mr. Bell & I were telling 

him it looked rather suspicious.  Nugent is going too or has just gone.  Yesterday I heard was to 

be that Bert Stenabaugh’s wedding day.  Widow Martin’s eldest girl Lizzie, being the bride.  

He’s a charmer for anyone to get isn’t he?  She’ll get a big bundle of conceit anyway.  We did 

not have any municipal election this year – Dr. Crawford is to represent this ward as councilor.  

And in Alex Morrison’s ward (he was not running) Old Sammy was put in.  They say there were 

very few at the nomination meeting.  Ernie S. & another man were the only ones there from that 

ward, & it takes two to nominate, and old Sammy was the one they chose.  He ought to get cattle 

laws etc now to suit himself.  I haven’t heard anything about that case against him – don’t know 

if it’s been dropped or not.  The illustrious Gibson is going to Olds Agric. College now they say. 

 

Mon. afternoon:- 

 

Quite a cold wintry blustery day.  Farrow’s were quite interested to hear of “Little Jimmy” as 

they call that Jimmy Michie you mentioned – a person I never heard of before.  Mrs. F. said to 

tell you they were pleased to hear of him again – had lost track of him - & they’d tell Margaret as 

soon as they saw her.  He was a rather peculiar little Scotchman according to them.  Pleased to 

see by the last paper of a French victory on the west front.  Hope it is soon all over.  I had you in 

my dreams last night.   

 

Bye-bye Sidney for this time.  God bless & care for you.  Ever your loving wife.  

Isabelle 

 

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta 

Christmas Eve 

Sunday, Dec. 24, 1916 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:- 

 

It’s a whole week since I last wrote you.  Are you getting my letters over there in France now?  I 

looked for a letter each day the last half of this past week, as all the other soldiers’ wives here 

seemed to be, but no English mail has come in all week, unless it was on this morning’s train.  

Don’t know if I’ll get the mail to-morrow or not – Mr. Farrow is sick.  Has had a bad cold 

coming on for the last two days – now La Grippe has got him I guess.  Ever so many have been 

sick in bed with it.  It has not struck this house yet – don’t know what’ll happen if I take it – I 

just can’t be sick that’s all there’s to it.  Mrs. Lavers was in bed for a week & a half or more.  

Queenie & Freddie were used up for a little while too.  Last Tues. Queenie & her fiancée called -

- & he said referring to Mrs. L.” I thought I better keep her in bed, so she’d get better quicker”, 

or words to that effect.  Note the “I”.  Now really dear don’t you wish you had a son-in-law to 

look after your wife?  Yesterday all the Laver family went to Calgary.  The train was late as 

usual – didn’t get in till after dinner time – so just as I was getting dressed about 8:30 they came 

along to wait here for the train.  Of course I was glad to have them – having callers seems to help 

brighten the time a bit these days.  And poor Mrs. Lavers I felt so sorry for her.  She had been so 

poorly – had just got up the day before – didn’t get any sleep that night (they stayed up making 

ready for their trip)  and she wasn’t fit to go off on a trip at all.  It was a most awfully cold 

morning to drive in too – 35 below they said.  I gave them each a cup of tea & some toast in their 

hands, when we ate breakfast.  Mrs. Lavers was so tired she fell sound asleep on the chair by the 

stove.  I had her have a little snooze on the bed, and we straightened things around, Queenie & I 

and warmed up dinner before train time.  Her dinner of chicken etc. seemed to revive her a bit, 

and by the time they went away she felt a lot better.  When Golds and Freddie came to dinner, 

the former brought along a box of those Japanese oranges, and Freddie gave me a box of 

chocolates when he came  in, in the morning.  When Queenie & Frank were here before (on 

Tues) he left $1 to buy the children some candies or something, and Mrs. L. insisted on giving 

me a $1 bill too for them yesterday.  They’ve closed up shop entirely – left cattle, cats, chickens 

&c among Rees, Reeves & Farleigh – expect to be away three weeks or a month.  Are visiting 

with that Mrs. Robinson. 

