CHAPTER FOUR

"For better or for worse"

Basically we girls came out to Canada, by and large not knowing what to expect, the vast majority of us dug in, adapted, compromised, made homes for our husbands and families and became good contributing Canadian citizens.


Dorothy Hyslop, War Bride, St. Stephen, New Brunswick
In May 1947, the Department of Veterans' Affairs released a cross-country survey of war brides to show how they were faring in their marriages to Canadian servicemen.  Interestingly, the survey focused on New Brunswick as a "typical example" of the war bride experience and found that the majority of these marriages were "as successful as even the most optimistic could expect."
   Why the government found it necessary to report on the status of these women so soon after the majority had arrived in Canada is likely due to growing public concern that many had been hoodwinked by Canadian soldiers who had lured them to Canada on false promises of prosperity and success.  This concern was reflected in editorials across the country bemoaning the fate of "Lonely War Brides"
 who, rumour had it, were disillusioned with Canadian life and were flocking back to the United Kingdom in droves.  The Department's report - and its glowing findings - were probably intended to put those rumours to rest.
  Nevertheless the report did mention, in passing, that British and European brides had two main "gripes" which seem to be more a reflection of the public's attitude than any real problems with their marriages per se. First, the women complained about the continuation of the "`war bride' label long after their honeymoons and two years after the war"; and second, they disapproved of what the report called "the `heartbreak ship' type of publicity" that would spring up occasionally whenever a dissatisfied war bride returned to England or the Continent.

The results of that survey are mirrored in a 1988 study in which 64 war brides from throughout New Brunswick were asked "If you could do it all over again, what would you do differently?"
  The following excerpt from a questionnaire filled out by Dulcie Drost of Bath, is the essence of the way most war brides feel about their lives in Canada:

Looking back, although there have been some difficult times, I don't think I would do anything differently.  I'd say my life has been enriched through the years I have lived in Canada.  I have been blessed with a good loving husband and a family to be proud of.

The responses of these 64 women to that question and others in the eight-page questionnaire indicate that despite the personal difficulties and problems which some of them suffered, the overwhelming majority of New Brunswick war brides were satisfied with their lives since coming to this province: most of them, if given the chance, would not hesitate to do it all over again.
  These findings are in stark contrast to the stereotypical image of the poor, unfortunate war bride whose smooth-talking Canadian soldier charmed his British bride with stories of a "ranch in Moncton", which was in actuality "a dogpatch" by the airport.
  While it is true that some war brides did have terrible marriages and that a number of these unions ended in divorce, it would be misleading to say that the bad marriages are representative of the war bride experience.  Although it would be a gargantuan task to tell the fortunes of all the war brides who came to New Brunswick, suffice it to say that many of these women have had successful marriages which have lasted fifty years or more.  In this respect, the war brides are representative of the experience of other Canadian women who married servicemen and set up households in the post-war years.  As their personal stories will illustrate, their belief in traditional values and their devotion to family are characteristics which they shared in common with the majority of Canadian women who, like the war brides themselves, were expected to live up to the established feminine stereotype of nurturing wife and mother.  How these interesting and courageous women lived their lives in New Brunswick these past fifty years and the wisdom they have gained over the course of their lifetime is the focus of this final chapter.

The traditional view of women's role in the post-war years was dictated by conventional wisdom which held that marriage was a life-long commitment "for better or worse, for richer or for poorer, till death do us part."  Strong social taboos against divorce and separation implied that the divorcée was a personal and moral failure.  In New Brunswick, the notion that getting a divorce was akin to crime was reinforced by the only provincial daily newspaper, the Saint John Telegraph-Journal which practically gave front page coverage to the New Brunswick Divorce Court proceedings, replete with names of the applicant, the respondent and co-respondents, as well as the town where they lived.
  Other social pressures kept women in their place: it was standard belief for example, that a woman could attain all the fulfilment she needed through her husband and family.  She need not work, nor have any interests outside her home that would distract her from the main task at hand i.e. raising a family.  Women who insisted on working were criticized for throwing their families into jeopardy and for embarrassing their husbands by questioning their masculinity as well as their ability to support their families. Working wives were also blamed for a number of social problems including juvenile delinquency and difficulties at school.
  As Veronica Strong-Boag writes: "Good mothers stayed at home.  Those who chose to do otherwise were guilty of neglect" and responsible for a host of social ills.

Such accusations were a bitter pill for young women who, only a few years earlier,  had been wooed by the Canadian and British governments to join the women's forces or to work in the factories supplying armaments for the war effort.  Women who had tasted independence and freedom with the security that a good paying job brings, who had spent six years married to their work in factories, or in the military, suddenly found themselves tethered to their husbands and families as well as to society's expectations of them as young wives and mothers: and while many women complained about the unfairness of massive layoffs following the return of Canadian servicemen to the workforce, the majority gave up, married and started the business of raising families as expected.
  The war brides were no different.  In the aftermath of the war they, too, were laid off en masse from their jobs in the service
 or in factories where "Rosie the Riveter" was a common symbol for industrial women workers in Britain, Canada and the US; and despite Canadian women's overwhelming contribution to the war effort, there was little public support for a fundamental change in women's social or economic position following the war's end.  The taboos about working women and unmarried women, which had relaxed somewhat during hostilities, were immediately put back in place once the war was over and unemployed servicemen started to return to Canada.  Regardless of where they were from, women who, during the war, had worked in meaningful jobs requiring skill and intelligence were suddenly told that along with their pink slips the only options left to them were marriage - or, if they insisted on working, a job as a domestic or in some other stereotypically female occupation.  As Gail Cuthbert Brandt writes, the end of the war did not bring with it a "surge of popular sentiment in favour of fundamental changes in the role of women in Canadian society..."  Rather, "there was general tendency to say to women: `Well, girls, you have done a nice job: you looked very cute in your overalls and we appreciate what you have done for us: but just run along; go home; we can get along without you very nicely.'"

