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Craigmyle, Alberta 

Jan. 25, 1918 

 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Your letter of Jan 1
st
 reached us to-day – which as usual we were delighted to get.  Glad to hear 

your work is so satisfactory to yourself and everybody else concerned. Of course I had no doubt 

they’d all like Corporal Brook.  You must feel quite “somebody” to be such an important 

indispensible person.  Wonder if the’ll think it any more essential to have you there looking after 

them than letting you come home.  I’ve had no more word as to our application for your return.  

Major Eaton is in Calgary, training now.  And mind you that Mr. Lavers is evidently getting 

thro’ all right.  They’ve been expecting him right along. Queenie called the other ev’g – took tea 

with us.  She said they had a cable from him sent Chritsmas day “Coming home, Merry 

Christmas to all.” She said, in one of his letters, when he was before a “board”, he was asked 

what he was doing in Canada? When he replied  “Farming,” he was promptly marked “for 

Canada.”  He said he “had lost track of his friend Mr. Brook.  If he knew his address he would 

write to him.”  Queenie said they got a large photo just the other day of a bunch of cooks, and 

“Daddy” was there among them with a white apron on.  They’ve had no letter about it. I thought 

he was at some office work (clerk or book work).  What was he doing when you were at 

Shorncliffe?  One by one they’re drifting home.  It made me think (when I heard Mr. L. was 

coming) of what your wrote last spring – all the Craigmyle boys had seen the hospital but you.  

You were the last.  At the rate they’re moving toward sending you home – it’ll be duplicated in 

your getting to Canada.  Still maybe they’ll wakened up one of these days, and shuffle out our 

papers from among the bunch. 

 

Yes its hard to think of our little Arnott no more tobogganing or playing around.  It’s three whole 

months since we had him.  But he’s infinitely happier.  Our home was not good enough for him.  

A poignant thought but true.  He was a loveable good-hearted wee man.  

 

You will be glad to know that Eva purposed coming.  It was welcome news to me.  For altho’ 

I’ve been feeling well for the last week & a half, still if past experience repeats itself, I’ll only go 

back again unless I have some change and relaxation.  As it costs money to travel at all, I may 

only go out on daily hikes in the country, visit neighbors etc. 

 

The children have all been used up this week with a cold.  They have quite a cough.  It’s 

something like La Grippe.  Gordon was very pale for a few days but is getting a little color again 

now.  Lorne seems to be bothered with nerves some.  Alice, poor wee dot, has a cold too.  She’s 

trotting around here as smart as a cricket tho’. 

 



For about a week we had lovely spring-like weather, till yesterday it set in cold again.  To-day 

it’s been snowing quite heavily for here. 

To-day closes the U.F.A. convention Calgary.  Quite a number went from here, Mr. Blore, Cole, 

& Browing I think.  Don’t know who the others were. 

 

I shall send that Ten Dollars to Alice to-morrow.  Thought of sending $15, but it would leave me 

a little too short just now.  Shall send more again.  Must finish up last week’s ironing now.  Your 

loving wife 

Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta. 

Mon. Feb. 18, 1918 

 

My sweetheart Sidney:- 

 

I just can’t banish from my mind the thought how nice it would be if you’d come to Craigmyle 

on to-night’s train. Word came in to-day that F. Lavers was expected into Calgary about 5 

o’clock this evening, and it is possible he’d get the 8 o’clock train then for Craigmyle. Just think 

of it, been all the way to the war, thro’ it, and home alive and unscathed! And my soldier 

sweetheart still likely in England.  2000 returned ones came over on this bunch which landed in 

Halifax last Wednesday – that first that have come over for a good while.  I saw Mrs. L. down in 

the store this ev’g – she does not expect him out to-night.  They were telling her they were going 

to chevaree them.  Such doings are fashionable here you know.  Alf Moodie & his bride got back 

the other night, and some doings is in sort for him.  Mrs. Farrow said she heard it was to-night, 

but maybe they’ll wait for them to get settled at their own place.  It is said the fellows are going 

to soak him $1.35 a plate for their feed at the restaurant – the other grooms only had to hand over 

35 cents.  Alf. M. says he isn’t going to give them anything.  I think it’s ridiculous behavior.  