 

This is Christmas eve. – and you & I are all alone – you see I mean because we have not the 

company of one another.  Our little folks are all in bed asleep – it’s 10 after 8 – gone to bed early 

enough so as to give Santa a chance - & of course they’re full of expectations – there’s been all 

kinds of conjecturing as to what Santa will bring &c.  Gordon wondered if they put their 

stockings out upstairs if he’d go upstairs – he & Arnott only sleep up there just now.  I got a 

parcel the other day from Eva, with  a pair initialed guest towels for me – pair of leather mitts 

each for Gordon & Arnott, stuffed wooly dogs for Lorne & Glen, pair of pink booties for baby, 

and a picture handkerchief for each of the three oldest boys.  The parcel from home has not 

arrived yet – it may have came [sic] in to-day’s mail.  I had a letter from Bertha the other day.  I 

haven’t sent a parcel to them yet, but have it all ready for mailing now.  One day last week Mr. & 

Mrs. Lorne F. called with a turkey & a few vegetables.  And mind you she had the turkey stuffed 



and all, & she hasn’t been a bit well, has been in bed quite a bit – she’s been awfully good in 

bringing things to us. 

 

Last evening Mr. Frank called and asked what she might get for the children.  I told her not to 

bother, tho’ it was ever so good of her.  But off she went, and a little later Joyce was left to 

deliver a dozen oranges, 3 boxes dates & 25 cent cranberries, besides 4 little iron soldiers she 

brought when she came herself.  Then to-day Jimmy Eaton called with a chicken from his 

mother, with card of Christmas greetings.  So folks have been very kind & thoughtful.  The 

children, G & A, got a toy a piece off the Christmas tree the other night, from the Smith’s I think, 

& each a tin bank with chocolates from Mrs. Farrow.  I expect Mr. Cole brought in two lovely 

big roosters the other day from McKee’s.  They were in those chickens of ours McKee said.  I 

told him to keep them but he said no, and left instructions with Cole, when he went away, to 

bring them in. 

 

I hope Christmas morning does not find you without some remembrance from loved ones, dear, 

although I don’t expect ours has reached you, but Alice said they were going to send something.  

So I’m hoping it has arrived before Christmas.  What a Christmas eh?  It don’t seem like other 

Christmases at all.  How we’d love to have you here Sidney dear.  I hope and pray another 

Christmas may see us happily together.   Everyone as you see has been real nice to us, but there’s 

something lacking (that’s your loving presence sweetheart) – it don’t seem right, it’s just not like 

Christmas.  The best Christmas gift anyone could give me, is a letter from my sweetheart, that is 

next to the return & presence of that sweetheart himself.  I’ve asked Ezra Moodie’s down in the 

afternoon for 4:30 or 5 o’clock dinner.  Some company will help the day to pass a bit better. 

 

Bertha said in her letter they were having Ethel’s & perhaps Clarke’s at their place for 

Christmas, and Aunt Maggie with her son Russell were coming down from Togo – leaving home 

Christmas night.  Aunt Maggie was down there last year too I think.  Then Eva’s friend (as 

Bertha says) is coming from Antler about New Year’s. 

 

Yesterday I had a call from Mr. Wm. Lindenberger.  I gave him another $5.   

 

Jealous called yesterday morning too, to correct that mistake in the Crown Lumber Co. acc’t, 

instead of 11.35 it is $1.35.  But I didn’t give him anything – explained that there was really 

something coming to us from  Delsing.  Delsing has left the Crown Lumber Co. – Jealous is in 

his position now I guess. 

 

I had a call from your friend Miss Smith last week.  Have you ever seen her in her riding attire?  

She had on Capt. Eaton’s sheepskin the other day, & a pair of men’s leather mitts & a big pair of 

felt boots.  But underneath all her striking attire she has a good heart – seems to be a nice 

friendly sort.  So long now dear, I’ve written to quite a length, & all about nothing very much 

either.  Mrs. Lavers wished to be remembered to you.  She received that long looked for letter 

from her hubby the week before last & “such a nice letter” – she’s quite in love with him now. 

 

 

 

 



Good-night dearest.  Fly home to me by to-morrow morning & I’ll be here. 