While some of these traditional values towards marriage, family and working women remain cultural norms today, in the 1940s they were firmly entrenched in the mainstream: few women would dare to deviate for fear of being ostracized from their families and their communities.  In the case of the war brides, the fear of ostracism was doubly potent for there was literally nowhere else for them to turn.  Except for a small number of brides who returned to their home countries in the first few years after emigrating to Canada, most war brides simply could not go back.
  Many, stubborn and proud, refused to admit personal failure either by going back home or by divulging the truth to their families about their lives in New Brunswick.  Many had married into working class families where going back to Britain or the continent was an economic impossibility.  As these women became pregnant and children began to arrive, their options - other than remaining - became even fewer.  The old saying "I made my bed so I had to lie in it" is often heard when talking to those war brides whose lives in New Brunswick were less than idyllic.  Their belief that they had no choice but to accept the life they had sometimes mistakenly sought, their sheer determination to make the best of a less than ideal situation, and harsh economic reality, ensured that, for many, there were no other choices but to stay in New Brunswick and to try to make their marriages work.

Besides the other changes in their lives, the war brides had to make major cultural adjustments when they arrived in New Brunswick.  In 1944 the province had a total population of 461,000 people: by 1945 that figure had grown to 467,000, and by 1946 - when the vast majority of the New Brunswick war brides arrived in the province - New Brunswick had a population of 478,000 persons, most of whom lived in rural areas with names like Temperance Vale and Bible Hill.
  Bathurst, Edmundston, Campbellton and the towns of Chatham and Newcastle along the Miramichi were still small villages in 1946, and New Brunswick had only three cities, with a combined populations of just 84,556 souls - 51,741 of whom lived in Saint John alone.
  Big city girls from London and Glasgow were in for quite a shock when they arrived in places like St. George in the southern part of the province or Dalhousie in the north whose respective populations in 1941 were 1,095 and 4,508.
  Outdoor toilets, wooden stoves and water drawn from a well were all part of the package when the war brides arrived in New Brunswick, and they had no choice but to get used to it or leave - and most got used to it.  Cynthia Harris is a good example: this self-professed "city-slicker" from London had no idea what she was in for when she landed in Dalhousie in April 1946.

It was like stepping back in time.  Everything seemed to my eyes so old fashioned.  No plumbing.  The only wooden house I had ever seen before was the gardener's house where I was billeted at one time.  The mosquitoes were awful.  The stores were almost non-existent.  The catalogue had the ugliest things in either blue or wine floral.  I was determined I wasn't going to cry.  For two days I had a lump the size of a grape fruit in my throat.  I lasted two days before the deluge.

Cynthia certainly was not the only bride who cried in the days and months after her arrival in New Brunswick.  Imagine the culture shock experienced by those women who ended up in the primarily French-speaking part of the province: in addition to the backwardness cited by Cynthia Harris, they had to deal with formidable language and religious barriers which must have been daunting.
  Complicating matters was the high unemployment rate across the province, especially among returned servicemen, who, the Telegraph Journal reported had to compete with women for jobs.
  One article about unemployment in Restigouche made a chilling comparison with the "critical days before the war, when unemployment in this district reached an all time high."
  A housing shortage heightened the problems faced by returning soldiers and their new families, so much so that the Telegraph Journal reported in March 1946 that "Housing Still Family Welfare's Major Problem".

Given the social, cultural and economic context which these women faced upon their arrival in New Brunswick, it is astonishing that so many of them remain after all these years:
 for, compounding the situation and making their adjustment considerably more difficult, was the endless list of unknowns which no one could predict.  These ran the gamut from hostile in-laws and unfaithful husbands to sub-standard housing, alcoholism and plain incompatibility.  Yet one thing all brides had in common, whether their overall experiences were happy or not, was the loneliness and sense of personal isolation they felt during their first few years in Canada.  As one member of the Fredericton War Bride Association described it, loneliness was something that defined the war bride's early experiences in Canada.  Fifty years later, that loneliness has brought them together again in war brides' clubs across the province:

The difference between us and Canadian ladies is the fact that we had left our homes and we did not have any of our own relatives [nearby].  I remember one time I came out of church and a family were all gathered together, grandpa and grandma, mother, father and the kids, and I got the most lonely feeling I ever got in my life because I envied them.  We carried that down for the rest of our lives.  We tried to melt into the crowd, we did all the things that you're saying, but why we have a club of our own right now is because we still don't have any of our own folk.  We are our family.

Many war brides had to struggle with the loneliness and some were not able to deal with other problems which arose in the process of coping.  Still others found ingenious ways of dealing with the changes in their lives.  Six brides out of sixty-four who responded to the questionnaire said that troublesome in-laws were the main source of their despair during their first few years in Canada.  One British bride from England who settled in predominantly French-speaking northern New Brunswick wrote of how her mother-in-law and alcoholic brother-in-law made her first years absolutely miserable.
  Apparently, the brother-in-law perceived his recently returned brother and his newly-arrived British wife as a threat to his plans to take over the family farm.  The fellow became hateful and abusive to his new sister-in-law, bossing her around, humiliating her and trying to drive a wedge between her and his own mother.  Yet, this bride managed to cope by putting her foot down to the abuse and in the process she took control of her life again:

My first few years were pretty bad.  Not through my husband but my mother in law and brother in law.  My mother in law was unable to talk any English, and I couldn't talk French, so my brother in law caused much friction between us.  I had to feed him wash his clothes ect. [sic]. When I queried this to my husband as to why we had to keep him, he said it was between his mother and I, if I'd learn to stick up to her, answer her back ect. [sic] she'd be fine and friendly, but it was something I had to do myself.  Well, one Sunday morning it all blew up.  I was feeding the children when he came in and demanded his breakfast.  I asked him to wait while I got the kids settled, but he rushed in and told his mother I refused to give him anything to eat.  Well, she came, Heaven only knows what she was saying I don't, but I got good and mad, told her he was her son, and from then on she had him for feeding washing cleaning his room ect! [sic] and I took one step towards her, and she ran from the room bolting all the doors behind her.  The brother in law left by the other door.

That was not the end of this bride's story however.  As she stood there wondering why everyone left in such a hurry, her husband burst into laughter:

I looked at my husband and he was laughing his head off.  That did not make me any happier till he explained from now on you and mother will be the best of friends.  I asked him why she ran so fast and he told me he had told her never to make me real mad as I had learned unarmed combat in the army and could throw her over my shoulder.  Two days later my brother in law was out of the house completely and in a place of his own.

