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Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sun. Nov. 4
th
, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I received your two lovely long letters, full of “blarney” on Friday.  Also one from Alice, telling of your 

visit.  I enjoyed reading of that visit, and in many things she spoke of I could just picture you, my dear, so 

plainly.  I couldn’t but smile too when she wrote “I was sorry not to be able to go to church again with 

him, (that’s you) but I had another carbuncle which made me feel “rather under the weather”.  Now I’ve 

got that expression off alright haven’t I?”  That’s purely Canadian, is it?  And she spoke of “you and 

Annie spending much time in arguing about the different pronunciations of words”.  You persisting in 

having “tomatoes” rhyme with “potatoes” etc. 

 

I’m wondering if you will get home and if before Christmas.  In one of these last letters you had not 

hopes of Canada, saw no possibility of getting over “unless something unexpected turns up”.  Truly the 

unexpected has come.  How we would wish our wee man, and his Papa were both with us.  Two Sundays 

we’ve been without him.  Three weeks ago to-day was his last time to Sunday School.  I was in bed -- the 

other two boys did not go -- not being quite well enough. 

 

Major Eaton is back from Edmonton, but I have not seen him, so don’t know if he can tell anything more 

definite about our request for your return.  I have never seen him at all.  They say he looks well, but older.  

He gave a lengthy address Friday evening at the Hall on Red Cross work.  It was the Red Cross fowl 

supper.  And mind you, that Billy Knox charged them $12 for the Hall.  Isn’t he a patriotic thing?  They 

took in over two hundred dollars.  Mrs. Lavers, Freddie & Richie were in to it.  That day she got a letter 

from her husband, and from parts she read he does expect to make Canada -- “anyway” he said “he was 

straining every effort to get home”.  He said he had done his duty.  Queenie, Golds & Roy have been in 

Calgary for over two weeks.  Mrs. Lavers brought Glen home on Thursday evening.  He was away 3 ½ 

weeks, and in that time his brother, who was well when he left, had gone out of our home forever.  How 

little we thought he’d never see Arnott again, when they took the little chap out there Thanksgiving Day.  

Glen’s a chunky healthy little fellow.  I hope he don’t take the sore throat.  I’m sure you’d think him a 

cute wee bit of a man.  He talks and says most everything.  He can say all the Lavers names -- “Feddie, 

Wichie, Keenie etc”  They thought a lot of him. Mrs. Lavers was in on Friday night to the affair at the 

Hall, and while in here, said she had a little cry that day she missed Glen so, and Richie had said “Gee, I 

wish Glen was here”.  I was glad to get him home tho’.  After Arnott was gone, I seemed to miss him 

more. 

 

Alice had a birthday the other day.  She’s a wee bit of a smart body.  Just weighed 18 lbs.  She catches a-

hold of  my skirts and chases all over until I get tired of her.  She seems quite smart on her feet.  Ought to 

soon walk alone I think.  I’ll be glad when she does for she gets so dirty on the floor. 

 

This is “somebody elses” birthday.  I’m not very spry at all.  Going around all the time -- not really sick at 

all -- but have a no-good feeling all the time.  Feel sometimes as tho’ I’ll never be right.  Have been up 

three weeks to-morrow, but don’t seem to have strengthened up much -- and my throat, tho’ not very 

often sore, is not right.  It’ll come alright tho’ sometime I guess.  And my eyes are a real nuisance.  Not 

sore, but when it comes to reading or writing everything’s a blur.  Yesterday I had to get Gordon to tell 

me what some small figures were I wanted to know.  It’s just weakness tho’ I guess.  I pretty nearly made 

up my mind to go to Saskatoon t Thanksgiving -- to have my eyes attended to, Lorne’s teeth etc.  Thought 



I’d go with Alice & Lorne Sat Oct 5
th
, but gave up the notion at the last, -- and as it happened I was sick 

in bed that day anyway.  The day before (Fri Oct 4
th
) was our little Arnott’s last day at school.  I never 

could have thought I was putting up his lunch that morning for the last time.  Or that the two little men 

would never go off to school together again.  The next week he stayed at home to give any little help he 

could to Mrs. Farrow.  I thought it was just as well for him not to go anyway when we had sore throats in 

the house.  Gordon has not gone back to school yet.  He seems well, and is building up a bit I think, 

getting a little color I think.  I’m giving him Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil, and Hypophosphites.  Lorne 

suffers a good deal with his teeth.  There was a dentist in town just after he got out of bed but the doctor 

thought we better not worry him with attending to them then.  So, I’m hoping he comes to town again 

soon. 

 

How are you keeping?  You do not say much about yourself.  Is your arm getting alright -- or will it never 

be just the same again?  Does your shoulder pain at all?  Were you taken into the C.A.S.C.?  And if so 

I’m wondering if it would be cancelled.  That would mean you’d go back to France, wouldn’t it?  That’s 

stretcher-bearer work etc isn’t it?   I hope they consider your request favorably, and do not take an age to 

put it thro’ their military offices.  And if granted, as we’re hoping and expecting, that you may have a safe 

journey home. 

 

We had our “Old Homestead” Range brought over from the station a week ago yesterday.  And McKee, 

Browning and Cole came in and set it up for us.  It was quite a contract too.  I was glad they took and 

done it.  They had quite a time with the stove-pipes.  We ran them upstairs for the winter.  I like the stove 

quite well.  It’s really a good deal larger than we have any need for in here.  It would be a dandy for 

cooking for a bunch of threshers tho. 

