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Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Aug. 1
st
, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I've got a nice piece of lemon pie here, with dandy pie crust - won't you come and have it? It's 

real nice - I made two pies, and took one over to the bachelor girls at Farrow's (Misses Bennett & 

MacDonald). 

 

Our next door neighbors are gone. I had them come in to dinner to-day, including her mother & 

Miss Stiles, because they were all so upset with moving.  The new folks are coming right in – 

Mr. & Mrs. Darling. Isn’t that sweet.  Nice to have a Darling man eh? 

 

I had a letter from home to-day – at last. They’ve been having intense heat down there.  Bertha, 

Eva & Ruth have all been feeling somewhat unwell. Eva goes back to her school Aug. 13 – gets 

a raise of salary - $700 next term.  That’s not as high as they are having to pay for teachers here.  

Miss McD. has been getting $780, I think, but Mr. Farrow says they don’t expect to get one now 

under $ 860.  Bertha failed on her second – poor girl it is too bad.  She says the papers were very 

hard.  She’s going to try and get in on the 3
rd

 class normal tho!  They say Richard McCaffrey and 

Bessie Oliver are to be married – not too bad a match, eh?  And poor Mrs. Jimmy.  B is in the 

Ninette Sanitorium – “has been for sometime” Eva says “Guess they don’t expect her to get 

better either.”  Doesn’t it seem sad?  It must be terrible on Rev. Jimmy – and then there’s the 

children too.  The thoughts of it all must be killing on her too.  Mrs. Lavers sent in a note to-day 

to inquire how we all were & Mr. Brook. Says she hasn’t been in town for 5 weeks.  Mr. L. is in 

Sussex Eng.  Getting well, but won’t be sent to trenches again.  

 

(Written on the left side)   

Aug. 3
rd

.  It’s just about tea-time, so I can’t add any more to this just now. I’ve been making 

Lorne a khaki ‘Oliver Twist’ suit with brass buttons – have just finished it & must send this off 

to get into the mail to-night!  Yesterday was quite hot & to-night it’s cloudy & feeling a bit like 

winter, Alberta weather eh? 

 

Yr. Loving wife, Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta 

Mon. Aug. 6, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I’ve just imagining there’s a letter or two from my soldier sweetheart speeding to me on the train 

coming from Saskatoon now – wish they were here – wish you were here – it’ll seem quite queer 

to be all together once more, wont it? It’ll soon be a whole year since we had you were last – just 

imagine a year! I wonder how you’re getting on now sweetheart, and it you know any more 

definitely what’s going to be next.  Before you read this, you will no doubt know of your 

prospect of getting to Canada.  Is suppose you are in Brighton now enjoying the home folks’ 

company  - it will be all too short a stay tho’ I expect – but that’s the way with military life.  

 

I’ve done my washing to-day, and also my ironing - so I’m beginning to feel a bit tired.  I’m glad 

it’s all done tho’.  It’s around ten o’clock now – all the little folks are in Dreamland – and I must 

soon scoot too, or my neighbour’s cow will be a stir before me in the morning.  Our garden is 

quite gay just now with its border all around of bright poppies – our sweet peas are coming in 

bloom nicely now too.  Lorne has a few petunia and candytuft too.  The sunflowers along the 

west side are stretching right up – they’ll soon be over my head.  I put them on the west to help 

hide our nice view in that direction!  His lordship is making preparation for adding to his nice (?) 

cement building.  I’ve got my opinions of anybody that will stick a thing like that out on the 

street. 

 

Yesterday evening (Sunday) Mrs. Lavers and her daughter Queenie descended upon my in all 

their silks & etc.  Really it’s nice to see them fixed out so nice.  Queenie wears a blue silk suit, - 

a $35 present from her famous cousin they say, who was out here in the winter.  Also her $14 

boots. 

 

(Written on the left side) 

Our new neighbours Mr. & Mrs. Darling knew that McDonald – 1
st 113th

 man killed.  Little Shorty 

they called him.  

 

Mr. & Mrs. Nixon called for a little while too.  They are often in a little early for church, and 

drop in here. 

 

And I was out for an auto ride yesterday afternoon, and got a glimpse of our east crop.  Mrs. C.L. 

Sitlington & I were talking on our street when Mr. S. came along with the auto, and she asked 

him to take me for a ride.  We went straight north.  I got a few heads of the wheat off the end of 

the east field.  It looks a fair crop.  The oats are better than the average around the country – 

(what was cropped last year is in oats now.)  The heads seem to be all quite well filled with 

lovely plump kernels.  I’m going to put in a head or two – it will be shrivelled I guess, but it’ll be 

a bit of wheat off our farm thousands of miles away.  I got some heads this forenoon on our front 

door step – I expect Jennings has put them there – yesterday being Sunday I shouldn’t wonder if 

he was over to see the crop.  

(Written on the left side) 

Have you had a good photo taken yet?  



 I was asking him the other day if it was so about the heads only being half filled, but he said he 

hadn’t seen it lately.  If it was him left them I guess I was over feeding Farrow’s chickens, or 

working out at the back preparing for washing, & wouldn’t hear anyone knock at the door. 

 

Well I really must stop for to-night, this pen is getting quite unruly - & my eyes are winking & 

blinking most awful, so goodnight dearest, sweet dreams.  But oh!  I must tell you this was a red 

letter day for Arnott - he was asked to sign his name for the first time!  He went to the station to 

get the Eaton catalogue (they always send them by express now you know).  I didn’t think about 

it at the time, but the agent asked him if he could write his name.  Arnott said “Yes”, and signed 

his name on the express book.  Of course he told me about it as soon as he came back – I guess 

he felt quite big, and I felt quite proud of my little man. Good-night again.  

Yrs Loving Isabelle. 

 

(Written on the left side) 

Aug. 7.  Yes, that wheat was off the west quarter.  Arnott saw Jennings this forenoon & he told 

him about leaving it. – and mind you that train never brought me those letters – no overseas 

mail!  But “keep smiling there’s always a to-morrow.”  I’ll get it to-morrow.  C.I. 

 

 

 

Carigmyle, Alberta. 

Sat. Aug. 11, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s just about tea-time – I was just going to do some darning when I remembered this letter had 

not been written.  To-day I received your letter of July 22
nd

, and yesterday the July 14
th

 one, 

which I had looked for all week.  “The frivolities of womankind!” you wrote – I think it is of 

mankind to write such a lot of nonsense as preceded that.  I don’t go in for such frivolities at all, 

but you just don’t know how it delights me to have your letters carried in the mail.  Wonder 

when the writer will arrive?  If the early closing of the war is all that will save you returning to 

France, I don’t think there’s much hope of you not going back.  Still maybe you won’t have to - I 

haven’t given up hopes yet.  

 

This afternoon it has been raining off & on.  The showers of the last fort-night have been the 

salvation of the crops, and we hope the frosty spell has passed over too.  According to the papers 

there were a few degrees last week in some places. 

 

I shall start sending the papers again.  I expected a scolding for that picture being reproduced.  

Yes, I noticed it was turned about in the paper.  I received all the postcards I think.  But do not 

think it a good picture of you at all – it is truly ametuer(sp?) work.  Have you had any others 

taken yet?  And so you are going to give me a kiss when you see me – now really! Maybe Mrs. 

L. will be at the station before me! That raincoat story happened last summer at the farm.  You 

remember I told you of it when you were home those few days leave in August.  She was over, 

while I made a trip to Craigmyle.  And because it was chilly or threatening rain when she started 

home, I let her take your coat. 



She cuddled her-self into it, and said in a delighted way “I’ve seen Mr. Brook wear this coat.” 

And I had to smile to myself.  Don’t you remember us laughing about it? Mrs. Lavers frivolous?  

Oh no I don’t think so (?) and me Jealous?  I should say! Ha, ha.  Really I can’t help but laugh. 

 

I suppose before now you’ve had another nice experience of the doctors digging for lead.  Did it 

shatter the shoulder bone any? Hope if you cannot be given something to do here in Canada that 

they at least keep you in England.  Its somebody else’s turn in France. 