Unfortunately for this bride, old grudges died hard: over forty years later the brother-in-law continued to pose a serious problem to her personal safety and he had been to court twice for assault: "I've had to have him in court once for trying to beat me up, the second for trying to choke me." she wrote. "Now he is banned from our house or around where I am."

Scottish born Sally
 had in-laws who were the exact opposite: they made life bearable while her unfaithful husband ran around on her in the small town where they lived in southern New Brunswick.  Sally describes her husband as a "wanderlust" who spent more time with his girlfriends and drinking buddies than he did with his wife and growing family.  He had a successful business but that was a cover for his "misdemeanours" as she calls them, which kept him out of the house most of the time.  Almost immediately after arriving in New Brunswick, Sally got pregnant with twins, but that did not seem to settle George down.  "My whole life was busy with the twins," she explained, "he was just coming and going all the time, just seeing me once in a while and saying `hello twins' and taking off.  I was left with the complete care of them.  Me that was the baby of the family had never held a baby - here I was into this."

Sally had one source of help.  Soon after she arrived, her sister - who had served in the woman's nursing service during the war - came from Scotland to New Brunswick where she got a job in the same town with the local doctor.  Sally and her sister lived close to one another for nearly five years.  Calling her a "God-send," Sally says her sister did not see eye to eye with George either, but she was always there when Sally  needed support: "She didn't like what she saw because she knew he was flighty [and] difficult, but she stuck with me."  Despite countless letters back and forth to their parents, neither  sister ever let on what was happening to Sally's marriage.  "I couldn't do that to my parents," Sally says.  So instead, she and her sister just avoided the subject.  As Sally explains: "I hid [it from] them.  I hid half the cake."  Unfortunately, when Sally's parents came to visit, the two sisters were faced with the truth about their deception:

 
That's when I should have told them that things weren't going so well really, because when they came over it was kind of a shock to them to see him away so much.  Not that there was any real cruelty or anything like that, I was quite well placed.  But all the people could see the signs.  [My parents] thought why doesn't he stay at home with the wife and children more?  So they went back, and ....my mother wrote in a letter afterwards that they wanted to ask me to come home, because I think they knew deep down I was unhappy.

Sometime after her parents returned to Scotland, George informed Sally she could leave Canada and go back home to be with her family as long as she left the twins behind.  This was absolutely out of the question, for even though Sally was desperately unhappy she knew the law was against women in custody cases and George would likely win.  Given these kind of odds, she refused to leave.

It was a case of you go, but the twins stay.  Well, in those days it wasn't like now.  We have equal rights.  [But then] the husband had all the rights, and the thought of me going home without my babies?  Well, I wouldn't go.  I really felt that I had made my bed and I should lie in it.  So I didn't go.

Sally also had a strong belief in marriage and the wedding vows which she had taken.

"I didn't feel that I should go whining home.  I had decided to come to Canada, and I believe in God and I believe there is a reason for everything.  I've gained a lot by staying, because...if you run away you never really gain courage.  I mean, if you take an illness you've got to see it through.  You can't say I don't want it, here take it.  So that's the way I felt about marriage.  I guess I'm from the old school, but I think marriage is marriage.

Knowing what she knows now, Sally says she probably would not have married George.

I suppose now that I would...not [have] made the decision to marry.  I don't think it's a good idea when you don't know a person well enough, but then ...I've heard of lots of other cases lately, you know they get along famously.

Years later, George took up with another woman and they had a baby together.  That was the last straw for Sally, and, with the children grown up, there was no longer any reason to maintain the appearance of their marriage.  George asked Sally for a divorce and she granted it.  For the past twenty years she has been living with her daughter in southern New Brunswick, and, although she has some regrets, she seems content with her life now and is happy to be around her children as she grows older.  She does not see much of George these days and she says that she has forgiven him for what he put her and the children through those many years ago.

In some ways, Anne's experiences in New Brunswick are a lot like Sally's.
  Looking back after nearly fifty years in Canada, Anne is understandably bitter at the opportunities which bypassed her since coming to this province, and the remorse she feels is evident in the way she heaves a sigh: talented, sensitive and articulate she probably would have been an artist or a writer had she not followed her mother's advice and married a Canadian soldier from northern New Brunswick.  Yet, Anne can laugh at the mistake she made when she married her husband and is not afraid to speak frankly about her life: "I don't care if I tell the truth.  I think I was spoiled in England and it soon changed when I came here!"  

Anne lived a sheltered life as one of two daughters in a large and prosperous military family.  She spent her first few years in India where her father was stationed, then later the family returned to England.  Anne idolized her parents, especially her father whom she described as a "liberated man" who was "devoted" to her mother and who "spoiled" his daughters.  During the war, Anne's sister married a Canadian soldier from northern New Brunswick, who, in turn, introduced Anne to his cousin Jim. Jim was immediately accepted into the family and when he asked for permission to marry Anne, her mother gave the young couple her blessing.  "My mother liked my husband, and because she liked him, well I thought he must be a decent guy.  She said to me, `You like Jim don't you?  I'll let you marry him tomorrow.'"  Unfortunately, her mother died about a month before the war ended and "she never knew anything about us," Anne says sadly.  Jim was repatriated to Canada before the two were married, so Anne followed him to New Brunswick.  They were married in a southern New Brunswick church which later burned down.  "That should have given me a message!", she says with obvious sarcasm.

Anne was unprepared for the trials and tribulations that lay ahead of her in northern New Brunswick with her husband.  Her second clue might have been when he quit a good job in one small town to start a new job in another over 60 miles away, leaving her all alone nearly nine months pregnant with their first child.  Anne did not want to be left behind, but Jim insisted that "it was the time to move" because he did not like his job.  No matter how much she pleaded, Jim would not take her with him.  "He said it was a new job, but I don't think so..." she says sadly.  It was a lonely and depressing time for Anne.  Fortunately, her sister's in-laws and relatives lived in a village close by, so Anne visited with them daily.  The night before she gave birth, Jim's sister -who worked as a nurse in the same town - stayed with Anne and took her to the hospital.  Eleven humiliating days passed before Jim made an appearance to see his wife and new-born son.  Not surprisingly, Anne felt completely rejected by Jim.  She remembers the pain and humiliation she suffered when visitors to the hospital, perhaps recognizing her British accent, would come up to her and say, "Has your husband been to see you?"  For the first few days, it was "an embarrassment, because I had no answer."  After eleven days, there was no forgiving Jim.