 

Poor Mrs. Lavers had not much of a crop this year.  480 bushels.  And she says all their potatoes are in 

the ground frozen.  It’s too bad.  Of course others lost their potatoes this fall too.  But Lavers do not get 

any help from others that we do in many little ways.  Did I tell you Mr. Barker brought us down a sackful 

of vegetables.  We’ve had 3 or 4 chickens too, during our sickness.  And yesterday the Honorable 

Boreland came in, and asked if we’d like to have a pig’s head for headcheese, and he’d bring in another 

piece of the meat too – “wouldn’t take anything for it because Mr. Brook was at the Front”.  And before 

he left, left a $5 bill, tho’ I didn’t wish to accept it.  He’s quite a Boreland.  He may be good-hearted 

enough – but I never cared so much for him as any of the other bachelors. 

 

The three little folks are in bed and Gordon and I have just brought over a pail of water, which is 

something we don’t do very often.  Mr. Bell has been very good to help that way – he brings us a couple 

of pails quite often.  Helen B. and Jean Crawford came in this morning and made a couple of trips to the 

well, to fill the reservoir etc.  It is very good of them.  They did the same last Sunday morning.  I would 

have hired someone to do it for awhile, but there’s no big boys to get – Wilfrid Crawford was the only 

one and he’s gone to Hanna to school now.  Pat Thompson has offered to draw water on the stone-boat 

for our washing.  And that’s a big help – now that there’s no rain water.  I expect to have Mrs. Shandra 

again this week for washing.  Have just been getting it done every other week.   

 

I had a letter from home yesterday.  Bertha is making ready to go to Normal at Estevan – could not get 

into Normal down there, because she did not get her second.  And I think there’s no such a thing as 3
rd

 

class professional certificates issued.  The term opens Nov. 15
th
.  I wish it was here she was staying while 

attending.  Sadie (Clarke) Owens has a new daughter – that’s a boy and girl I think.  Mrs. Jimmy B. died 

at the sanitorium.  They said, that is the home folks, they were going to send you a parcel soon.  If they 

do, it will be directed to Brighton too.  Bertha said the Manitou Guild has just recently fixed up parcels 

for all the Manitouites in khaki. 

 



I’ve just been trying to read one of your letters and Auntie Alice’s out to Gordon.  And when I thought of 

the reunion of all you brothers and sisters – it made me think of our broken little family circle.  Just 

Gordon and I sitting here.  If we still had Arnott he’d be sure to be here at the table too, with his mate.  

One did not go to bed before the other.   And you so far away dear.  I wonder if there’s any chance of you 

getting over soon.   My, how often I’ve pictured your homecoming such a joyous time – how I’d enjoy 

your pleasure in seeing our little folks again etc.  But one little manly face is gone.  It will indeed be 

lovely to have you home, but not unmixed with sadness. 

 

Gordon is wanting me to go upstairs with him.  It’s past his bedtime and he never wants to go off to bed 

himself now, without me going upstairs with him.  So good night dearest. 

 

Love and kisses from your loving Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Fri. Nov 9, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’s bed time for a tired body like me, but it I don’t get this letter started it will never get off this week.  I 

looked for a letter to-day, but we didn’t get any at all.  Expect one sure to-morrow tho.  UIt’s a week to-

day since I got those two lovely long ones.  Have you any more hopes, I wonder by now, of “making 

Canada”?  How far we are from each other eh? And how long it takes for word to travel from one to the 

other.  You will not have my letter yet about our wee man’s death.  It’s just a little over two weeks since 

we parted with him, but oh, it seem such a long time since we had him going in and out with the rest of 

us.  Poor wee man, it is awfully hard to think of his death, how no one ever thought of him being so bad, 

as he must have been.  Some folks are bound it was diphtheria, others poo-hoo the idea.  Of course the 

doctor won’t say it was.  It’s given him a wakening up tho.  Glen was a little off color last night and to-

day – it was the threatened convulsions again I believe & nothing more, but as soon as the doctor knew he 

wasn’t just right – and he wanted to see his throat of course, but said he couldn’t see anything wrong.  

Then he’s been in three times to-day, but each ti9me, said it was alright.  It shows he’s good and anxious 

about it tho.  You see he was supposed to have disinfected the house before Glen came home and he 

hasn’t done it yet.  I fumigated it myself last Monday. 

 

And still the sore throat spreads – such an epidemic.  They have it in Calgary too it is said.  Mary 

Sitlington and Mrs. Crandall’s baby are the latest here.  Sitlington’s got a doctor and trained nurse out 

from Calgary at once.  The doctor took back for analysis some of the phlegm from her throat.  They say 

the old doctor here must have about 100 cases.  And that he says he hopes to get it under control before 

the cold weather, and he expects it will be worse then.  Gordon has not gone back to school yet.  It’s five 

weeks this evening the two little men came home together for the last time.  Our poor little Arnott’s last 

trip to school.  He was quite a good writer for his grade, and quite an artist for his age.  But his reading, 

and arithmetic did not seem to be at all easy for him. 

 

I wonder if the war will ever end, or if it’s going to go on indefinitely?  To-day’s paper brought out the 

bid headlines of  a further upset and turmoil in Russia.  They’re practically out of it I guess.  And then 

there’s Italy’s reverses too.  Isn’t the world getting in one terrible mess? 

 

Mrs. S. Stevenson’s mother it to be buried to-morrow. 

 



Our snow has all gone – and we’ve been having lovely weather again.  The frost came out, so the farmers 

were plowing again this week.  H. McKee was in one morning to see about having our east quarter again.  

But we will have to have it summer fallowed. 