 

Alice has wakened up and is giving us a little song, so I’ll have to soon stop this.  She was on her 

hands & knees in a creeping position on the bed the other day when I went upstairs.  And a little 

later I found her standing up in the high chair with her hands resting on the table of it.  She’s 

getting to be a wild girl, eh?  

 

Our neighbors next door have taken quite a fancy to Glen.  What children they have had have not 

lived. 

 

This will have to be hustled to the post office, so bye-bye sweetheart, with one kiss.  I’ll give you 

another when you get here. 

 

Your loving wife 

Isabelle 

 

Had a letter from Alice yesterday  

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta  

Sat. August. 18, 1917 

 

(Written upside down at top)   

Aunt Annie’s Address:-  

202 Cor. Ave. B. & Crescent West 

Saskatoon. 

 

My dear Sidney:  

 

I’m sorry I said I hadn’t time to write, but if you were here just now you might have some idea of 

what I mean.  I just gave orders to Gordon & Lorne in the kitchen that they were not to disturb 

me for I was going to write a letter to Papa, as I came into the dining room to write.  Well I 

hadn’t taken my pen in hand till Glen set up a howl upstairs - just got up from his afternoon 

sleep, and is making the awfulest racket, so this pen is just all going in jigs.  I thought I was 

going to get this written while both he & Alice were asleep. – I’ve got him sort of calmed down 

now and here on my lap.  The day before yesterday he had a touch of summer complaint, and 

was threatened with convulsions again.  Yesterday he was better, but is peevish to-day and not in 

very good condition again.  It is such a worry to have him out of order. 

 



I guess you will think I’m following your directions as to how many times I write, before those 

directions reached me even.  This is the first letter I’ve written this week.  Monday I washed – 

Tuesday I ironed – Wednesday went to the farm – Thursday nursed Glen, preserved a case of 

raspberries, baked bread, and was feeling under the weather  a bit myself then Friday I didn’t do 

much of anything and to-day my Saturday’s work, and read over my husband’s letters a few 

times.  I was delighted to get it – felt sure one surely must come to-day, as no other had arrived 

the previous days of the week.  Yesterday I received the Sussex Daily Mail you sent.  So you are 

going to carry a piece of shrapnel as a souvenir of the war.  It’s nice to think you are thro’ with 

operations, but I’d imagine, I’d not like the idea of the stuff being left in.  

 

It’s nice to hear you speak of all your plans for holiday jaunts when you come home.  You must 

be going to be a monied man tho’ surely.  I would just love to go on any of the trips you 

mentioned with you – we’ll go honey mooning eh?  Of course you’ll know before now I did not 

go to Saskatoon thought I might maybe at Thanksgiving.  No, we have no hired housekeeper 

here ‘her Ladyship’ is maid of all work.  I did hear from an old lady once, and I’ve meant to 

write to her again, but have put it off & put it off & nearly all the letters from this house find 

their way across the ocean. She lived down in Saskatchewan, and thought she didn’t care to put 

up the railway fare about $20 she said, and not knowing whether she would be the help to me I 

would like.  I’ve thought of offering to put up the one way fare if she cared to come, but seemed 

to have found other places for any money so far.   

 

Here comes Glen crying again.  He thought he wanted to go outside for a while, but I guess when 

he is not very well it don’t take much to upset him.  I wish he was feeling bright.  There is a 

cough & cold going around among the children in town – they say its whooping cough.  Arnott 

has it this week – was feeling pretty tough yesterday. 

 

It was nice to get those snapshots which came in this morning’s letter.  I think they are very good 

of you – particularly in the large postcard- group.  You should have seen Gordon’s comical smile 

when his eye ran across your face in the group.  He was not out of bed yet, and I handed him the 

postcard saying “those were the wounded men in the hospital where Papa was,” and when I 

looked back a little later to see his face all lit up with a smile, I knew what it was about. Arnott 

did not recognize you in the other little snaps.  I wonder if you be able to have all your “rest” in 

Brighton?  

 

(Written on left side) 

I’m afraid this is rather a jumbled up, uninteresting sort of a letter.  And I’ve never said anything 

about our wonderful (?) trip to the farm - that will have to be again.  Glen’s upset the ink over the 

table cloth now. 

 

Yrs. Loving Isabelle 

 

Oh! The blessedness of a bachelorhood eh?  

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sun. Aug. 19, 1917. 

 

My dear Sidney: 

 

Just think it lacks less than a month of being a whole year since that last morning when we said 

“good-bye”, when things all seemed to be moving in a whirl.  A whole year – it’s a long time for 

us not to see each other, isn’t it dear?  And then it’ll be some time longer.  I wonder if there’s any 

chance at all of you being in Alberta before Christmas time.  This evening I was wondering 

where Papa was when I was undressing Lorne – he says “I guess he’s in Brighton”.  And my 

guess was much the same.  Jno. Martin reached Calgary yesterday morning I think – 2:30 a.m. 

Wouldn’t his parents be the overjoying pair to have him really & truly back again alive from the 

terrible war?  There’s a D. Donald of Dowling Lake, coming in this bunch of returned ones too.  

That’s the old gentleman I presume.  He was in the trenches a little while, wasn’t he? 

 

This is Sunday evening (10 o’c) – all the little folks are asleep.  I suppose you’ve been to church 

once or twice to-day.  Last Sunday evening Mrs. Gage stayed with the little folks to let me go 

out.  That’s just the second time I’ve been to church since coming to town, in a couple of weeks 

a Salvation Army band from Calgary are expected here for a 3- meeting Sunday.  Mrs. G. says 

she wants to arrange to let me out to one of the meetings anyway. Mr. Gage asked to be 

remembered to you.  The folks here seem to be getting slacker on the church going – Last 

Sunday there was just a dozen & a half.  Longmire’s have a baby girl about a month old.  Mrs. L. 

is not very well.  She is still down at her mother’s.  

 

Last Wednesday we went to the farm - a trip the boys had long coaxed for.  Mrs. Farrow kept 

Glen & Alice.  We had Moodie’s horse and buggy – just went out for the afternoon.  But really 

dear to drive into that yard would make your heart sick.  I wouldn’t like you to see it.  There’s 

pig weed as high as me, a regular forest of it. From the kitchen door to the fence – right jammed 

up to the wall of the kitchen – and of course that stable yard has its supply too.  Everything has 

such a deserted neglected appearance! I felt as tho’ I’d just like to go at it and cut all the weeds  - 

but it was too hopeless a job to be worthwhile starting.  Most everything that could be carried 

off, and that was worthwhile is gone.  Gone to swell the motley collection of unused things 

across the road I guess. First thing I missed the cutter.  The boys had told me last winter they saw 

our cutter in town but I thought they were mistaken.  But here his Lordship, because he had 

nothing else he said, brought into town, and took 500 of coal home in it!  And it’s there in his 

yard, with the old binder canvasses & all that I had in it, with the door off the well lying beside it 

on the banking of his shack.  Then the churn was gone too, so I took it for granted it had strayed 

over there too, and made a random shot by saying “Are you using the churn?” And I struck it all 

right. Yes he had had milk in it last fall at threshing time, & hadn’t taken it back.  And while I 

was talking I was taking a good look at the door.  I had a mind to tell him that was the door off 

the well, but thought the cutter & churn was enough, and I guess he saw me taking in the door 

enough.  When I was out last fall it had been taken and that old one put over the well.  Then 

another thing I do feel provoked about is that vise screw & arm out of your worktable.  Now isn’t 

it a queer thing folks are so sticky fingered?  Others things are ½ barrel, a number of 2 x 4 I had 

pulled down which made that from room partition & had left lying on the floor, also the fence 

maul & forks  - there’s not a single one of such things, all of which I had put in the coal bin 



down cellar. - I didn’t want the churn in here but to know where it was, I had him bring it is here.  