Eventually, Jim moved Anne and the baby to the town where he worked.  But when she was pregnant with her second child, Jim moved again - this time to his home village about 40 miles up shore.   Once again, Jim left Anne behind, and she was "alone again."   It was a pattern that was to be repeated for the rest of their marriage, for even when Jim was in the same vicinity he spent more time at the Legion Hall drinking with his war buddies than with his wife and two small children.  Anne did get discouraged enough to get up and leave but she always came back.  Her sister in southern New Brunswick provided refuge at times, and her sister-in-law even offered to get a job "any kind of job, scrubbing toilets doing anything so long as its honourable work,"  so that she could put money away for Anne and send her back to England, but Anne never left Jim  permanently.  "I guess I was gutless then, " she says of herself.  "I must have been."

Anne's father knew what was happening, but he had remarried after his wife's death and had started a new life of his own.  Anne did not want to impose on him and, with two young boys of her own, she never pressed her father to take her back to England.  In one letter to then 27 year-old Anne, he wrote: "My precious baby daughter....Don't worry darling, one of these days he'll want to stay home with you."  Anne eventually ended up under a doctor's care for depression and went to Montreal for electric shock treatment.  Although the treatments seemed to help, the sadness of her personal circumstances has never left her completely.  Now Anne and Jim simply co-exist.  Their children are grown and working and Anne  simply pursues her own interests whether Jim likes it or not.  Jim still hangs around the Legion, but Anne is indifferent to it.  Despite the disappointments in her sad life, Anne finds joy in simple things, like learning how to paint and studying: "I love to learn," she says as she gestures towards a half-finished painting on the easel which figures prominently in her living room.  She also loves to read, especially "the philosophers."  On the few occasions that she has returned to England, she spent much of her time at the theatre or reading Shakespearean plays - in a way capturing the carefree spirit of youth that eluded her in New Brunswick.

Like Anne, Theresa's first few years in New Brunswick were very difficult, albeit for somewhat different reasons: for although her husband was a hard worker who did not fool around or drink, Theresa was a fragile and nervous person whose adjustment to life in New Brunswick was marred by depression.
  After her release from the British women's services, Theresa came to New Brunswick with plans to marry Chris within a month: but the beautiful town where she stayed with his family before the marriage took place was something of a deception as Chris had no intention of settling there. "I knew I was coming to ___________ and I was going to get married there," says Theresa.  What she did not know was that Chris had plans to move to the country as soon as the wedding was over.  "I didn't know what [rural New Brunswick] was like.  He didn't tell me how bad it was, but he said it would be quite different and he thought it would be difficult for me to adjust."

Soon after the wedding the couple moved to a "wee little house" in the country where they would be closer to Chris' work.  While it made Theresa happy to be near her husband, all was not wonderful: the house had neither running water nor electricity and the isolation was overwhelming.  "I was just there a month before we got married, and he was doing his apprenticeship for the garage outside in the country.....  What I should have done was to live in ___________, but he would have had to drive ....to work everyday and I wanted to be near his work for his sake."

Coming from a relatively comfortable home in Great Britain, this was quite a shock for Theresa: there was not even a bathroom, just an outhouse, and a wood stove that she had to learn how to use.  And as there were few neighbours and no women her age, an elderly lady who lived across the road provided the only female comfort for Theresa.   Besides these rather practical issues, Theresa and her husband had to get to know each other again: 

At first it was so difficult getting adjusted because my husband was not adjusted. A lot of the veterans when they got back they missed their airforce or army life, and to come back to the country after they got a taste of the city it was difficult for them so he was not really the same person that I knew before.

Her husband was also very critical of her domestic abilities: "It was really terrible, and I didn't know much about how to keep house.  I'd wash the milk jug and he'd say, `You call that clean?'"  Her first attempt to make bread in the wood stove ended up with a ball as hard as a rock.  "He got a big kick out of that," she remembers with a laugh.  Her husband also had a very traditional view towards a man's role in the family, in contrast to Theresa's father, who was, in her opinion, far more liberated than Canadian men:

I think he always thought the man is the head of the household.  I had never been brought up that way, because my father was always the type who'd cook and help my mother, he'd bring us a cup of tea to bed in the morning and before we ever got up we'd have tea in bed and he would cook the dinner on Sunday for Mommy...he waited on her.  It was different.

Theresa and her husband had barely the time to get to know each other when she became pregnant. As soon as the baby was born, what should have been a happy experience, that would bring the young couple together, was marred by the onset of post-partum depression.

All of sudden it hit me I was depressed.  I got so it was terrible and I thought `Oh, I'm going out of my mind.' So all of sudden one day I said, `Chris, I want to go home.' So he said, `if that's what you want I'll get you home.'  He made arrangements for me to go back.  I was only going to be gone for six weeks and come back.  But he said `if you can't come back, I'll come over there.'  I said, `oh no, I have to go back.' But when I got over there I decided I was quite sick in my head [and I decided] to go to the nerve specialist for treatment on my nerves.  

The electric shock treatments were performed in the out-patients and did not require that Theresa stay overnight in the hospital so she was able to get her old job back at the place where she had worked before the war. "I used to go to the hospital in the afternoon to the outpatients for the treatments and go back to work ...at night."   She hired a babysitter to look after her then one-year old daughter, and she simply carried on with her life.  But mental illness was a taboo subject in her family and she did not get much moral support.  Even her own mother refused to go to the hospital with her for fear that talk might get back to the neighbours. "She wouldn't go," says Theresa.  "She didn't want people to know."  In the meantime, Theresa's husband was waiting for her to return to New Brunswick with the child as planned, but Theresa's doctor advised against it.  She soon phoned him with the news that she was going to stay and if he wanted to see her and the child again he would have to move there.