Do you mean to try and clear off our west quarter?  There’s over 4,000 (with interest), do you think we 

can manage it?  Shall I go ahead, and wipe off some of the Gr. West interest?  They’re looking for 2 yrs 

interest ($200) 1915 & 1916.  I’ve only had one letter from them, but their Mr. Whittley has been in, and 

according to a letter he had they mean to take action for the interest.  This they can do I guess (by law) but 

they’d not get a cent out of me if they did.  It would stand over till a year after the war I guess.  But then 

there’s costs added with such business.  Personally I’m inclined to think we best make an effort at 

clearing the quarter.  What have you been figuring on?  Of course if I give them 200, and pay some taxes 

– the half of which is over 200 – we wouldn’t have a great pile left – nothing like enough to live on for a 

year, if we had to.  I’ve about $600 of the crop.  

 

Well, I must be off to bed – didn’t get much sleep last night.  Am feeling some better this week.  Glen 

seemed alright again this afternoon.  Hope you are keeping well dear, and our hopes for you reaching 

Canada may soon be realized.  Good night. 

 

Yours with love and kisses, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alta. 

Mon. Nov. 12, 1917 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:- 

 

To-day I received your letter of October 21 & 24 – the last half of it written the day our dear little man 

passed away.  Poor little Arnott, I feel more and more every day he was just left to die.  It was almost 

certainly diphtheria alright.  I’ve come to think that the last week, and to-day I saw the Delia doctor, and 

from what I told him, he says “without a doubt it was”, when I asked him if it was diphtheria.  And the 

dear little sick body he never got any treatment for that – no anti-toxin administered to him and the rest of 

us or anything.  Isn’t it just awful? 

 

I told you in my last that Sitlington’s had got a doctor & nurse out from Calgary when Mary took the sore 

throat – of course the doctor did not stay (the old doctor is looking after the case) but he took back stuff 

from her throat for analysis – and phoned out the next day it was diphtheria and they were quarantined.  

This old fellow would have never said it was that.  We may go into quarantine for a little while yet maybe 

– until my throat is alright.  Last week I thought I was a bit better, but to-day I felt all in – so went down 

in Frank H’s car to the Delia doctor this afternoon.  He says I’ve tonsolitis, anemia and there’s a little 

paralysis in the back of my mouth which we don’t understand how I’ve got unless I’ve had diphtheria.  So 

he means to send a sample from my throat to Edmonton.  Of course I don’t want you to feel alarmed 

about me.  I’m not in bed at all.  Am going around and able to eat – but wouldn’t like to feel very many 

days quite so much like crumpling up in a heap as I have to-day.  The doctor gave me stuff for my throat 

and blood, so guess I’ll soon be alright.  And I’ve been so very well all summer, it seems so queer to be 

so slow in coming around after this little spell of sickness.  The little folks I’m glad are keeping alright. 

 

Yesterday (Sunday) we were out for a ride in Lorne Farrow’s new car.  I went to the cemetry to see where 

our wee man had been laid.  They wouldn’t have us to the cemetry the day of the burial.  Poor little good-

hearted Arnott it seemed so hard to lose him, and in such a way.  What your feeling can be, dear, I can 

scarcely imagine.  I pray for God to comfort you.  But don’t worry about the rest of us.  I expect we’ll all 



be as well as ever soon.  And you have a little remembrance for Arnott in the parcel you spoke of sending.  

Oh, that he was here when that parcel arrived.  I think & say often how we’d love to have you and he here 

with us.    Gordon is anxiously looking forward to the arrival of the parcel for his watch and chain.  I hope 

he’ll take good care of it, but he’s such a child to pull things to pieces to know the why and wherefore of 

everything that I’m thinking it’ll be a hard matter for him to leave it “just as it is”.  We’ll have to see tho’ 

he takes a pride in keeping it. 

 

So stories of Alice make you homesick.  Poor dear.  Really I expect you’d think her the cutest little thing 

in the creation.  She’s very smart moving around.  I think she ought to soon walk.  She took her first step 

alone yesterday.  She’s learning to put her hands in the arm-holes of her clothes when I’m dressing her.  

And she’s the spunky little thing (that’s from her Papa of course).  She has one awful time you know with 

all these brothers of hers.  This reminds me of Arnott, and his trying to teach her to say “Papa”. 

 

Are you still at Shorncliffe?  You started out your letter with “My surroundings are greatly changed since 

my last letter”.  It’s Sunday ev’g etc.  But you did not say where you were or anything.  Would that 

“driver” work all be in England?  And you did not expect to get home till the end of the war.  And what a 

war it is!  But I do not think a great deal of what you’re doing or going to do in these letters for I’m 

hoping you may be released from your work there and on your way home soon, probably before my 

letters reach you, I think as I write each one now. 

 

I must be off to bed now sweetheart. Good-night dearest. 

 

Yours with love, 

Isabelle 

 

Tues:- 

 

Am in bed again to-day.  At one time last night I scarcely expected to see morning.  But the sun brought 

me thro!  Am better to-day.  More a nervous-breakdown it seems than anything else.  Don’t worry about 

me.  Will write more again.   

 

Your loving wife, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Nov. 14, 1917 

 

My dearest Sidney:- 

 

I must drop you a line to set your worrying mind at east.  I’m quite on the mend – and feeling ever so 

much better to-day.  Mrs. Farrow is still with me – we’ve tried to get someone but thus far been 

unsuccessful.  Am making a try for Mrs. Lavers now.  Yesterday we phoned to Calgary for a nurse but for 

some reason she did not come out on last night’s train.  The Delia doctor was in a few minutes ago, and as 

I’m feeling so much better we asked if he thought it would be necessary to nurse, or if someone to do the 

work would do if you could get them.  And he said he thought the latter was all we needed now.  So I do 

hope Mrs. L will come in.  It’s too much for Mrs. Farrow.  She’s been one good soul.  I don’t know how 

I’d have ever got along without her.  Mrs. Shandra has been here doing a big washing to-day.  She’s 

foreign but a good hearted old soul.  The doctor said he thought I might get up for awhile to-morrow.  But 

won’t let me do anything – not for a month – says I may be as well as ever in 3 months.  Good food, lots 



of fresh air, getting outdoors for little walks or rides every day, banishment of all worry “will work the 

trick”.  I’m so thankful to be well as I am tho’.  He says I had diphtheria too, and the poison has gone 

thro’ me affecting the nerves of my heart, -- I’ve just gone so far since I was sick that there’s been this 

nervous collapse.  The little folks are well.  Hope you are keeping well too, dear.  I had a letter from Alice 

yesterday in reply to my cable. 