He left it on the back platform Saturday, and then hiked without coming to the door at all.  The 

old scamp, altho’ I talked nice enough to him that day I was out there – still I guess he 

understood.  I hope he did.  Of course the churn hasn’t been washed since he had it has cracks 

pretty nearly big enough to put your finger thro’, & one hoop trying to come off.  I guess I’ll get 

it soaked up and cleaned up sometime.  People do come out in their true light sometime eh?  And 

another little think to show what people will do just because the owner is away - as we were 

driving around the north field & down by the flat one, what should we see but the carcass of a 

dead horse in the creek flat – likely Sammy’s annual horse loss, dragged off their own place onto 

their neighbours!  And north fence! It’s worse than ever, pulled down & nailed down in two 

places - wires broken etc. Old Sammy out with the binder in that little field to the south of his 

buildings with his “chip off the old block” – and they were taking in all my putting up gates, 

examination of the fence etc – wondering what intruder was prowling around I guess.  Now this 

isn’t the nicest topic in the world to be making up a letter on so I guess I’d better drop it (now 

I’m done with it eh?)  The crop I would describe as fair.  Not so good at all on summer fallow as 

we had hope for & expected, due to the dry season I guess. And with all too liberal sprinkling of 

pig week in it.  As I’ve said since more than once – there’s more weeds on that farm than ever 

was before - my husband kept his land clean.  It is something to do with the working of the land 

(not the seed) for those pieces which were cropped last year as entirely free of weeks.  Of course 

the stuff will never mature.  If Jennings has not started it already he’ll be into it this week I 

guess.  

 

But summing up my feelings upon the visit to the old place, I felt just as tho’ I’d never could live 

there again – just felt as tho’ I’d like to sell that quarter.  Ernie Tillotson has been cutting the hay 

on the east quarter.  $1 a load is what he is paying for it.  As to renting the place for next year – 

did I tell you Mr. Rogers a good while ago went to the bother of calling at the door to speak for 

it.  But the last time I spoke of it to Jennings he said he’d thought he’d like to have it again.  I 

suppose the south 30 acres on the east place ought to be summer fallowed next year? 

 

Ernie Stevenson has had about 50 acres broken on Laver’s west quarter alongside of the road.  I 

should think it would make Mrs. L. wish they had it still.  They never mention that they haven’t 

it. 

 

Farrow’s got home last week after a nice 4 week trip tho B.C. to Banff, Vancouver, Seattle etc.  

Had quite a good holiday.  I must hike to bed now. Love & kisses to you sweetheart. Good night 

Your Loving Isabelle. 

 

Monday – 

It didn’t rain last night, so I couldn’t wash to-day, and have to carry water for it, to do it 

tomorrow.  I wish there never was any washing. 

 

Mrs. Braseth and her girls came out from Calgary Saturday & have been staying with 

Tillotson’s.  Mrs. T. & they came into town in the car this morning.  Mrs. Braseth came here 

while Mrs. T. did her shopping - from here she was going to Ernie Stevensons & Bloris to-day.  

They came from Calgary with Neilsen’s who have just recently got a Gray-Dort car.  And if Mr. 



Neilsen don’t start back too soon the Braseths will come in & stay overnight here, possibly 

Wednesday.  She is looking well – just the same nice friendly person. 

 

There now, that’s my prescribed letter written for this week.  Bye-bye.  Give my love to the 

Brighton folks.  It’s a shame I have neglected so long to answer their last letters.  Love & kisses 

to you.  Yr loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Fri. Aug. 24, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney: -  

 

Here I am starting a second letter this week.  I suppose I did get another “spanking if I was near 

enough” what a blessing there is that “if”.  It looks to me as tho’ you’ve set down “a letter-a-

week-or-less rule for yourself.  At least that’s what I’ll think if no letter arrives to-morrow.  I 

haven’t had any this week yet – and only one last week.  Of course I expect my next from 

Brighton – and I expect your short stay there would be so occupied - it would not be very easy to 

settle down to letter writing.  Do you know Jno Martin has been in & around Craigmyle this 

week? It must seem queer for him to be back here again.  According to what he says there isn’t 

much likelihood of you being placed in a Brighton hospital there.  He don’t seem much changed 

at all – only thinner.  His naturally narrow face is narrower still.  He has come back tho’ with this 

teeth set for the prosecution of the war.  “It must go on we must have conscription”. He gave a 

very interesting & forceful short address at the Hall the other evening – the occasion being a 

welcome for him, and a farewell for Art Thompson’s.  It was originally intended for the latter I 

think, but the day before, Jno unexpectedly landed in Craigmyle so the two were combined.  But 

I thought if I were Thompson’s I’d have felt rather left out of it – the interest it seemed to me 

most all centred around Jno’s part of it.  Of course there was a dance - that part did not concern 

him.  The program had started when Mrs. Braseth & I went over. – Jno. was on the platform 

when we went in of course I drank in very word he said – thinking of my soldier sweetheart 

having seen all the same things, went thro’ the same experiences, (also what a sight he’d look too 

if togged out in kilts like Jno. & up there on the platform) John close with a stirring appeal to 

throw off politics - & vote for conscription - asked if they were going to be men or cowards! etc 

and dropped from the platform and took his seat.  Then the chairman passed a remark that he too 

was in favor of conscription & before I knew, I was wakened from my dream by “The next is a 

Reading by a Mrs. Brook, - whose husband is also at the Front.” They had called at the house 

twice to ask me to help, but I did see I could go, so made no preparation. However Mrs. Rogers 

came in that ev’g to take train next morning, and insisted on staying at the house while I went. 

So I took an old reading along – but hoped with all my heart no one would notice me there.  And 

I wasn’t expecting my name to be put down, for I hadn’t promised at all.  But after all my 

wandering battle field thoughts, I just felt so tho’ I couldn’t go on to that platform – so just asked 

to be excused.  Of course that affair was all quite impromptu but there was a nice social feeling 

running all thro’ the crowd so a pleasant evening was spent, (and quite a crowd it was too – a 

hall full.  It was remarkable upon such short notice.  Larkin’s were in from Dowling Lake, all the 



town folks, & many in the country around. Many others would have been too, had the news 

reached them. 

 

It does seem I’ve had an unusual week of it.  Washed on Tues. instead of Monday to start with.  

Of course that didn’t matter much.  But Monday Mrs. Braseth called.  Tues. Mrs. Rogers called 

& I expected her & Everett that evening to stay overnight for train next morning.  But she didn’t 

come till next night & of course I had expected Mrs. Braseth, & she had come so I couldn’t keep 

Mrs. R. - she is going into Calgary to make her home I guess – she & her two boys.  Wednesday 

I had callers galore.  Mrs. Braseth & her two girls came in the afternoon.  Then others who called 

were Jean Crawford & Lila B., Mrs. Nielsen, Mrs. Rogers & Everett, Jean & Sandy Monroe (to 

see Mrs. Braseth) also Mrs. Littington & Livingstone the banker (on program committee) and 

somebody else, I’m sure you never could guess! I was so surprised.  I was talking to Mrs. B. in 

the front room  - was near the window, and noticed an automobile coming along & it swerved in 

toward our house – had three men in it, and as it pulled up, whose face should I recognize but our 

old friend & neighbors Mr. Oke!  Now wouldn’t you have liked to have seen him?  And he only 

stayed about three minutes.  You talk about feeling like kissing your nurses, but I felt more like 

kissing Mr. Oke than anybody else since you’ve went away.  He couldn’t stay for tea, to see 

Farrow’s or anything – was travelling thro’ from Hanna to Delia.  Had been to Hanna drawing up 

some land papers.  Has brought a ranch south of here at Dorothy P.O.  He had thought he’d like 

to go in for stock, but when he sees the life he says it’s “a hard & rough life,” and may trade the 

ranch on a farm he has in view near Hanna expects to move out right away.  Drumheller would 

be their town if they go on the ranch.  He is just the same, only a little older looking.  Annie is 

teaching school at home (Dauntless Alta).  Charlie was still in England last word they had.  He 

had been in the Orderlie, but just lately left that, and was going in training as Signaller – and 

expected to move to France about now.  Mr. Oke thought it so strange that neither you or Charlie 

had happened to run across each other at Sarcee, or in England. 