I phoned him overseas and said I can't come back.  The doctor said [I] mustn't go back, that [it] would make it worse [because I was not] well enough to go back.  Well I didn't know when he was coming or how soon, and he was bitter.. very bitter.  He sold everything.  We didn't have that much anyway.  We were just living in this small little place.  But he sold his car, he hitched a ride, and he managed to get a passage on the boat from Halifax.   He didn't tell me until I went to work that night.  My father always met me, because my father worked ... where I worked.  He had a good job there.  So my father met me outside and he said Chris is  coming on the train in half an hour.  I had no idea he was coming.  So I went right to the station and met him.

It was clear right from the start that Chris did not like living in Great Britain.  Even though he got a job right away and he was a good worker, "he wasn't happy," Theresa says, "and he was difficult to live with."  This upset the whole family because they could tell their daughter's marriage was not working out.  Salvation came in the form of a job offer back in New Brunswick.  "Finally, we had a chance," Theresa explains.  "He got a job offered to him here, and I said, we better go back, because he'll be happy."  Obviously, Chris's happiness and their marriage was more important to Theresa than her own health and stability:

I always felt...that people married for life.  And you had a family and a child, you consider that.  I did think about getting a divorce.  I enquired when I was over there but I couldn't have gotten one easily.  It was difficult then.  Besides, you couldn't get one anyways unless you went back to Canada.  So... we decided we would come back.

Coming back to Canada rejuvenated their marriage: they moved from the country to a larger village where there were more people and where their home had modern amenities such as running water and electricity.  With Chris's blessing, Theresa got a job which, to this day, she calls her salvation.  "What really saved me was that I decided I would go out to work,"  Theresa explains.  Even though working women were "frowned upon" both she and Chris hoped that, by working,  Theresa's health might improve, so he went along with it.  "All right, he said, if it will help your nerves and be better for you, O.K." Theresa  recalls.

Getting permission from Chris didn't guarantee a job however:  at the time it was common practice for married women to be discriminated against in hiring.  It was considered socially unacceptable for married women to work for a number of reasons, one of which was the belief that women should be at home taking care of their children and husbands.  Nonetheless, after some arm-twisting, Theresa managed to land a permanent position at a local company where she stayed for many years until it closed.  She made $16 a week and paid $10 a week for a babysitter. "It was just therapy to me," Theresa explains.  "That's what really got me settled in, I met people," and as she describes it, became "absorbed into the community."  

The ... office girls were my life, because we had such good times.  We had social things going on.  You could talk to them when we worked....  You always had that comradeship together.

After those first few difficult years, the couple's marriage took a turn for the better.  Putting those years into perspective, Theresa says that in comparison to other war brides she had it easier, for not only did her husband eventually establish a thriving business, but his personal behaviour was exemplary:  "Some of [the war brides] came over and their husbands drank, they weren't faithful, ran around you know.  I was fortunate with Chris.  My husband always came home.  He didn't run around."  And even though it took quite a few years before Theresa finally settled into New Brunswick and her life with Chris, she is happy to say that "everything worked out."

Yvonne Ouellette
 was only 17 years old and did not know a word of French when she came from Rinwer, in Sussex, England, to live with her husband in a tiny little village outside of Rogersville, not far from Moncton, New Brunswick.  "It was grim," she remembers.  "The average person just didn't speak English" and Yvonne had never even heard French up until then.  In addition to her problems with French, Yvonne had to adjust to the demands of her profoundly religious in-laws.  Although she had married in the Catholic Church, Yvonne had not actually converted to Catholicism and this soon became a major issue in the family.  "When I arrived in Rogersville, they made an awful scene that I was not Catholic," Yvonne remembers, noting that, in England, nobody cared "whether you were Catholic, or Protestant or Church of England."  In French-speaking, Roman Catholic New Brunswick however, religion was a major issue and Yvonne soon found herself marginalized in the family and the community: "I felt out of place because his family were such strict Catholics and that came as a shock to me because in England religion didn't seem to make any difference."

Yvonne remembers that every night her husband's parents would say the Rosary in the desperate hope that Yvonne would convert: their prayers were answered when, a short time later, Yvonne became pregnant with her first child, and she decided to go for instructions.  Soon after, she converted to the faith, and her mother-in-law "was very happy" that her praying had apparently worked.  Nevertheless, Yvonne's conversion to Catholicism did not mean she agreed with everything about the Catholic religion, especially when it came to the parish priest.  She resented the power which this man held in their tiny fishing community and the way he seemed to run the people's lives.  "The priest ran the community," she says.  "When [he] was coming to visit you had to hide all the magazines," something which Yvonne thought was ridiculous because she "couldn't see the point" why you weren't "supposed to have those things." 

Yvonne's husband could not find work in the village but he was still receiving a pension so they were financially secure.  Eventually they moved to St. Louis-de-Kent where her husband and his brother ran a garage.  Yvonne's brother-in-law was married to an English speaking woman and just the fact that there was an English person to talk to in St. Louis-de-Kent made Yvonne very happy.  Later Yvonne and her husband moved again to Fredericton where her husband found work in the construction industry.  They travelled a lot the first few years, from one construction job to another, but Yvonne was philosophical about it:

I would have preferred to be somewhere else, but I was happy.  I was lonesome at times, but I was never lonesome enough that I felt I wanted to leave and go home.  I was willing to stick it out.  I never thought of leaving and going back home - not on my own.  No I wouldn't have left him.  If he had said we'll go, I would have gone immediately, but I would never have left.  

Anna Lavigne
 of Bathurst was another war bride who had a lot of adjustments to make when she moved to New Brunswick: as one of only 26 Italian women to marry Canadian soldiers during World War Two, this bright and resilient woman overcame barriers of language, class and culture - not to mention homesickness - to make a rewarding life for herself and her family in northern New Brunswick.  Anna came from a prominent family in Avellino, Italy, where her surgeon father was well known for both his groundbreaking surgical techniques and as his compassion for the poor.  Anna's father was also a known anti-Fascist who collaborated with other popular philosophical figures in Italy at the time, including the famous Benidito Croce.  Education was important in the Perugine family and Anna  and her seven sisters and one brother were all expected to go to university.  The family had a beautiful apartment filled with books and musical instruments, and they owned a farm outside of the city.  As Anna says, "At that time, it was not so much as today, but in those times fifty years ago, well a doctor was kind of on a pedestal and there was a very large division [between] the lower and the higher caste."