 

Don’t worry about us now dear for I feel I’ll get along nicely now and I hope the children all keep well 

too.  Expect to have my eyes attended to next week, also Lorne’s teeth. 

 

Bye-bye for this time, Sidney dear. 

 

Your loving wife, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Thurs. Nov. 21, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I wonder how and where you are to-night dear.  Still in England anyway, no doubt.  I had thought 

 

Monday, Nov 26. 

 

A great letter writer, aren’t I?  I’m sure you’ll be wondering what has happened to your correspondent.  

Well, it’s just laziness, or something like that.  The evening I started the above I wasn’t  feeling a bit like 

letter-writing then Alice came along for some attention, so you see what happened.  Since that I received 

your letter of Nov. 3
rd

 in which you had “dim hopes of getting to Canada”.  That was lovely news – and 

how I do hope that you really do get over.  I’m looking for a letter now with real definite favorable 

information.  I think I told you in my last letter that Major Eaton had gone to Calgary and was going to 

make another effort to have the application for your release or transfer put thro’ speedily – by cable was 

his intentions. 

 

We’re back home again.  I have a girl now – Lillian Lee – for the housework.  The children all came back 

this evening from their various temporary homes.  I’ve  had Alice with me for the last week at Mrs. 

Farrow’s.  She’s always such a good little dot, she’s no bother to anyone.  To-day she’s got a bit of a cold 

– all the rest of us except Glen have one too.  It seems to be the awfulest time for sicknesses.  Just one 

epidemic after another – whooping cough, sore throat, diphtheria, and the latest another infection – a sort 

of diarrhea.  Innes’ children have been quite low the last few days with it.  They’ve been threatened with 

convulsions too.  Mrs. Sinclair was out of school all last week with a similar complaint. 

 

I had a letter from Ma yesterday.  She has been out at Ethel’s.  They have a new boy – 2 girls and 2 boys.  

Ma got a cold then which she says she somehow can’t seem to shake off. 

 

A month from to-day is your birthday.  Wonder if you’ll be home, on the ocean, or in England still then?  

It’s almost too much to expect you’ll get over by then.  It would be lovely if you were tho’.  Good night 

now dear.  God bless and care for you. 

 

Your loving wife, 

Isabelle 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

November 29, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

To-day I have posted you a parcel.  I’m rather late in sending it.  But things have been so upset, and 

unsettled for the last two months with so much sickness, that it seemed impossible to prepare anything for 

a parcel.  And then I’ve thought all along there was a possibility of you getting home or being on your 

way by Christmas.  And even yet there’s a possibility.  Wouldn’t it be lovely if you were here.  However, 

I decided to send a little parcel anyway – it’s only plain ordinary stuff – a fruit cake I baked yesterday, 

two pairs of socks, which I bought from the Red Cross, because they seemed such good yarn and a bit of 

candy. 

 

Oh, I did not notice the other side of this sheet was so nicely decorated this is Glen’s work this morning.  

I tore off the one before this, because if had some of his fancy writing on it, but I thought that was all.  

You can accept it as a letter from the young gentleman.   

 

If you are still in England at Christmas I hope the parcel reaches you by then, and that you will be 

spending the time at Brighton.  I’ve enclosed in it the candy which Mr. Allison left here for you.  There 

was a number of packets of gum too, but I didn’t see much use in putting them in, so omitted them. 

 

You spoke in one letter of not knowing what interpretation to place upon the “come home” in my 

cablegram.  I did not know that was the way it was sent.  It put it in the form of a question.  “Can you get 

home”?  I gave it to Mr. Bell to have it put thro’.  So he and Eaton I guess have abbreviated it to same 

expense. 

 

Regarding the school section – we were too late to be able to do anything in the matter.  I did not receive 

the returned form till two days after the sale (Nov 13) and the Officers signature was in last letter.  But 

anyway at the time and previously, as you can well understand I wasn’t worrying very much about school 

sections.  Still we lost a very valuable (?) piece of land.  You never could guess what it sold for.  The 

Hanna paper commenting on the sale (it was at Hanna) said “All day bidding was brisk, but the climax 

came in the evening when the section north of Craigmyle was put up for sale”  And then it gave the 

figures.  Now don’t topple over. 

 

N.E.  R Boreland    - $75 per acre 

N.W. Hugh McKee - $75 per acre 

S.E.        “     “        - $55 per acre 

S.W. N.C. Neilsen  - $60 -$65 per acre 

 

Some were just set on getting it – and they didn’t stop at any price – they fairly lost their heads. 

 

Here I was interrupted by a call from Mrs. Sitlington Sr.  Then she had just left when Mrs. Darling came 

in.  So it’s nearly tea-time now.  And I must send this off to the Post Office.  Wouldn’t it be nice to have 

you here for tea with us sweetheart? 