 

Mrs. Braseth visited at Eaton’s yesterday, coming back here in the evening.  Then she went to 

Tillotson’s with Mr. Blore – and meant to come to town again to-day, and stay overnight in town 

– but she hasn’t been in at all.  Mrs. Neilsen called this afternoon - & they had changed their 

plans about returning to Calgary, so I guess that upset Mrs. Braseth’s too.  You see, she & the 

girls came out in Neilsen’s car, so have to go back whenever he is ready.  They mean to leave to-

morrow morning.  They were all at the Hall the other night too, so as Mrs. Farrow said it was 

quite nice to see so many old-timers back all together.  When are you going to wander back to 

the old place, dear?  Mind you John Martin expects to go back again – in 6 months time he says 

maybe – when his hand regains its full use.  It’s stiff yet so he can only about half close it – but 

it’s getting well, only so very slowly.  I wouldn’t expect he’d ever be sent back tho’ – a person of 

his physique – would scarcely be sent again I think.  Mrs. Crandall I think it was asked him what 

the “C” was for on his coat collar, and he said “Conscript” & joined in the laugh.  But say dear, 

my aversion for those handsome (?) kilts is stronger than ever.  Such sights!  I think they are just 

horrid!  I wonder if they have no option in the matter.  If so when you come do please leave them 

behind.  They are such unsightly senseless things, & the other uniforms are so neat & trim.  Yes, 

“let the ladies wear em,” that’s what I say.  They couldn’t look worse than the men, in them 

anyway. 

 



Well really dear I’m afraid to look at the clock.  The children are in bed long ago - & my eyes 

are getting awfully sleepy.  All the little folks now expect Gordon have the whooping cough – 

with Arnott it’s reached the zenith I think & is on the mend a wee bit – the other three at just 

taking it. Alice started to-day.  Arnott was badly enough choked up a couple of nights ago, but 

has not had it so bad as what many say lots of children do have it.  I’m sorry it’s going to 

interfere with their schooling.  I don’t care to send them when we have the cough in the house.  

School opens this Monday, with Mrs. Sinclair (nee Eliza Martin) as teacher.  Well good night 

dearest.  Love & kisses  

Yr loving wife Isabelle 

 

Say I feel sorry for Findlay.  It appears to be quite common knowledge that she don’t mind his 

absence much.  Folks say if he don’t come back they know who she’ll be.  His former business 

partner is the third party. Maybe Findlay was a bit wise before he enlisted. 

 

Sat. afternoon 25
th

 

Yes, a letter did come to-day – how glad I was to get it too.  And altho’ we do not know anything 

for dead certain, still I have a satisfied feeling that you’ll not be sent back to France.  You 

mentioned it in your letter & Jns. M. is decided in his opinion that you’ll never go back as long 

as you carry that shrapnel.  I was just going to ask you in this letter if that stuff was not close to 

your lung, or if it had gone right thro’ your shoulder blade.  You know you have never told me 

anything very definite about it, till to-days letter (written at Chatham). How close to your heart, 

eh? How thankful we ought to be it was not worse.  You speak of you having all the holiday – 

after what a soldier goes thro’ I should think there was a holiday coming to him, and a great deal 

more.  John Martin called for a few minutes this afternoon.  He was at Frank F’s for dinner & has 

gone to Innes’s now for tea – then goes to Farrow’s for the ev’g.  I understand from him it is not 

compulsory to wear those kilts so there’ll be no excuse for you appearing in them. 

 

This is getting to be quite a lengthy epistle & such a scrawl.  I feel as tho’ I could fire this pen far 

enough – it’s a wretched thing.  And that old doctor hasn’t any choice of nibs.  This is my last 

page of paper too, so I’ll soon have to stop. 

 

I had a nice letter from Alice too this morning.  She said the parcel had arrived there safely.  She 

was feeling very disappointed about your arrangements for visiting with them Aug. 5, & also 

with Walter having fallen thro’.  I guess from your letter it would not be long delayed tho’.  It 

doesn’t seem, too bad tho’ if you can not spend all your rest time in Brighton. 

 

Love& kisses from each 

Your Loving wife Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Sun. Sept. 2
nd

, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney: - 

 

(Clipping on first page.  Aug.31, 1917. “15,000 Wounded Canadians Returning in Next Three 

Months.  Winnipeg, Man., Aug.31 - at least 15,000 wounded Canadian soldiers are expected to 

return within the next three months, according to the estimate made today by S. A. Armstrong, 

director of military hospitals.  These men will be largely engaged, where able, with conscripted 

men’s training.") 

 

A year ago to-night you were with us out on the farm.  A year ago last night how I watched for 

the sound & light that midnight train as it came up the line between Delia and Craigmyle.  At last 

it came, then I waited and waited it seemed such an awfully long time for you to cover the 

distance between Craigmyle and the farm.  I decided you couldn’t have come - and racked my 

brain for why - what had happened etc - and at last about 1 o’clock I blew out the light, and 

rolled under cover.  But I had scarcely done so when that welcome knock came at the door!  

Then just a few days later came the call that has separated us for almost a year.  But never mind 

sweetheart yesterday’s News-Telegram says they’re going to bring back 15,000 wounded 

soldiers in the next three months - and you’re going to be among them, aren’t you dear?  We’ll 

have you here for Christmas, eh?  They could find employment well enough for you on this side 

of the water. 

 

On Friday we received some more views of Tunbridge Wells from you, posted at Epson Aug. 15 

- so I presume you had still not reached Brighton. You’d be thinking you’d reach there 

sometime.  You know I’d like to know of you safe back in Canada again, but if you do come I’d 

also like to think of you having a nice long uninterrupted visit with all your relatives in England, 

first.  Military life hasn’t much regard for all these little things that the human heart naturally 

craves.  For all you’ve been quite a bit in old England, you might almost as well be here as far as 

seeing your loved ones is concerned. 

 

Yesterday’s east train did not get in till noon, and I watched for the smoke of it all forenoon, 

hoping that letter, you mentioned having partly written, would be in that mail.  But it wasn’t. So 

that’s a treat I have in store for me that next day or so.  The machine gun picture you sent from 

Daily Sketch was quite interesting to us.  It pictured quite well what Jno. Martin told me of the 

machine guns.  You know I turned him into a question bureau or information bureau, over at 

Farrow’s for half an hour that last evening he was in Caigmyle - and promised to have another 

list of questions ready, all written down, for him the next time he came out. 

 

Twenty Salvation Army folks are the central attraction in town to-day.  They have held a 

morning and evening service at the hall. It’s too bad it’s been such a damp, cold, cloudy sort of a 

day.  Heavily overcast all day, and the thermometer is about 39 ½ now (9:30 pm).  Many country 

folks would have been in to the services, had the weather and roads been good.  It rained a good 

deal last night, so it’s rather muddy.  This makes about the fourth day of rain I think - it’s making 

up for the dry summer, in harvest time! Most folks have most, and several all, their cutting done.  

With favorable weather the threshing machines were going to start this coming week. 



 

The Blore family were to have come in to the service his morning, and taken dinner here.  But 

the rainy weather prevented them coming I guess. I was sorry too. 

 

The Salvationists are giving a concert to-morrow evening.  I’d have like to have got out to one of 

their meetings to-day.  I let Gordon go this forenoon. He is the only one of them all who is not 

sick.  All the others have very heavy choked-up coughs, which seem to hang on with bull-dog 

tenacity. I sincerely hope they get over it before the cold weather comes.  Some say they will, 

and others say, taking it now they’ll have it all winter.  That would be awful.  Most all the 

children have it in town. 

 

 

Sept. 4:- 

 

At last I believe our rainy spell of weather has cleared up - this evening the sun is shining - 

nearly a week of rain - a good thing for the land - fall ploughing etc., altho’ it has hindered them 

threshing for this week I guess. 