The war was a terrible time for the Perugine family.  Their father died early in the war, and their mother took ill with a nervous ailment.  Their apartment in Avellino was bombed and they had to leave for their farm in the hills.  After the liberation by American soldiers in September 1943, Anna and the rest of her family moved to an apartment in Necoliano, not far from Avellino.  It was during this period that the Canadians came to Avellino and, as fate would have it, Anna met her husband Aurele.  Over the next three years the two courted and, in June 1946, they were married.  On November 12, 1946, one day before Aurele's birthday, Anna arrived in Halifax on board the Lady Rodney.  Aurele was waiting for her there and the two went on to Bathurst.  Anna was still not able to speak English fluently, but Aurele's Acadian family did their best and Anna was welcomed with open arms.

What surprised her the most about Bathurst was the quiet.  "Home it is crowded, lights in the evening.  You know, you go to the theatre or to the show or go for a walk, you know on the street, all the people all over the place.  Here, there's all these little homes and each one is in their own."  The second thing that struck her as different was the food:  "Oh dear, dear, dear, it took me a while... I remember the first night they gave me clam chowder with all these potatoes floating in it.  I had never seen molasses, canned beans, lobsters, so I rejected it because I didn't know what it was."  Ironically, it was ten years before Anna touched a lobster; now when she goes to Italy she always brings this Maritime delicacy with her, much to the delight of her relatives.  While food and the quiet atmosphere of New Brunswick were relatively easy to get used to, Anna sorely missed the cultural trappings of Italy.  "That's what I really missed, the culture, the theatre, the museums.  In Italy you go through these little villages, you see churches, beautiful things that are centuries old."  Obviously, Bathurst was a shock in that regard, but Anna accepted it.  "When I married and came here and I saw, I said `this is it.  Now I have to do the best I can.'  I accepted it."

For the first few years, she and her husband and their growing family lived in the tiny Acadian fishing community of Shippigan where Aurele and his brother operated a hardware store.  Shippigan became Anna's new "home" in Canada, and it is a place which she still holds dear to her heart.  The women friends she met there are still "like sisters" to her.  Anna remembers with fondness the night in 1950 when her friend Mrs. Gautier, the local doctor's wife, had a surprise going away party for her and Aurele before they left on their first trip back to Italy.  When they arrived at the Gautier's home, the guests were all dressed up in Italian costumes.  They gave her a beautiful pin, and she still has a memento of that evening, a ribbon and an Italian flag.  "They were so wonderful," she says of her friends in Shippigan.  If there were other war brides in Shippigan or in Bathurst, Anna never knew any of them.  "It never crossed my mind,"  Anna says of the war brides.   Her life was busy, she was in love, and she had a growing family to take care of.  When they returned from their trip to Italy, Anna and Aurele and the three children moved to Bathurst where Aurele opened a second store.  Eventually, he left the business and worked in insurance while Anna stayed at home to take care of their own family which eventually grew to five boys and one girl.  Anna quickly became involved in local community organizations in Bathurst, such as the hospital volunteers, the Knights of Columbus women's organization and the Catholic Women's League. As the children grew up, Anna also followed their activities with interest.  "That makes you accept your life here, " Anna says.  "You see all these things, the children, the school, getting involved."  Getting involved was one way to grow roots in Canada, but another was accepting and adapting to life in your new country.  "You have to accept, but you have to adapt too,"  Anna says. "You have to forget that you lived in Italy and let's say my father had a chauffeur and my mother had a maid or I could go out and buy what I wanted."  And part of adapting is accepting that she chose to come to Canada to be next to her husband. Being with Aurele is her "way of life,"  Anna says firmly.

Despite the differences in culture and language, Anna never felt that she was treated differently.  Although she still retains a distinctive accent, it sounds like it could be French so she blends in with the majority French-speaking population of Bathurst: "They used to notice my accent was different," Anna says, "They thought it was strange.  But I never made a point of saying I was from Italy.  If they wanted to know I let them ask me."  Anna never learned how to speak French fluently, but she has clearly mastered the English language.  She says that learning English became easier as she joined community organizations and as the children grew up, and as she made friends with neighbours and other parents.  She listened to the radio and read books and magazines, and later, when television became popular, she watched TV.  Radio, in particular, helped Anna to learn English.  "The radio helped me a lot with learning how to speak English," she says, and listening to music on the radio was an important part of her language training.  "I used to listen to the songs over and over again," she says. "That was very helpful to me."  Helping the children with their school work was part of her education too: "When the children started school, I learned a lot.  I used to help them with their schoolwork, but I learned much more, like the spelling and that would help me a lot later because I used to talk with the teachers." 

Fifty years later, Anna is confident in the decision she made as a young woman to leave Italy for a life on the north shore of New Brunswick.  Even though she loves "to go home, to visit my family," Anna is sure that she will never live there again. "Canada is my home, my family is here, and I like it here," she says firmly.  In comparison to other war brides who may have had a difficult life in New Brunswick, Anna considers herself to be very fortunate indeed:

I consider myself very lucky.  I was lucky in finding Aurele.  He is such a good [man].  He doesn't drink, he's a family man, and well, we're very proud of our children.  If it hadn't been for that, I would have done what many did years ago.  They came here, saw it, and went back.  

Like Anna Lavigne, Mary Watling is proud of her family and is happy with the decision she made to come to New Brunswick as a war bride.
  Yet Mary's unusual background as an orphan makes her different from many other women in that the hardships she faced as a child played a major role in her decision to come to Canada, and made her doubly determined to make a loving home for her family.  Mary's father died when she was seven years old and her mother placed all five children in the London Council Home in Ashford, Middlesex, in 1925.  Mary never saw her mother again until she was in her twenties.  In the orphanage Mary was separated from her four brothers - one of whom was her twin - and she recalls that it was very hard to say goodbye.  What little Mary had left of her family was shattered when she was moved to another orphanage under the authoritarian rule of a matron who "was extremely hard on us and brought us up in the strict[est] discipline."  Conjuring up visions of Dickensian times, Mary describes the orphanage where she grew up: "This old gray mansion on Boxley Road Maidenstone Kent was cold and surrounded by a 5 ft. wall. [It was] almost a prison for us unwanted children....[who] had no say in our future."