 



We’re all fairly well, except for a little cold.  Altho’ Lorne is so cross and fussy he can’t be just right.  Of 

course with toothache and earache sometimes etc he has reason to not feel extra.  I’ve started giving him 

medicine to build him up generally.  He looks well tho’.  But that old dentist we’re about tired waiting for 

him, to come to town.  Was supposed to be here last Sat. but no word has been heard from him at all. 

 

Bye-bye for now dear.  Love from each. 

Lovingly, Isabelle 

 

[The “nicely decorated” sheet of paper referred to by Isabelle is pencil scribbling] 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Wed. Dec. 5
th
, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

It’ll be soon two weeks since I had a letter from you.  I received your last a week ago last Friday, and ever 

since that, until to-day, there’s never been a bit of English mail came in.  I watched all forenoon for that 

old train to-day.  It got in a noon.  Your letter did not come, but one from Alice.  She said you were being 

moved to another camp – so that don’t look particularly bright “for Canada”.  However I’m awaiting your 

letter – and hoping yet you may get thro’ before long.  And mind you those Lavers are expecting Mr. L. 

home.  Last letter he said they need not be surprised if they got a wire from him asking for money to 

come home.  And the cable came the other day “Send by cable seventy five dollars”.  He’s quite modest 

in his requests isn’t he?  He must mean to treat all his friends before he leaves England.  One might 

suppose he thought they were rolling in wealth over here.  And this isn’t the first time he has asked for his 

twenty five dollars etc.  If it takes so much to keep a soldier going, I don’t know where you other poor 

follows “get off”, who get little or none sent to you. 

 

But I must tell you the news – Alf. Moodie is married!  My, I wish I could sing that to you over the 

telephone instead of putting it on paper.  It’s to some girl in Calgary, and they’re off to California for the 

winter.  Old Mrs. Moodie was in for a few minutes this afternoon.  She makes a great fuss of Glen. 

 

Jennings and his sister Mrs. Sweeney called to-day – were here for dinner.  He has all the west quarter 

plowed and disced he says.  His sister and her husband are staying with him.  My hired girl played sick 

after a few days and thinks she don’t want to work out any more – she’s just a baby – she did the same 

with Mrs. Bell.  And it seems impossible to get any one else.  But we are fairly well.  I don’t do an awful 

pile, but am shut in more than doctor’s orders.  Glen was very bad with threatened convulsions the other 

night – I nursed him all night.  He’s smart as anything again tho’.  Lorne is somewhat ailing.  Don’t know 

just yet whether it’s worms or something else.  Had the Delia doctor see him last week.  Of course he’s 

playing around all the time, but is very restless in his sleep, irritable etc. 

 

It’s getting near Christmas, isn’t it.  Don’t seem like Christmas time at all tho’.  Indeed it never has 

seemed so since you left, and will be less so this year with another dear face absent. 

 

Gordon’s waiting to take this. 

 

Bye-bye dearest. 

 

Your Loving wife, Isabelle 

 



 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Fri. Dec. 7
th
, 1917 

 

To-day I received two letters from you (Nov 8 to 15) also the postcards, and another letter from Alice 

(Nov 11).  And all had been written at earlier dates than the one I got from Alice the day before yesterday, 

-- the date of it being Nov. 18.  So it was no wonder I’ve looked and looked for a letter from my soldier 

sweetheart for two weeks (exactly to-day).  And it wasn’t your fault at all either – they’ve had a round-

about sea journey I guess.  I wondered if you were on your way home – gone to some work in France – or 

if your letters had gone to the bottom of the ocean.  I’m so glad you’re keeping well anyway, and altho’ 

it’s too bad there’s not brighter prospects of your immediate release for home, still we truly have a great 

deal to be thankful for.  It’s so hard to have lost our little man, with his Papa so far away and all, but it’s 

just a marvel that there weren’t more of us gone.  All with a deadly disease (fortunately in a light form 

tho’) but no treatment for such – no antitoxin, no quarantine, no fumigating – that is, not by the doctor.  

I’ve done it myself twice – with sulphur and with formalin.  With our poor wee Arnott, as far as the 

doctor was concerned he was guilty of scandalous criminal neglect.  And I feel sure he knew afterward 

too – he was just good and scared.  The town was wild about it – he knew his ground was terribly shaky – 

every one wishes we could get in a new doctor.  I carry evidence still of what I had, with this paralysis of 

the soft palate (top of my mouth).  The Delia doctor claims it’s never been known of except in diphtheria.  

And we have you dear spared thro’ the awful war – and as you say when we think of the sufferings of 

others – we are wonderfully blest.  Yes, I remembered writing about Arnott, “Don’t know what we’d ever 

do without him”.  And we only had him a week more, dear wee man – how little I could have imagined it 

when I wrote that.  But thro’ our sadness I have a comforting picture of him playing in a happier land – he 

always had all the playmates he desired – Arnott seemed a centre of attraction for them all. 

 

Good-night sweetheart. 

 

Yours with love, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Sun. Dec. 16, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I’ve a rather guilty feeling somewhere that I should have written this letter before this.  I ain’t quite sure 

but it’s a week since I wrote you last.  And I shouldn’t keep you waiting so long.  The last week has been 

so very cold that I never got up at all early – so the days went in no time, and without me getting very 

much of anything done.  This is the first letter I’ve written for – well since your last I guess.  I expect Ma 

wonders why I haven’t dropped them a line again to let them know how we all are.  I had letters from Eva 

and Bertha the other day.  So I must try and drop them a note each.  Haven’t written to Eva for an age.  

And the folks at Brighton!  Well I guess they’ll have my name erased off their good books pretty soon.  