 

Last evening I was at the Salvation Army Band concert.  I received a complimentary ticket ($1), 

and Mrs. Farrow arranged with Mrs. Bell to stay with the little folks.  Mr. nor Mrs. Bell were not 

going to the concert anyway.  It was splendid.  I might mention more of the evening but must 

hurry now.  - Alice is crying a bit - it’s tea-time & this will not get in the mail if I don’t hustle it 

off.  I meant to have written more this afternoon? 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Sept. 13, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I received another nice letter this morning, with the four postcard war photos, which are very 

interesting.  I must get an album specially for all the cards you’ve sent.  I’ve read your letter over 

a good many times, trying to make as sure as I can of the part “in between the lines.”  This was 

quite a secret you told me -- most of it untold.  But it’s made me feel happy ever since.  I’m 

afraid to be too optimistic just for fear you know.  Still my belief that you’re not going back 

anyway seems more confirmed.  But you did not say much about your arm -- only bewailing the 

cessation of the delicious massage treatment. Really it’s provoking how the military orders 

interfere with things alright - “it’s enough to bring tears!” Well, you make one laugh.  Such a 

flighty frivolous-minded husband I’ve got! Oh yes, and while I’m on this strain - no, it was not 

Miss Macdonald sent you the nice candy - she made it for me to send to you, and I’ve settled 

with her for that, so you see you’ll be saved the bother of delivering that kiss. - Well any one 

reading some of our letter would think we were a crazy pair, won’t they? 

 

Then there’s the sad side of your letter.  Poor Mrs. Cheesman - only one tho’ in the thousands of 

others as grief stricken, I suppose.  What a grief-swept world it is.  How the poor woman must 



envy the ones, like myself whose husbands & loved ones have been spared. The return of others 

must only more deeply impress the sadness of their loss, upon those bereaved.  You put in a note 

that Lavers had gone back to France.  This is news here.  For they are under the impression here, 

from a letter from him, I understand, that he has some office job in England.  If in France what is 

he employed at there?  And Findlay is corporal.  You may remember me to him.  Poor man I 

wonder if he’ll ever get home, or what home will be to him if he does.  

 

(Written on the side)  Queenie called in yesterday but she did not remember or know first what 

her father was doing. The doctors they said had passed him for Canada but his adjutant had got 

him an office job waiting. I’m enclosing a $2 bill, it’s not much but will send more shortly.  

According to a piece in the Munson paper you don’t have to pay postage on your letters now.  

You said ‘expect to go over to Walter’s again to-morrow.’  So I presume you’ve been there 

before, but you have not said anything in any of your letters about your visit.  And surely you’ve 

been to Brighton before now.  I’m going to Calgary one of these days to meet you.  But just now 

bye-bye, while I wait anxiously for the other chapter of that secret. 

 

Your loving wife  

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Thurs. Sept. 20, 1917. 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:-  

(Written on the side:  And you did miss my letters that week I didn’t write!  Yes, there is a 

tremendous expenditure in writing material.  Guess I’d better curtail my overseas 

correspondence a bit) 

 

Alice is helping me write this letter- sometimes giving the side of the tablet a tilt with her toe - so 

put all flourishes down to her credit.  I’m wanting her to go off for an afternoon snooze.  She’s 

learning things by jumps these days.  Started creeping proper on Sunday - the next day our 

“good-bye” anniversary, she said “mamma” - and we’ve never taught her too at all.  For quite a 

while we’ve tried to teach her “Papa” she nearly always says “Mamma.”  Whenever she a bit 

tired or hungry now its “ma-ma-ma” till we pick her up.  This forenoon I was just finishing up 

my sweeping, when from upstairs all at once I heard a baby voice “ma-ma-ma-ma - she had just 

wakened from her forenoon nap.  

 

(Written in big printing)  “Dear Papa I want to see you  Alice”  

This is Alice’s letter, written the other day.  

 

She creeps to chairs etc now, climbs up by them, & dances about. She went to the swill pail too 

today, and had started having a fine splash!  Oh, what a girl!  She’ll be quite spoilt I’m afraid for 

her smart ways.  She waves her hand “bye bye” to everyone now too.  I’m sure you must think 

you’ve got quite a wonderful daughter.  More than a page of a write up. 

 



The ‘mail carrier’ brought in another letter this morning from my soldier sweetheart, with the 5 

views of Epsom.  Also received two on Sunday - the ones of Aug 18 & 28.  The Aug. 25
th

, one 

reached me three or four days sooner.  So you saw an old Manitonite & got all the news!  Well, 

you know they say you have to go outside your own house to get the news.  I got those letters on 

Sunday by Mr. F’s kindness in bringing them from the P.O.  He knows of course we’re anxiously 

waiting for news.  Waiting on that medical board must be pleasant for you (?) Suppose they have 

no idea they’re causing anybody any suspense.  Is your arm getting well, or not any better, or 

why did they stop treatment? Before your answer to that may come I guess more definite work 

will have reached me as to what’s what.  It’s nice you’ve been able to call on Walter’s so often. 

Have they any recent photos of themselves. Did Walter recognize you at all?  How far is their 

home from you? 

 

Mrs. S. Martin is out visiting Mrs. Lorne & also Mr. Martin I think.  She & Mrs. Lorne called for 

a few minutes to-day before going to Red Cross meeting.  Mrs. Nixon was in for a little while 

too. 

 

Our threshing has not been done yet.  Expect to get at it this Saturday.  This week has just been 

lovely threshing weather. Nice for everything.  It seems too nice to have to be indoors. 

 

The little folks coughs are abating gradually- glad of it too.  Gordon has never had it. 

 

You spoke in one of your letters of summer fallowing all the cultivated land - why all? Isn’t the 

west quarter alright for a crop?  The east was what I had thought all along of summer fallowing.  

McKee thinks there’s too much grass in it for summer fallowing.  Of course I think he’s rather 

anxious for the land again.  What do you say about it.  If it isn’t summer fallowed we have no 

fresh land, or cropping land for the next year, unless we get a good bit of breaking done.  McKee 

wants the pasture again. 

 

Oh, I must tell you a little laughter Arnott & I had on our selves the other day.  He brought a 

wish bone for me to break with him - I got the wish part of it & he wanted to know what I 

wished “that Papa could soon be coming home” - & his was the same!  So we laughed.  Then the 

next day or so he says “next time I betcha I’ll wish something that you’ll not.”  I asked him if it 

was a pair of overalls.  Well, when I mention overalls it brings to my mind a long epistle I might 

write about our much-famed lady (that’s not right) equestrian Kitty Backues!   

She’s the laughing stock of whole town & country.  And still I guess she & her parents just think 

she’s “doing it.”  She wears (purely to be conspicuous & fast) a really English riding suit - 

breeches coat, puttees & all.  Chases all over the town on her horse, or marches up & down the 

sidewalks, with her little whip in hand.  Any strangers in town, you’ll see them going along with 

their head turned over their shoulder, straining their eyes - taking her all in - quite amused.  

Everybody has a smile when Kitty Brackues is mentioned.  She & her suit collided or almost so 

with Anderson’s car one dark night not long ago & her horse got out of the road in such a hurry  

- Kitty went flying.  She might have been killed, but it has just brought her more into the 

limelight & everybody laughs.  They’re “glad nothing happened to her suit anyway!” They, 

Anderson’s, brought her in to the doctor, he said there was nothing wrong with her, just a bit 

nervous.  Then Backues’ sent for him thro’ the night again, and he wouldn’t go.  B’s claims she 

was unconscious till next morning.  But many allow for mostly faking, as it is expected they will 



try to make a case out of it. When she came from Calgary in July at the close of school, she 

jumped off the train into the railroad ditch here & had a cold bath!!  They got right after the 

C.N.R. & got $50.  Some folks since have even wondered if she did that on purpose!  They are 

liable to have folks say anything about them - even when everything they might be genuinely 

hurt.  And to add to the laugh about her suit. It is going that, it is a suit of Ernie Davine’s.  A real 

old English Riding suit he lent Backues’ in the early days here, and which he made quite a fuss at 

the time about never having had it returned!  So there you are.  It’s a pity the big empty heads 

couldn’t be made to know & feel what an opinion people have of their brazen-faced dowdry. But 

still I haven’t the least doubt they think Kitty’s all “It”. People have no objections to girls 

wearing bloomers to play basket-ball, or to women wearing overalls in the fields - but there’s a 

difference.  This other’s purely for conspicuosity.  It makes me feel like giving her a good 

dressing down.  Indeed some of the men of the town have talked of putting her off the streets.  

Well, I didn’t mean to take time to write all this just now, but I must put Alice down now & be 

off to my preserving. 