Pity a fellow can’t get married without a bunch of rowdies descending on his place. 

 

Tues. 19
th

 . –  

 

If I don’t get a big move on one I’ll not get this letter off to-night.  And I believe it’s a week 

since my last was sent.  Wonder if your incoming mail is as delayed as ours this last while.  I 

haven’t had a letter for something over two weeks.  I expected one sure to-day off that boat 

which brought the soldiers across last week.  But there’s been some more wrecks again to-day I 

guess.  The traffic is just starting to move along now (about 6 o’clock pm) and they say the 

express won’t be in till 8 o’clock.  So no mail to-day!  It makes one provoked. 

 

To-day we did our washing.  So that’s quite a load off our minds and shoulders for another week.  

You’ll be glad to know I’m ever so much better.  But it’s awful nice to have Eva for her 

company as well as help.  Lorne suffered a good deal with earache yesterday, but we got it eased 

up before night.  So he’s quite himself again/ And the others are quite smart too.  It was so frosty 

to-day I did not send Gordon to school. 

 



He has coaxed me for a good while to go to the bank with him.  He wanted a bank book!  So I 

went with him to-day.  And he now has a bank account of $12, with a few cents for a nest egg 

still at home. 

 

The U.F.A. have bought three lots north of the old Doc’s for their co-operative store.  They are to 

build in the spring.  They’re going to handle such as lumber, machinery & hardware.  H. 

Eilertson is manager.  Ed. Jennings secretary.  We’ll have a job there for you when you come 

back. 

 

Eva & I were out to a U.F.A. meeting on Saturday.  Consolidation was the topic.  There was a 

big crowd.  Browning & Cole provided the fireworks.  The question is being revived at Delia 

too. 

 

Our friend Joe Cole brought us in a bag of potatoes last week. 

 

Lavers will be home to-night I guess.  How I’m waiting for a letter from you dear.  But suppose 

there’ll still be no news of getting home.  I mean to write to Calgary again {indecipherable  

request. 

 

(Written on the side)  It’s so dark here I can scarcely see.   Bye – bye sweetheart.  Love & kisses 

from ach.  Lovingly Isabelle. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Thurs. Feb. 18, 1918 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Last evening after the little folks were in bed, Eva went out with Farrows to see the season’s big 

game of curling -- and I resolved to get a letter written to my soldier sweetheart -- but she got 

back before I got it started, and then we talked as usual.  And to-night -- we went upstairs when 

Gordon was going to bed, and I got into an old box of love letters, so when we came down it was 

ten o’clock!  When I started this Eva says “I thought you were going to bed early to-night”.  So 

now she’s sitting here tatting to keep me company -- (we’re a great pair of night-hawks)  -- for 

I’ve meant to write each day since I got your letter of Feb. 4
th

 on Tuesday.  Eva’s just laughing at 

me having a number of black finger-marks on my face -- I was replenishing the fires before I sat 

down here.  “Well, look at this page” is what I said when I turned this over.  All these fancy 

figarees are Glen’s work I guess.   

 

Well, to go back -- a long-looked for letter arrived at last.  And there’s still some previous ones 

not come to hand yet.  I’ve looked for them since, but have almost concluded they’ve gone to the 

bottom.  One or two of them you made reference to in this last letter.  You just made mention of 

Walter having been to see you -- of you being before some board -- and then the all important 

intelligence conveyed by that adjutant -- “They’re going to sent you to Canada”.  I hope he knew 

when he was talking about.  And that our hopes thus raised will not meet with disappointment. 



 

How’s your sprained or bruised leg -- or did you break it?  I think not but wasn’t quite sure from 

your letter.  Gordon seemed quite skeptical when I told him they were going to sent Papa home.  