And they’ve been so very good to still write for all they’ve never had a letter from me for months.  But 

I’ve counted on you dear passing on to them any news worth while.  Bertha is at Estevan – will not finish 

Normal till end of January, and will be unable to get home for Christmas.  She said she baked a cake for a 

parcel for you the day before she left home.  Hope you get it alright.  Eva seems to have some thought of 

coming out here to us.  I’d love if she would. 

 



I was so pleased to receive your photographs the other day Sidney.  I think them very good, but what 

makes you look so diminutive?  Is it the breeches, or something to do with the photography.  You look 

almost as short as little Richards.  Then just recently I received the 2 group photos from Brighton.  It is 

splendid for a group I think.  Doesn’t Looloo look fine?  Walter is a wee little body isn’t he?  And isn’t 

Freddie the old man tho’?  I mean to have both framed at first opportunity. 

 

I’m supposed to have taken Lorne to Calgary or somewhere before now for to have his eyes attended to.  

One has gone crooked since about a week and a half back.  But I haven’t been able to get any one to leave 

with the others, so couldn’t go last week.  Don’t know yet what I’ll do – would rather go to Saskatoon, 

but for the difference in the fare.  Would try and go there tho’ on the Christmas rates next week, but that 

his eyes should be seen to at once.  This week I expect to have his teeth fixed up by a dentist coming here 

to town.  Last night he suffered with earache.  The doctor cannot find there’s anything wrong with him 

but generally run down, as a result of his throat trouble in Oct.  I wanted to talk to the doctor (Delia) to-

day about medicine for him but a stormy blustery bit of weather made it impossible to use the phone.  Of 

course you don’t need to feel alarmed at all – he’s playing around all the time – but it takes very little to 

upset him – he needs a bit of building up.  The trouble with his eyes is just from weakness I guess – his 

nerves.  If we had have all got the attention we should have when we were sick at first, and something to 

build us up since – we’d have never had the trouble and ailments we’ve had.  I’m glad Alice keeps so well 

– and Glen is alright now too.  I’ve started giving him a little fruit salts each morning and it seems to be 

keeping him in pretty good condition. 

 

Alice is feeling quite proud of herself (and we’re feeling prouder) because she’s walking.  She took her 

first step alone Sun. Nov. 18.  And then Sun. Nov. 25 she took 4 or 5 steps alone several times.  And has 

done so off and on since, but it was only when we got her to go from one to another, and she wouldn’t 

give up the creeping tho’, but last evening she took it into her head all by herself to try walking.  And to-

day she’s kept it up.  She’s a wee bit of a mite but has been quite smart on her feet for a good while. 

 

This evening I kept Mrs. Longmire’s baby while she went to church.  Last Sunday she stayed here to let 

me go out.  Mr.  Longmire has been carrying water each day for us for the last while, which has been a 

great help, especially thro’ this bitter weather.  Mr. Bell has been very good to help this way too since I 

was sick. 

 

Our winter weather started in the last day of November, and has been pretty cold since – especially the 

last week – the thermometer one morning I believe was 42 degrees below – and 35 was common.  Last 

winter we had a solid week of that 40 degree below weather too, but it was later on in the winter.  It 

makes one think our climate here is changing a bit.  We have some snow, but for loads, wagons are still 

used.  The weather moderated a little to-day, for which every one was glad.  Gordon went to school one 

day last week, but I guess he was nearly perished when he got there and was trembling from head to foot 

when he got home.  I had not thought of it being so intensely cold.  But did not send him any more.  The 

school attendance dwindled down to 5.  A couple of the children were badly frozen the first of the week, 

going to school. 

 

The train service has been terrible.  Especially the east train – once or twice it didn’t get thro’ at all, and 

most other days got along late in the afternoon or at night instead of 7 o’clock in the morning.  The west 

one was generally 4 or 5 hours late too.  

 

You suggested in one or two of your letters for me to write to Ottawa.  Since then you will no doubt have 

my letters telling you of our efforts in that direction.  I have not seen Major Eaton since some weeks ago 

when he meant to have a request cabled thro’ to England, so don’t know what was done.  He is leaving 

for Ontario to-morrow I understand on business of his late brother’s.  I’d have liked very much to have 

seen him but may not.  However I still have hopes that my letter with his influence will carry sufficient 



weight to bring you home.  Ginger Nixon has got back --  I haven’t seen him.  Don’t know if he is 

discharged or not.  Mr. Farrow was telling me to-day he heard Old McDonald and Hogg were on their 

way back. Wonder if Lavers is on his way.  She don’t know whether to expect him or not.  She’s sent him 

the $75 – took $12 to cable it – and she don’t know what he’s going to do with it.  She says that’s $147 

he’s had since last Christmas.  Guess he must be storing a little up to live on when he gets back. 

 

You asked about them being one of our tenants this year.  Yes, they put in the little flat field in green oats.  

Jennings you know likes a half mile furrow – and he said Lavers hadn’t much crop land and would like 

our 8 acres.  And he told them to ask me.  When I saw him I told him I wouldn’t have anything to do with 

them.  I’d look to him for to see it was properly cultivated and for the ¼ rental.  I got $25 for it.  And from 

what I’ve heard I guess poor Jennings didn’t get much, but that’s his own business and Lavers.  They left 

it down there on the place after it was cut and of course Sammy fed his cattle on it, so I guess Jennings 

got about 2 loads green feed after the cattle had pulled it to pieces. 