After leaving the orphanage at age 14, Mary worked as a maid on a large estate  for three years.  She joined the armed forces when she was 17, and in 1943 she married a Canadian soldier from Point-aux-Carr on the Miramichi.  Soon she was the mother of a beautiful baby girl.  But the memory of her mother continued to haunt her and, even though Mary "hated her for what she had done," she decided that she had to forgive her mother before she left for Canada.  "I took my baby to London and spent a weekend with her," Mary remembers.  That was the last Mary saw of any of her family because soon after she was told to get ready for the trip to Canada.  Mary and her daughter Margaret arrived in Halifax on June 15, 1945, and were immediately hustled on to a train for Newcastle.  By suppertime that night, mother and daughter were in Newcastle, where her husband was anxiously awaiting the arrival of his family.  It was a tearful reunion, Mary recalls, as she had not seen her husband in 15 months.  Mary, Margaret and her husband then drove to Point-aux-Carr, about 15 miles from Newcastle, where her husband's parents, his grandmother, and his eleven brothers and sisters were waiting at their farm with a warm welcome.

The next day, the community of the Miramichi rallied around the young bride and her husband at a "Welcome to Canada Party" held at the old school house.  After a few weeks, they moved to Moncton where her husband found a job as a farm hand, and later as a brakeman with C.N., where he worked for many years.  When diesel engines came into vogue, her husband lost his job and the growing family moved to Toronto where they lived for ten years.  Pregnant again with her sixth child, Mary and her husband decided to move back to the Miramichi.  It was tough then, as there was no work and they did not have a house of their own, but Mary made the best of it.  To make ends meet, she took a job scrubbing floors for $20 per week.  Even though it was difficult financially, her family was happy and they were all together.  "The children had a happy childhood," Mary writes.  It was not elaborate, but they rented a house in the outskirts [of the Miramichi] and had pigs, chickens, sheep and rabbits.  "The children loved animals," Mary says proudly, and even though they never had luxuries, "we were a family."  Mary is also very proud of her many achievements in the community where she lived most of her life.  She belonged to a number of worthwhile organizations such as the Girl Guides and the Ladies Auxiliary.  "I had a lot of interest in the community and achieved quite a lot," she says of her life. "I am grateful for the joy and happiness and I thank God for giving me the strength and happiness to go through it....  It was worth it all."

In contrast to Mary Watling, Eileen
 says that when she decided to come to Canada to marry the man she loved, "the thought of leaving my family seemed so remote.  I was sure that if I came to Canada it would be just temporary."  If someone had told her she would still be here today, "I would have laughed," she writes. Unfortunately, there did not seem to be much laughing during Eileen's first few years in Canada: the war had had a devastating effect on her husband and he was totally unprepared to become a full-time father and husband.

I was very unhappy when I came to Canada.  My husband had gone through a lot during the war.  He had seen so much suffering.  (He was the Medical Sgt. for his Regiment.)  He had been ill with severe illnesses whilst in Italy and Africa [and] he was not ready to assume the responsibilities of being a husband and father.  I was very young and had led a very protected life before coming to Canada and was lost and lonely and did not know where to turn for guidance or comfort.  I soon realized that I had to take the lead and assume responsibilities.

The search for decent accommodations in post-war New Brunswick was a "nightmare" in which the young family vaulted from one sub-standard home to another.  At first they lived in a small village in north-western New Brunswick, but Eileen soon became "uneasy" because her husband was not "making any move to provide a dwelling for my son and myself."  So, Eileen took the initiative and moved her son and husband to a larger centre in the southern part of the province where they settled into "very poor rooms."  Eventually, she found "decent accommodations" in a section of town where she continues to live today.  Unlike many of her contemporaries, Eileen worked throughout her married life.  Working "was a necessity for survival," she says, but it was "also a blessing in that I was able to make friends and realize that I was strong enough to make my marriage a go even though things were not always rosy and good."  Despite her common-sense approach to the very practical matters such as housing and work, Eileen left the financial affairs of the household up to her husband: housing grants, insurance and the like were the man's responsibility and, as a result, she did not intervene when she probably should have.  Eileen's husband was in and out of hospital for thirty years, and he finally passed away in the late 1980s.  Looking back now, she says that there are many things she would have done differently which would have made her life, and the life of her son, much easier.

I would make myself more informed as to how to get decent housing through the Veterans Plans etc.  My husband did not know but would not acknowledge that he did not know.  I would have re-entered school programmes to finish or advance my schooling,  I did this in later years but I feel I should have done this earlier on.  I should have made sure that I did not rely on my husband to make the important decisions but have made sure I understood all things that could have made life more endurable for my son and myself.  I know I would have tried harder to understand my husband and not blamed him for his lack of education and understanding.  I realise now that he was the product of a very bad childhood and was not to blame for many things I blamed him for.

While Eileen's husband did not lie to her about New Brunswick, it is painfully obvious that the dream she had about life in Canada was never fulfilled.  In comparison, Mary Imhoff's
 Acadian husband from Bathurst told her the truth about what she could expect in Canada, and that honesty is what prepared her for the long and sometimes difficult years ahead on the north shore of New Brunswick.  


There is one thing I have to say about my husband.  He told me that he didn't own anything...  He said `I don't own the clothes on my back but I'm telling the truth, I promise that you'll never be without and I'll build a house when you come over' and he made that promise.  It's not like a lot of the girls [who] didn't get that kind of truth.  Oh, a lot of the girls were told I own a ranch, or I own this I own that.  They came over here and they found that it wasn't true.  I didn't.  I came over and I knew what to expect.  Some of the girls were really fooled.

For the first three months after she arrived in July 1946, Mary and her husband Regis lived with his sister and her family in Rough Waters before moving to the Basin Road in West Bathurst where their half-built house stood.  While other women would have watched helplessly, Mary soon found herself hammering and nailing alongside her husband, putting up gyp rock and finishing one room at a time as they needed it: "I didn't mind it.  It was a house [even though] it wasn't finished inside." she says.  Not surprisingly, what Mary did mind that winter was having to melt snow to wash.  "We used to have those big boilers on the top of the stove to heat the water, and you'd come down in the morning and the water in the bucket froze.  That was something new for me I tell you."