 

Your loving wife, 

Isabelle 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Wed. Dec. 27, 1916 

 

My dearest Sidney:- 

 

It’s two weeks ago to-day since I got a letter.  Hope you are well and safe – somehow I feel you 

are tho’ – I believe the Lord is watching o’er us while we are absent the one from the other, and 

that He will care for us.  Still I’m longing for a letter and feel disappointed each day when none 

arrives. 

 

I had one from Alice and one from Looloo yesterday – your birthday.  May you see many happy 

returns of that day, my dear.  I guess their Christmas would have its sadness too this year – their 

first without your dearly loved mother.  It would be a disappointment not to have you, too.  How 

I’d have liked to have known you spent Christmas in the old home again.  How did the day go 

past for you anyway dear? 

 

This evening I had Mr. & Mrs. Farrow and Joyce in for tea.  Their boarders were away so I 

thought it a very good chance for them to get away.  For Christmas I left the Portiere and brass 

extension rod outside their back door, “with best wishes from Santa Claus.”  But they guessed 

where it came from, and seem quite pleased with it.  They put it up right away.  Mrs. F. said she 

had been thinking a good while about getting one. 

 

They’re agitating a consolidated school for Craigmyle now – have had one meeting about it.  Old 

Sammy’s terribly against it they say.  He & the old doctor have a great deal of love for each 

other (?) – like one another as they would poison.  Of course the doctor is in favor of 

consolidation.  He says “I’d like to get that man under my medical attention once.”  Wouldn’t 

that make you laugh.  He likes to be rather funny sometimes. 

 

This is Gordon’s latest in his originality in handling English.  The other day he disagreed with 

Arnott about something, and explained “that would be more senseful.” 

 

Little Hester Bell was in to-day for awhile seeing their Christmas presents.  And after each one 

she was shown she’d say “Is that all you got?”  and again “Is that all you got?”  If they’d shown 

her a  houseful she’d have still inquired “Is that all you got?”  It was quite amusing.  She’s a cute 

little lady.  She comes over quite often.  One morning she had been here for about two hours, and 

her papa came over for her to come to dinner.  He inquired if Hester was here, “surely you’re not 

trying to take away our girl already?”  -- frivolous-minded gentleman!  Business, I think must be 

going well this fall – he’s quiet humorous, and happy most all the time.  Mrs. Bell called over for 

a little while Christmas evening, as she thought we’d feel a bit lonely.  She seems a very nice 



person.  She left a box of chocolates for the children.  Yesterday morning Mr. W. Nixon called to 

leave a little Christmas remembrance, a dollar bill. 

 

To-day I’ve not spent a single cent!  Haven’t received or sent a letter either.  To-morrow I expect 

to do whatever settling up I can with Crandall.  Will be for about half the amount I guess.  Have 

never received the threshing bill yet.  They say old Sammy has the looking after that end of the 

business for the syndicate.  That’s rather a joke when it comes to dealing with us, isn’t it?  If he 

don’t present the bill, I’ll never ask for it.  I’ve spoken to one or two of the others about the 

threshing bill, so they’ll know I haven’t tried to evade payment at all.  Browning says he guesses 

Sammy has got the value of the bill out in horse and cattle flesh. 

 

Browning went to Calgary for Christmas.  He means to take some treatment for his rheumatism 

this winter.   

 

Alice May has wakened up, so I must make ready for bed.  She smiles at me some these days.  

The other evening I was telling her all about what a “lovely sweet papa” she had.  She lay 

perfectly still, watching me most attentively, so interested she scarcely breathed, and then gave 

me the sweetest little smile.  She’s doing well, -- just growing fine.  She’s real good too. 

 

Christmas day I received a very nice card from Chester McF. of Rivers, Man.  And when I read 

the verse instead inside it, I thought of you .  “Leagues of land, and even the broad sea itself, may 

stretch between us this Christmas Day, but my loving thoughts and wishes will not fail to reach 

you.  Absent friends are ever the dearest.”  H.M.B. 

 

Good night now Sidney with love & kisses.  

Your Loving Wife 

 

Isabelle. 

 

Perhaps you collapsed when you read the news in my letter of Nov. 4
th

.  Is that the reason a letter 

has not come to hand?  Hope you soon revive.  You mustn’t allow such little things to upset you 

dear.   Lorne is shaking off his laziness & beginning to talk. 