 

You asked if there’d be $300 to spare out of this year’s crop.  Well it’ll mean some scratching to keep an 

account of that much.  I’ve about that much in the bank now.  Have our $50 payment on the lot due 

yesterday.  Which will have to come out of that I guess, as with a trip with Lorne and price of glasses, 

coal bills etc this month’s money won’t go so very far.  And there’s two or three other accounts to be paid 

too.  No, I have not paid A. L. Gordon anything.  Just before all our sickness I had written a letter, 

meaning to have paid him $50, but it never was posted, and unless I can give some out of our monthly 

pay it’ll have to stand over I guess and I’m sorry.  He’s been so decent about it.  I’ve paid about $50 in 

taxes – and $100 to Gr. West.  I don’t know how this will please you, as in your last letters you said not to 

pay any.  With this last $50 payment this town place is clear of everything.  If I was flush of money we 

could easily spend more to our comfort on it yet tho’ such as finishing the walls of upstairs and kitchen, 

storm windows and doors, carpet linoleum etc.  I expect if you stepped in here you’d wonder why we 

haven’t things better – but somehow I haven’t thought I could find enough money for floor coverings or 

more furniture etc.  Still I’m ever so thankful to have a home as comfortable as it is, and think you would 

like it too.  We’ll get all these little extras a little at a time.  But money this fall seems to have had wings – 

it seems I can scarcely know how it has gone.  No, I’ve not paid Dr. Crawford anything – and don’t mean 

to.  And he can thank his old hide he’s being let down so easy.  It’s an awful way to talk – I feel sorry for 

the old donkey in some ways, altho’ I despise him – but I can tell you there’s been some pretty hard 

things said about him, and justly too.  He’s only got himself and his dope to blame.  

 

I’m tired out and feel I ought to be resting, so bye-bye dear for now. 

 

Lovingly, Isabelle 

 

Monday Dec. 17 

 

This is our Dominion Election day.  I haven’t polled my vote yet.  You’ve had a vote on it before now I 

guess, haven’t you?  Wonder how you voted.  The non-partisan H. Galbraith gets mine.  You know we 

soldiers’ relatives have a vote I suppose.  Borden puts other women among his aliens.  Soldiers wives, 

mothers, sisters or daughters can vote. 

 

Yesterday I saw a card from England to Mr. & Mrs. Farrow addressed in a familiar hand.  Hope I get a 

letter to-morrow.  This morning I got a note from G. MacDonald-Col-being military officer commanding 

District 13 (Calgary) in which he said,  Calgary December 14, “Madame:- I have the honour by 

instruction to inform you that the matter of the return of Pte. S. Brook to Canada has been referred to 

England for consideration.  I have the honour to be ….” 

 



This forenoon I was phoning to Dr. Ingham – he asked if I had heard from you. He thought you’d get 

thro’ all right.  He’d been speaking to Major Eaton.  You see Eaton got a certificate from him --  also 

from the old Doc here.  But I’ll bet you there wasn’t very much the matter with me in the certificate this 

old guy made out. 

 

The other day Lorne was giving me about half a dozen kisses all at once, and I told him he was as big a 

spoon as his papa.  Then he made me laugh as he said in a most surprised way, “Does Papa do that?” 

 

Guess this letter is getting nearly long enough – what do you say?  I must soon go and mark that 

wonderful piece of paper. 

 

Love and kisses. 

 

Your loving wife, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Tues. Dec. 25, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:-   

 

I was so glad to get your letter (Dec 2) to-day.  I had looked for it yesterday and Saturday, altho’ I’m 

scarcely deserving of letters very often – I’ve got to be a rather poor correspondent of late I’m afraid.  

This letter I purposed to have got written last week.  Now I’m taking advantage of a little spell of quiet – 

while I expect Gordon is wondering if I’ve forgotten to come over to Mrs.  Farrow’s.  He got a new game 

to-day from Santa called “Across Canada”.  He and I tried it this afternoon, and we both thought it was 

fine – think I’ll have to send you one, to try it.  So this evening he asked me to play with him again.  I 

could not for awhile – having dishes to wash, little folks to put to bed, floor to brush, nut-shells etc from, 

etc.  So I suggested he go over and have Joyce play with him.  That struck him all right.  And he bundled 

up his games and some crackers and went.  I promising to go over a little later for the milk.  I’ve just got 

our wee girl off to bed – she’s singing a most monotonous sleepy-bye song she has – which sort of grates 

on ones nerves if she starts it up while I’m in bed with her.   

 

The day has passed quite quickly and tho’ we’ve been alone, it has not been as bad a day as I felt it would 

be.  Still what a much happier day it would have been to have you here and our little Arnott.  Dear little 

man – two months yesterday since his little lifeless form was carried from our home.  And I’ve wondered 

all day where you were to-day – and how you are.  As we were eating supper I wondered where you had 

taken that meal to-day.  I do so hope you were able to spend the day or longer with the Brighton friends.  

It’s been a different day to you than last year anyway I guess.  It’s so nice to think you’re not in France.  

And your promotion gives me quite a happy feeling.  It’s not that there’s anything grand about the rank, 

but there’s an honor to it  -- my husband is a man among men – one to be picked on.  And tho’ but for his 

modest ways he could have been there long ago – still he writes so “you must regard my dignity “ (yes 

my lord, of course I will).  I imagine I see the weight of his dignity, upsetting my husband’s head.  

Anyway my congratulations to you dear.  

 

Wonder if you’ve had any news of anything being done over there yet re your return.  You’ll hear of 

course of any action that may be taken before we do.  I’m expecting it will go thro’ all right.  But even if 

you do get over, will they give you your discharge?  Ginger Nixon is home – has been for about 2 weeks I 

guess.  He has to report at Edmonton Jan 3
rd

, for rheumatism (I think) treatment.  They don’t know 



whether he’ll get his discharge or not.  There were 117 returned men expected in Calgary to-day.  I was 

wondering if Mr. Lavers would be among them. 

 

Well, I must hike over to Farrow’s or Gordon will be coming over himself. 