 

Love Isabelle 

(Written on the side:  If she could read this letter she might feel flattered!) 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Wed. Sept. 26, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Say, how’s your cold in the head?  It must have been at it’s worst when you wrote the letter of 

Sept. 6
th

 which I received this morning. Anyway I don’t think it’s safe for me to venture writing 

any more letters. Anyone who can write of people’s “head suddenly jerking upwards with their 

nose still more upwards in haughty contempt” & so on & so forth with lots more quotations & 

underlining, I think is well fitted for a job of handy man on a newspaper staff where the editor-

in-chief often looks to them to write elaborate effusions about little or next to nothing.  Anyway 

if you want any explanation to my Aug. 11
th

, my dear, you’ll have to wait till you come home. 

Which home-coming we are truly looking forward to. 

 

And since this letter from the “sweetest of wives, my own darling” came in for such sizzling 

criticism, “lest I offend, I here will end.” 

 

Yours with love just the same, 

Isabell 

Craigmyle, Alberta. 

 

 



Sun. Sept. 30, 1917. 

 

My dear husband:- 

 

Well, if it was possible to call you up on the telephone I’d do it -- I’ve been reading over your 

“conundrum” of a letter of Sept. 6
th

 for the 40 eleventh time, which I got last Tues.  It’s been 

more of a puzzle to me.  I’ve been thinking all along than my much criticized Aug 11
th

 one could 

ever be to you.  And I’ve wondered all week why in the world you should have taken such 

offence to something in my letter, the “give you something to do in Canada, or keep you in 

England,” part of it seeming to be the worst.  But I’ve read the letter once again again, and I’ve 

tumbled all to it - it’s as plain as day now.  But I could give you a good shake for so 

misinterpreting my letter - you’ve emphasized the “do” instead of “Canada,” haven’t you?  -  

You “had wicked little sinner.”  Keep him in England, if he can’t be put to work here, anything 

at all to keep him away from home, eh?  Well, dear I am surprised at you.  And there you are I 

suppose still thinking that for over four weeks - and 3 weeks more before this letter reaches you - 

that’s why I just want to have a talk with you this very minute, - and why this pen is going all in 

jiggles  - I can’t write - my arm’s all a-tremble.  Surely you can see we hope for you home, but if 

that could not be, we hoped you’d be left in England in preference to going back to France.  - any 

thing but going back to the firing line again.  I never dreamt of any other interpretation being 

placed upon it or the possibility of such - until just now the other dawned upon me.  Well, I don’t 

wonder you felt thunderstruck.  As to the “something to do” part of it,  I do not know your plans 

for the future if you return in the near future, to which I am looking forward to, but I thought 

from something you’ve said in your letters you’d be satisfied to stay on in the service, as 

instructor, in office of something of that kind.  Of course even if you did get any position of that 

kind, here, it would still mean you could not be at Craigmyle I guess. We’d all have to live in 

Calgary, eh?  However I don’t know how much you may wish your discharge.  You may be so 

heartily sick of military life that you would jump for a discharge any minute, and I wouldn’t 

blame you at all.  So if as a soldier you have any option about it, I think you are in a position to 

judge best.  Of course we’ve got to have a livelihood of some kind.  It takes something to feed & 

clothe a bunch like this with things trying to double in prices.  - what about the farm, are we to 

rent any of it?  Rent the west quarter & summer fallow the east? 

  

9 p.m. 

It just seemed queer that as I have broken off here & was making preparations for early tea, 

Joyce should come over with a letter from you - a lovely letter - and a parcel of plant slips from 

Manitou home as well. And in this letter you have answered all these farm questions. I guess I’ve 

told you before that both McKee and Jennings would like to have the land again.  But we’ll 

summer fallow the east, eh?  Yes, McK. wants the pasture again. E. Tillotson cut the hay on the 

east quarter this year - $1 a load is the price, but I haven’t seem him to settle it, so don’t know 

yet how much it amounts to.  You asked in your 2
nd

 last letter to hold all our share of the oats - 

those instructions were rather late - for last spring I agree to let McKee have them. They were on 

the north 15 acres, where the crop never was stoked up last year, & some of the heaps of sheaves 

lay all winter.  It was intended to put it as well as the rest in wheat, but these heaps were so 

frozen down & the ground so hard under them that the field could not be plowed, so McKee put 

his oat land to wheat, asking me previously if he could buy our share of oats off that piece then 

for his own use.  There was 448 bushels, machine measure (45 lbs to bus) of oats altogether.  No. 



1 feed the buyer graded although to his measures they weighed 40 lbs per bus. Price was 53 cts.  

He, McK, gave me $79 for oats and $229 for wheat - all went No 1 Northern ($2.02 bus.) except 

2 loads from the centre of the field which was No. 2.($1.99 a bus).  It was not a heavy crop at all, 

but still not bad for the dry season - about 30 per acre for oats & 15 wheat.  I haven’t had a 

settlement with Jennings yet.  Have most of the tickets tho’ for it.  It’s all No.1 Northern, 

summer fallow yield will be about 23 bus. Per acre, I think - and the two quarters with the hay 

returns will bring in about $1,000.  To-morrow I pay out around 263 for settlement at the Empire 

Lumber yard.  Shall I, or not, pay anything to the Gr. West? A few hundred dollars don’t go very 

far does it when you’ve so many places to put it?  It’ll be a happy day when we can clear off all 

debts.  Would you like to have the N.W. school quarter as your soldier claim?  I’m afraid I’m a 

little late in getting on the job, tho; if it were possible for to get it this way. Because it is expected 

by some, that it will go up for sale this fall at Hanna, and the date is Nov. 13
th

, which does not 

give me time scarcely to send you a proxy form - have it signed & returned, and put in the hands 

of the Soldier’s Land settlement committee Alberta before that date.  Of course we might not be 

able to get it that way, but it you thought you’d like it, I thought it was no harm to try for it 

anyway.  I may forward you a form in a day or so.  I’ve written for one.  In the meantime this 

will give you something to think about. 

 

The folks from home sent me up several nice plant slips - many that no one here has plants like 

at all.  They came without being the least wilted too.  I hope they all live.  

 

Gordon’s birthday is the 2
nd

 - the day after to-morrow.  Arnott’s is the 6
th

 (Apr). Gordon is 9 - 

getting quite grown up, eh? 

 

Alice has leant to kiss to-day, or to make the sound just exactly - she don’t give any away yet.  I 

was wondering if she’d get to be like Gordon was - do you remember how he had such a mania 

for kissing for quite awhile -- & wanted to kiss anyone & everyone who came in?  Yes, I’m sure 

it must seem queer for you never to have seen Alice.  I expect if you had come down stairs this 

afternoon when I did - and found here in the kitchen all alone - having the time of her life in the 

swill pail, you’d have picked the little scamp up and hugged her -- drenching wet and all as she 

was.  I had to change nearly all her clothes.  And Little Edna has fallen quite in love with her 

Uncle Sidney - & he with her.  It’s too bad they didn’t give her a nice name. It’s nice you can go 

to Walter’s for wee little whiles occasionally but it does seem the most provoking and senseless 

thing that you there just fairly being held away from Brighton, and for nothing.  After all these 

years to be at last in England, and then barred from visiting your old home.  We must be thankful 

tho’ you been brought thro’ the war alive tho’; and hope you never have to go back again.  Do 

you ever hear from Lavers? -what is he doing? -at his old job of years ago?  I’ve only seem Mrs. 

L.  Once I think since about the last of June.  She was cooking for Peterson’s threshing, and last 

week for McKee.  Shall I convey to her your intentions in your declaration. “If she is I’ll give her 

a kiss, Signed Sidney Brook.” (That is, at the station before me.) She’d be delighted from head to 

foot. 

 

Mr & Mrs. Martin motored out from Calgary the week before last.  Mrs. Farrow was saying Jno. 

M was going to receive his discharge about New Year’s - they said his arm will never be 

reliable.  Then again someone else said he wasn’t going to accept it - he felt it his duty to go 



back.  And they told him if he did stay on he’d be allowed a year’s furlough.  But I don’t know 

how much there is to that. 

