
Excerpt from letter written by Louise Newcombe on December 29, 1917 – Kitchener Hospital, 

Brighton, England [Nurses’ Alumnae Journal, April 1918] 

To the Secretary W.G.A.A. 

Dear Madam—Will you kindly convey to the members of the Alumnae my sincere thanks for 

the Christmas cake, which arrived safely and in perfect condition. It is delicious and while we 

enjoy the cake very, very much it does us even more good to know that we are remembered 

by the ones at home. So far as I have heard here, the W.G.H. girls are the only ones overseas 

to be remembered in like manner by their Alumnae. Some of the girls of other schools have 

received greeting cards, or a magazine, but I think we all agree that nothing could compare 

with our fruit cakes. 

I wonder if you would be interested to know a little about how we spent Christmas here in our 

small corner? 

To begin with, the Sisters mess furnished red and green crepe paper to decorate all the wards 

and the up-patients did almost all the decorating themselves. They did it well and seemed to 

enjoy it. They went out into the nearby country and carried home loads of holly—and such 

holly! Those who are from England will know what the English holly is like. No wonder they 

used to have festive times here in pre-war days. 

Of course each ward carried out its own scheme, and no two were alike. Several made large 

mottoes for the walls such as “Merry Christmas,” “Good Luck to Our Allies,” “Canada Forever” 

(a compliment of course to the Canadian staff of the hospital) and on one ward I saw they 

had one “God Bless the Sisters,” and “Good Luck to You, Old Sport.” That was for their 

medical officer, who really was a jolly old sport and took it in good part. I fancy it was the 

work of some of the Canadian patients, as no others would be so unconventional. On 

Christmas Eve there was carol singing. A Glee Club of some of the Sisters and hospital 

personnel had been practicing Christmas hymns and old English carols, and on Christmas Eve 

they went to every block and sang for the patients. 

Christmas Day was of course given over to the patients. We have an immense dining hall, 

where all walking patients had a real good Christmas dinner and some music. In the wards 

the sick patients had the same dinner and I think most wards had music of some kind that 

day. 

The Sisters provided a real good tea for the patients as their treat, with salad, salmon, fruit 

jelly, cake and coffee. I was most fortunate, for some of my good Canadian friends sent me 

boxes for my boys, so I was able to give them real Canadian fruit cake with their coffee, and 



to each man a package of home-made candy or chocolate, cigarettes, chewing gum, Oxo 

cubes, playing cards and stationery.  

No I think I have written enough to tire you all. I can see you all sitting around the drawing 

room listening to the Christmas letters from overseas being read at the Alumnae meeting, 

and in the words of the song “ I want to be there, I want to be there”—but not until we’ve 

won the war.  

Louise Newcombe, N.S. 

 