 

Back again – coal in for the night etc. Gordon was ungentlemanly enough to ‘beat’ Joyce each game.  The 

train came in from the east while he was over there, and Mr. F. brought “Miss Alice May Brook’s” parcel 

over from the post office.  All the little gifts are very nice.  They’ll be delighted with them in the morning.  

The other parcel has not arrived yet, which you mentioned.  You made a good choice for me when you 

choose [sic] gloves.  And thanks to you.  Hope you’re not stinting yourself in your outlay for so many 

nice remembrances to us.  Is your pay increased a little now?  You asked in this last letter if I “had 

something to live on for a few months and a little to buy four horses etc. etc.  In my last letter I think I 

told you about how we stood for cash – which will not go a great way for anything.  Am sorry I cannot 

show a bigger bank acc’t.   

 

Gordon’s studying the dumb one-hand alphabet just now. 

 

I think that little military Christmas card very pretty – and the verse so fitting.  Farrow’s, Nixon and 

Blores have received your cards.  Mr. Blore means to write to you. 

 

John Martin and a soldier friend are out spending the holiday with the folks here.  They say his hand is 

getting better, but still always pain there.  He’s drawing $100 a month as teacher of the returned vets at 

Ogden Convalescent Home, Calgary. 

 

Golds and Freddie called last ev’g with some parcels.  Oranges, candy and nuts from Golds, a box of 

chocolates from Freddie and a cup, saucer and small sugar bowl from Mrs. L., and collar from Queenie.  

Mrs.  Bell gave me a parcel of candy for the little folks too.  So with all these Christmas dainties I’ve had 

to watch Glen pretty carefully.  Last week Mr. Nixon brought in a nice piece of beef, and Mr. Wm. 

Sitlington gave us a bag of potatoes, which will last us quite awhile.  And Mrs. Eaton remembered us 

with a turkey.  It was very nice of her.  The major has been given the command of B. cpy in the new 

conscript army which will start training this new year.  So he’ll be in Canada a few months longer 

anyway. 

 

Gordon’s going off to sleep here, and it’s past time I should be off to bed, so must stop this. 

 

Good-night dear. 

 

Your loving wife, 

Isabelle 

 

 

 

[Letter from to Isabelle from Violet M. Eaton dated December 26 with a short note to Sidney from 

Isabelle on the back page] 

 

Dear Mrs. Brook. 

 

I am ashamed of not having gone to see you but I have been busy & when in town just got what I wanted 

& had to come home as I had people with me and Miss Hector away. 

 



My husband said that the authorities in Calgary said it was not possible for them to cable direct from there 

for Mr. Brook, but promised to send in their strongest recommendations to have red tape dispensed with 

and the cable go direct from Ottawa & my husband seemed to think there would be no doubt but that they 

would cable straight from Ottawa for him, so it is possible that he may be on his way now & I do hope 

that such is the case for your sake.  My husband heard nothing further as he had not been to Calgary, he 

was away south at political meetings & is now in the east & will not be home for Xmas.  I am sending a 

turkey with Christmas good wishes & hope you will soon have Mr. Brook at home again. 

 

With love 

Sincerely yours, 

Violet M. Eaton 

 

Dec. 26 

 

Your birthday, Sidney and I hope it has been a happy day to you -- and may you see many of them.  To-

day we received your other parcel.  And each present was just lovely.  Gordon’s quite delighted with his 

suit and handkerchief.  The suit fits nicely, and I like the color of it -- it fills his needs well too, and he 

tho’t it quite wonderful to find his initial on his h’d’k’f corner.  My gloves are dandies.  My thanks to you 

dear.  And those scarfs.  I’m all taken with them.  I’ve warned the little shavers that I’m going to 

appropriate them turn about.  They’re such good ones they’re lovely.  Thanks from us each for the parcel. 

 

Love and kisses. 

Your Isabelle 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Fri. Dec. 28, 1917 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

I’ve just been trying to record some accounts -- i.e. money paid out this month.  I’ve neglected it, and my 

memory isn’t good enough to pick up all our living expenses -- I’ve only got down the biggest items.  I’ve 

been a great account-keeper this fall.  I’ve been doing this since about 10:30 p.m., so you can guess it’s 

time I was in bed.  We had Mr. & Mrs. Farrow, Joyce and Mrs. Sinclair over to tea this ev’g.  Mr. F. had 

to leave about seven for his P. Office duties.  The others stayed till 10 o’clock.  The last hour we played 

crokinole -- Mrs. F., Joyce, Gordon and I -- after each game we changed partners -- and of course the two 

of which Mrs. Brook was one, won each time.  It would have been so nice to have had you here too, dear.  

We’ll have them over again when you come home.  We’re having a great spell of cold weather -- 

averaging something like 30 degrees below and generally blustery.  The train service especially from the 

east has been awfully bad.  Yesterday morning’s train got in to-day about 11:20 a.m. -- 28 hours late! 

That’s all.  To-day’s came along in the afternoon. 

 

Gordon wore his brown suit to-night.  He looks fine in it -- tho’ I thought the dark color and it so snug 

fitting made him look pale and delicate looking.  He and Lorne are both taking medicine to build them up.  

This week I seem to be keeping more steadily well.  Ever since my breakdown of Nov., I’ve never felt 

quite sure of myself -- sometimes well, and then I’d feel myself all giving out again -- a creepiness of the 

nerves -- it’s not nervousness like hysterics at all -- it’s just a collapsing.  And I must be off now or I’ll be 

overdoing things again.  Letter writing don’t seem to be the best thing if I’m tired after the day’s work.  

Good-night, dearest. 

 



Yours Lovingly, 

Isabelle 