 

And do you know R.B. Eaton’s thought to be now on his way to Canada.  She expects a wire 

possibly this weekend saying he is in Quebec.  The week before last she got a cable form him 

saying he was coming home on leave & to meet him in Winnipeg.  Wasn’t that great news!  I 

pity her tho’ if there is a parting to have to go back again, which is likely. 

 

I saw Mr. Mickelson the other day - As soon as we had said “How-do-you-do” - we both 

simulateously asked “Have you heard from --?” He mentioned about Major Eaton, and we were 

saying how nice it would be if you & Eaton could be coming over on the same boat.  They had 

just had a letter from Mr. Finlay & he was well.  

 

You told me in to-day’s letter to see that each had all the clothes we need -- well, really dear, I 

sent away some orders the other day, and I wouldn’t like to tell you the total of them - it 

frightens me.  And then I’ll still have felt boots and some more stockings, also school mittens to 

get when the cold weather sets in.  “And you’d better get buy yourself a foot warmer!”  Yes, I’m 

going to send to England for my foot warmer.  Can get better stuff there! 

 

How is your arm?  Is it getting better? Or is it never going to be quite right?  Yes, I believe one 

takes a great risk in crossing the Atlantic just now.  When a little whispering of news leaked out 

about those 5 or 8 steamers submarined off Ireland the 5
th

 of this month, I anxiously looked up 

the date of your last letter -- just for fear perhaps you had started out.  Why don’t we hear more 

about such a squad being sunk?  What’s it got to be hushed up for?  These military folks make 

one a bit tired. 

 

Alice has wakened up so I must be off - it’s time I was in bed too.  Good-night sweetheart.  A 

week from to-day - will be the date a year ago that you landed in England wont it?  Oct. 7
th

. 

 

Mon. afternoon:  

 

I’ve just eaten one of the first cucumbers we’ve ever grown in Alberta!  It was about 3 inches 

long, but nice & tasty.  I believe if we had had rain after I sowed the seed, or I had watered it, 

that we would have had some cucumbers.  But the seek lay in the ground so long -  I thought it 

was no good - but after 3 or 4 wks it came up.  Then there was the dry summer too, afterward.  

Do you remember the size citron we used to grow & sell  - well you ought to see some in Bell’s 

window - I don’t know whether they’ve been brown around here, or shipped in, but they’ve 

about the size of a baseball. 

 

This afternoon I’ve had Mrs. Browning in visiting me.  She’s out at Arthur’s for a little while - 

they have the threshers out there now - Last night it rained, so they’re laid off to-day. 

 

Last Monday night, 23 rd Sept. we had our first frost - not a very heavy one. 

 



Gordon is looking for your letter - as happens sometimes the letters have not come thro’ in the 

order they were posted - so the one you mentioned having sent has not got here yet.  He asked 

first thing when he came in from school if his letter was here. 

 

I’m finishing this up rather hurriedly.  Haven’t done much to-day but pay out a lot of money 

$247.65 to Crandall. When the Dec. $50 on the lot is paid - that’s all paid up.  I did not wash to-

day & was just putting the bread in the pans & going to preserve & pickles & case of tomatoes 

when Mrs. Browning came in, but that’s all off now & it’s near tea-time.  You’ll come & have 

tea with up won’t you? 

 

Lovingly Isabelle. 

 

(Written on the side:  Hope I haven’t got too many ambiguous sentences in this letter.) 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Tues. Oct.9, 1917. 

 

My dear Sidney: - 

 

I received your Sept. 23 letter this morning, which you started out with “What are you thinking 

about and doing just now?”  Well I don’t know what I was doing that day, but if you had meant 

just when we were reading the letter, you might have been a bit surprised.  Gordon and I are 

taking a holiday this last few days - Gordon’s started on Sunday afternoon, and he expects to be 

back into ordinary life by to-morrow.  I don’t know when I’ll be back - after a few days more I 

guess.  This was how I spent Thanksgiving Temp. 104, tonsilis lanced in three place - temp. 

down 2 (degrees) by evening.  Now wasn’t that nice?  I took sick Friday evening - sent for doctor 

& Mrs. Darling the next morning.  The doctor said it was a bad infectious sore throat that was 

going around.  Mrs. D. was to have looked after things Sunday too, but never showed up - so I 

got up & moved around most of the day.  Since Sunday we’ve tried in a half a dozen places or 

more to get some help.  Of course Mrs. Farrow came as soon as I let her know.  I’ve just written 

a note for Arnott to carry to Rees, to see if we can get Winnie now.  By yesterday morning my 

sore throat had developed into quincy.  I thought last night it was gathering again  - it’s awfully 

sore, & hard for me to swallow - of course we came only take liquids.  But the doctor said this 

morning, altho’ it might not feel like it, still it was coming along alright, as well as could be 

expected.  Gordon’s getting over it easy, of course his is not quincy - and I hope none of the rest 

take it - Alice wonders what has happened poor little dear- her breast feeding has been cut off 

short, she sleeps in a bed by herself in another room, all the others are kept out of this room too - 

So Alice don’t see me very often and sometimes when she wakened thro’ the night she cries 

“Mamma Mamma, or takes up her post at the bottom of the stairs with the same little song 

occasionally.  Mr.s F. is looking after her well tho: 

 

So I guess “some one” will be still wondering where the Canadian mail is.  I could scarcely 

manage to read thro’ you letter on Saturday.  And I ain’t going to write anymore just now.  Your 

long-looked for visit to Brighton will be all over by now.  It was a glorious time, eh? Tho all too 



short.  I suppose you know by now what next you’re to do.  And you think you’ll be left in 

England.  Well I’m thankful of that - much better than France, but of course I’d have liked to see 

you safe in Canada. 

 

Yrs with love & kisses  

Isabelle. 

 

(Written on the side.  If you were here just now I couldn’t give you the kisses tho’.  Don’t put 

this paper too near your face or you may get quincy.) 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sat, Oct. 18, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I’m afraid I’m not in much humor for letter writing - fell extremely lazy about everything.  The 

house is deserted just now except for myself - the boys are playing around the yard, and Mrs. 

Farrow is over home with Alice since dinner time.  We’ve been unable to get any help, altho’ the 

doctor has chased all around, and we’ve asked everyone it seems worthwhile asking.  But we’re 

faring no different to anyone else - Mrs. Anderson was sick & had to do without any one and 

Mrs. MacGregor too.  Mrs. Lavers was in the other day but she was expecting the threshers.  I 

asked her if she could come when she had got things straightened around after them, but she 

wouldn’t promise at all.  Winnie Rees would have come but for the threshers.  I’m kind of 

hoping to get her next week.  For altho’ I think the doctor will likely let me up I don’t imagine 

I’ll have much back-bone for a while, since I haven’t eaten anything for a week - just gruel or 

cocoa - ½ cup 3 or 4 times a day.  And ½ cup seems to be all I can manage.  I positively cannot 

take a full cup - I haven’t the slightest particle of an appetite. Then there was for 3 nights and 

four days I could not sleep a wink.  I’m very thankful that’s over, and no, altho I never fall into a 

heavy sleep I rest well.  I’m supposed to gargle every half hour with peroxide - & I keep it up 

pretty much day & night.  Mrs. Anderson took quincy the same as me.  But he told Mrs. F. mine 

was the worst case he’d had in these sore throats.  It’s getting better tho’ slowly. I don’t know 

when it will feel just right.  Gordon is all well, and playing about - an- I’m glad none of the rest 

seem to be taking it.  Little Alice is getting quite attached to Mrs. F.  In fact she scarcely knows 

me now at all in my bedroom fit-out.  Yesterday I looked after her awhile, but oh, the poor little 

dear didn’t feel at home at all.  She’d look at me so queerly, pick up her toys so quietly and sort 

of sheepishly - she didn’t enjoy herself a bit.  But when Mrs. F. came in it was nice to see her 

have a bit of life.  She danced on her lap, pinched her face, laughed and scolded, and acted a real 

little sauce-box. 