I should think it’s about time your turn came around.  Four of the 113
th

 have landed at Craigmyle 

in the last short while -- Hogg, Lavers, Donald & Fisher.  And Ginger Nixon is home -- 

discharged.  Haven’t the Craigmyle men come off wonderfully lucky?  Fisher lost an eye.  Ernie 

Stevenson was asking after you the other day.  He said Fisher hadn’t seen you since about last 

April.  He was wounded I think about the 9
th

 of May. 

 

Last Monday evening Mr. & Mrs. Lavers, and their daughter & son-in-law (?) came in.  We had 

quite a nice time.  I’m sure you’d have been quite amused to hear Mr. L. telling about his 

scheming to get home.  He brags about it -- thinks he was quite smart.  But say he looks well in 

his uniform -- the army life seems to have made quite a man of him.  Hope they’ll always have 

enough to have respectable clothes etc., it makes such a difference to how a person can carry 

themselves.  He’s going to Calgary Monday, and expects to get his discharge shortly.  She still 

rubs it into him about not writing letters etc.  But I believe they’re all mighty glad to have him 

home.  They seem as happy & jocular a bunch as can be.  You ought to see Queenie.  She’s 

getting to be really nice looking -- quite a young woman-like face now.  She has more sense in 

many ways than her mother too.  Freddie is going around with his arm in a sling -- a dislocated 

shoulder.  Gold’s brother George is getting back to Canada.  Guess he’ll be a guest they’ll have 

soon then. 

 

The chivaree folks are having a big problem trying to round-up Alf. Moodie.  About 30 of them 

went down the other evening, but found the door padlocked.  Alf had taken the door off hinges, 

padlocked it on outside, then went in, putting in hinge-pegs again.  So they were settled to bed 

for the night, while this bunch prowled around -- searching everywhere, including those old sod 

buildings across the road of Rees.  Then came up here to Farrow’s.  Earl told them if they were 

hiding them, they’d chivaree them too.  Oh, it was a big joke on them.  I hope they don’t find out 

for about a years’ time.  But they’re still on the watch to catch them.  I hope they get left 

everytime. 

 

Good-night now dear.  Must hike for bed.  Wonder if you’ll be in England when this gets there, 

or in Canada eh?  Maybe your [sic] on the water now.  

 

Lovingly, 

Isabelle 

 

Am enclosing a piece from the Farm and Ranch Review, written by Mrs. Sammy -- which is 

decidedly interesting -- not to say, amusing in some places -- to anyone who knew of her & her 

home life. 

 

Fri. Mar. 1
st
 

 

Mrs. Blore and their little folks were in for an hour or so this afternoon.  Mr. B. was in for a 

school meeting re: consolidation.  She said she heard you had gone back to France.  Fisher was 

the originator of that.  She was delighted to see me looking so well, a big difference to last time 



she was in she said.  I can scarcely believe I was so sick not such a great while ago.  The little 

folks are fine too. 

 

This afternoon I’ve been doing some varnishing -- the churn, and two chairs.  Am letting Gage’s 

have the use of the churns.  They’re moving out to the farm (E.C. O’Neils) next week.  Pat 

Thompson’s are going into their (Gages) town house here.  Lottie put in her last day at the Post 

Office yesterday.  She’ll be missed here.  A Miss Scott takes her place. 

 

Gordon’s waiting to take this letter, so bye-bye now, dearest. 

 

Lovingly C.I. 

 

 

 

Craigmyle, Alberta 

Mar. 21, 1918 

 

My dear Sidney:- 

 

Am enclosing Ten Dollars.  You may receive it before you leave.  I was too late for the bank last 

day I wrote you.  Am all ready for going down town -- and as it’s just an hour till tea I must 

hurry.  Want to get meat for supper and have phone message to put thro’.  Eva’s foot is 

improving.  Tho’ still too sore to use.  I did most of the washing to-day.  Wasn’t I smart -- first 

since away back in the fall.  But I’m good & tired.  Must hike now. 

 

Love & kisses from each. 

 

Your Loving Wife 

Isabelle 