 

Mind you, Mrs. Eaton is on her way to meet her husband in W’pg!!  I cannot help but think of it 

- think of her thoughts as she boarded the train last night.  They expect to meet on Sunday - after 

two years.  I should think it would almost   



(Written on the side) seem like someone resurrected from the dead, to her.  Have you any further 

hopes of getting to Canada. Bye, bye love, my eyes won’t permit of hardly any reading or 

writing.  Yr loving Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta, 

Tues. Oct. 16, 1917. 

 

My dear husband:- 

 

If you came home to-night, you’d come trudging in thro’ a good few inches of snow - 

everything’s white.  It was quite a surprise to everyone to wake this morning and find a heavy 

snow fall on - of course it’s been dull rainy weather since Sunday - and the snow fell without 

letting up till evening.  Everything’s in a great mess.  Great weather for a person with a touchy 

throat, to be starting out to get around.  But Arnott’s our all round man, and he does most 

anything and everything.  Don’t know what we’d ever do without him.  Of course Gordon helps 

too.  I got up yesterday, after a little over a week in bed.  I had Winnie Rees doing the work 

yesterday but she couldn’t come back even for another day anytime this week.  I’ll have to try 

and get someone in to do the washing.  Got the town washerwoman Mrs. Shandre last week, but 

her time is so occupied unless I get a day of her time from some of the town women.  It’s 

impossible to have her I guess.  Mrs. Lavers does not seem to be turning up at all.  They did their 

threshing on Saturday.  Of course they’re looking after Glen out there.  I guess I’ll get him home 

most any day now tho’.  Altho’ Mrs. L. said they were going to keep him.  He’s such a cute dear 

good-natured little soul, everyone loves him.  And he’s perfectly happy wherever he is. I’m sure 

you’d think him a dear wee man.  And Alice has been a brave wee woman thro’ all the while she 

had life so upset for her when she lost her mamma while sick. She just goes around amusing 

herself, you’d never know there was a baby in the house, - when sleeping times comes, I just 

cuddle in her carriage or bed, and off she goes to sleep. 

 

The boys have been busy to-day cutting out, and pasting in their scrapbooks.  Lorne doesn’t 

seem to have been extra well - he’s been a bit whiney - but I can’t figure out that he’s sick.  He’s 

sound asleep for the night quite a while now.  And that’s where I’m going now too.  Mind you I 

had to order a range to-day - the old Homestead - $60 - a big bill I hadn’t counted on.  But you 

know the old story of our old stove when I go to bed & a new house-keeper comes in.  I don’t 

know what happened, but the oven damper’s broken & I can do no more baking.  Oh, but it does 

make me so tired to hear folks digging & scratching & poking away at that poor stove until they 

get everything out in the ash pan & the grate so it won’t hold anything.  It makes me feel like 

shaking them.  Why they can’t leave the poor old stove  

(Written on the side) alone I don’t know. But now I suppose it’s to be relegated to the scrap-

heap.  Poor old stove! Shed a tear.  Good-night, dearest, with love & kisses.  Your loving wife 

Isabelle. 

 

 

 

 



Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Mon. Oct. 29, 1917. 

 

My dear husband:- 

 

I meant to have written again before this, but one thing or another hindered me, and it seems 

rather hard to settle down to write letters now.  I’ve never written to any of the home folks yet.  I 

received the reply cablegram on Friday.  Being from Brighton, and just signed Brook.  I did not 

know whether it was from you or the folks at Br’tn.  Poor dear, it was such an awful message for 

you to receive - and not having received any word previously of any sickness in the house -- Mr. 

Farrow has just been over with the milk -- the first time I’ve seen him for a couple of weeks.  

The milk wasn’t ready when Gordon went for it to-night. 

 

Probably it would have been better not to have sent the word by wire - but still in another way I 

felt I should. I was going to write last evening, but Mrs. Gage came in about six 0’clock, and 

stayed till after ten.  And of course I was real glad to have her too.  Some folks it appears have 

got a diphtheria scare, and are keeping aloof on that account.  It’s made it a bit harder for me, but 

I don’t blame anybody for feeling nervous, or being cautious, altho’ I don’t know who it was 

took it upon themselves to suggest such a thing.  But still the sore throat is spreading.  Gordon 

heard at Farrow’s to-night of two other children (Donnenworth’s & Allison’s) who have taken it 

now.  It makes me sick at heart to think about it.  It seems so awful that it should have robbed us 

of our wee man.  Gordon & Arnott were like a little team - now I’ve only one left.  They did 

about an equal share of all the shopping errands, bringing over water etc., but for all Arnott was 

the youngest I sort of depended more on him.  

 

But the wee man will never go in and out of our home anymore.  He’s gone to a happier land to 

live Fri. Oct 5
th

, the night of which I took sick, was his last day at school.  Poor little chap.  And 

there’s so many things around to remind one of him.  His clothes, school bag, scrap-book etc.  A 

nice little mackinaw reefer & cap I had just got him this fall.  I did think he looked such a little 

man in it.  But he only wore it 2 or 3 times - and the same with other clothes.  On Saturday I 

discovered all the cards you had sent him, collected and put in a little cardboard shoe box and 

left on the bookcase.  Laid in there just as his little hands had left them. It must have been when I 

was in bed he done it I guess, for he did not have them gathered together before, and the little 

box is one Alice just recently got a little pair of slippers in.  How I wish we had a good photo of 

the little fellow. I’ve looked up all the snaps of him, and there isn’t any that is really good of 

him.  

 

Saturday night we made out the letter to try and get you home.  It goes thro’ R.B. Eaton, with a 

letter from him, to Premier Sifton - and we are hoping the request will be cabled then from there 

to England. 

 

We are all able to be about, and doing very well.  I’ve had the doctor examine Lorne’s throat 

about three times since he’s got out of bed.  He always says it all right tho.  I called him in 

yesterday afternoon, because Lorne went into a scorching fever, and moaned as he lay in a sort 

of heavy sleep.  The doctor examined him thoroughly - but concluded it must only be his 

stomach.  His teeth are decaying too & they bother him some.  We gave him castor oil, and he 



was alright again to-day.  My throat took sore again for a few days, but with gargling, the 

soreness is gone now.  It seems as tho’ one is so slow in picking up again, and getting right.  

Gordon seems well, but has very little colour yet. 

 

I received a letter from you on Sat. dear. Of course I longed for a letter, and was so glad to get it, 

but still in some ways it seemed to emphasize our sadness.  How little either of us could have 

thought when that letter was written, Oct. 8, what bereavement there could be, ere it sped to it’s 

journey’s end. And then when you spoke of my birthday it read “with my best wishes for a 

happy day altho’ I cannot be with you, you may think of me in England having a good time.” 

Poor dear, how my heart aches for you in your sadness, so far away.  May God comfort you.  

 

It was so nice of you to remember us with the parcel of gifts you spoke of sending.  I had meant 

to send a parcel before now, but things have been so upset for the last while it wasn’t done.  And 

now I guess I won’t send any - hoping you’ll be in Canada before long. 

 

It’s getting on to be rather late for my bed-time, so good-night Sidney with love & kisses.  God 

bless & keep you.  Your Loving Isabelle. 

(Written on the side) Mrs. Rees was in a few minutes before tea.  She’s been very good-hearted 

while I was sick & since. 

 

Tues. Oct. 30
th

 

 

Our wedding anniversary - but not much like it - my upper most thought to-day is that a week 

ago to-day was the last day we had little Arnott with us - my, how little we thought it - dear wee 

man.  I had a very nice note from Mrs. C.S. Sitlington to-day, and another from Mrs. Sinclair 

(Teacher) written on behalf of herself and pupils - it was in part, “We all loved little Arnott with 

his sweet sunny smile and splendid good nature, and will miss him beyond expression.  But our 

little play fellow will never be forgotten, for pleasant memories of him will always be in our 

midst.”  How true of Arnott - grown-ups & children alike seemed to like him - he never lacked 

for playmates, as I think I mentioned in a letter before.  They all wanted to play with Arnott.  

How I often think of him playing hop-scotch - he was so nimble & good at it - and those little 

limbs are now cold & stiff in death.  

 

Are you still at Shorncliffe?  You had just finished your home visit I guess when your last letter 

was written. It’s still wintry here but nicer to-day.  Loving C.I. 