Like many men in the Bathurst region, Regis worked in the local paper mill.  The first two years were difficult financially, as he was laid off from time to time and the only other work available was cutting wood up river.  Not the type to be left behind, Mary and her oldest daughter Margaret joined Regis at the lumber camp where Mary worked as a cook, something she was familiar with as she had been a cook in the British Army during the war.  Regis eventually got on at the mill full-time and he worked there for 30 years.  They lived in the same house until the mid-70s and when her youngest son married, he moved into the family house and she and Regis bought a trailer in Middle River.  After her husband died in 1980, Mary sold the trailer and moved into a little apartment in the city of Bathurst. "It was too lonely up there," she says of Middle River, which is a stretch of highway heading out to the Brunswick Mines in Bathurst.  Since her husband's death Mary has become more involved in her community.  She is quite active in the Ladies Auxiliary of the Royal Canadian Legion and she gets out as often as she can.  Mary admits that not everything was rosy in her life, but she acknowledges that although it was sometimes tough, it was worth it:

It was tough.  There were lots of times you got lonesome at the beginning.  It's only natural really.  But you had your family.  We were brought up that when you marry that's your family.  That's the one thing that's the most important to you is your children and your husband.  It doesn't matter what kind of hard time you have, you have to stick to it.

Like many of the war brides interviewed during the course of this research, Mary Imhoff proudly recites the accomplishments of her children and her husband as symbols of her own achievements.  Whether it was a good-paying job, a house they built themselves, or all four children graduating from high-school, Mary's life is measured in the small and large successes which her children and husband achieved.  In this regard, her life is a reflection of her family's story, which in turn, is a mirror of Canadian society after World War Two.

As Canadians themselves, the 45,000 war brides share many of the characteristics which define post-war Canadian women, such as a belief in traditional values, devotion to family and their role as nurturing wife and mother.  Yet no matter how deeply the war brides have been assimilated, they have not forgotten the unique experiences which make them different from Canadian-born women and which they continue to value amongst each other as immigrants.  Coming to Canada "on faith"
, settling in and making a life for themselves and their families despite the loneliness and the personal difficulties are all part of their common experience and are what sets them apart from Canadian women of their time.  It is, in fact, a growing nostalgia about their shared experiences which has  encouraged hundreds of them to join together in clubs and organizations across the province.   It is a symbol of their tenacity and strength that, from Plaster Rock to Bathurst, from Fredericton to Saint John, the war brides of New Brunswick have managed to retain their unique immigrant identity while blending into society and becoming "good contributing Canadian citizens"
 in the process.

     �  Letter to author from Dorothy Hyslop, St. Stephen, New Brunswick, January 9, 1988.


     �  The article stated that of 1820 marriages, 1760 brides were still in the province as of January 1947.  Of the 60 who had left New Brunswick, 38 had moved to other parts of Canada or the United States, one had died, and 21 had returned overseas.  Of the 21 who returned, six went with husbands who planned to settle down over there; one was a widow; another widow had only come to meet her husband's people; another wife was called home because of her father's death; only 12 left Canada because they did not like it and only two obtained divorces.  "NB Example of Overseas Marriages", The Telegraph Journal, May 22, 1947, p.1.


     �  This particular editorial urged Canadians to extend a welcoming hand to lonely brides "during the days of difficulty and trial which probably lie ahead of so many of them before they become wholly assimilated."  "Lonely War Brides", The Telegraph Journal, April 12, 1946, p. 4.  Reprinted from the Brockville Recorder and Times.  Editorials about the war brides expressing concern about their fate began to appear in February 1946, the year most arrived in Canada.  On February 13, 1946 The Telegraph Journal reprinted an editorial from the Vancouver Sun which spoke of rumours that the war brides were "disillusioned" with Canada.  Three days later, on February 16, 1946 the same paper reprinted an editorial from The Boston Herald which claimed American GIs had lied to their British wives about their lives in the United States.


     �  The day after the article appeared on the front page of the Telegraph-Journal, an editorial called "Facts About Overseas Marriages" appeared in the newspaper, applauding the study and its results.  The editorial said: "For too long a time the hand-wringers and sensation-seekers have been focusing public attention on the `unhappiness' of British brides....  Quite unintentionally, perhaps, they have made it appear that every case of maladjustment to a new country is typical of all young women who have married servicemen and crossed the oceans to establish their homes.  Just because a few brides have packed up to go back to mother, the impression is given that the others are getting ready and just waiting for the chance... [T]he federal rehabilitation information committee has performed a useful service.  Its findings should set at rest the ill-founded and ill-advised discussion of the attitude of overseas brides...."  "Facts About Overseas Marriages," Telegraph Journal, May 23, 1946, p. 4.


     �  According to Kay Ruddick, the newspapers in Montreal, where she lived after the war, would print articles announcing the departure of a war bride for Britain under headlines such as "War Bride Went Back".  On the other hand, in New Brunswick, none of the war brides interviewed can recall seeing New Brunswick based articles with such headlines.  Interview with Kay Ruddick, Hampton, New Brunswick, March 4, 1995.


     �  Questionnaire study conducted by Melynda Jarratt in 1988-89.  Sixty-four women out of 104 who were mailed questionnaires, filled them out and returned them to the author.  In September 1990, the author distributed the questionnaire results to war brides attending the first New Brunswick Warbrides Association Reunion in Fredericton, New Brunswick.  That survey was based on 59 responses.  Five more responses followed to bring the total number of responses to 64.  See Appendix A of this report for Melynda Jarratt, "The War Brides of New Brunswick Questionnaire Results" (Fredericton, NB: Privately published, 1990).


     �  Dulcie Drost, Bath, New Brunswick. Questionnaire # 25.


     �  Out of 64 answers to this question, only five women (7%) said they definitely would not have come to Canada or married their husbands.  Another 22 women (33%) said that they would have liked to do things differently and these range from moving to the city to not having so many children.  None of the 22 mention leaving their husbands or Canada as one of the things they would have changed.  A total of 28 women (43%) said that they were perfectly happy with their lives and they would change nothing.  Two (3.1%) were somewhat philosophical coming down on neither side of the issue, and seven women (10.4%) did not answer the question at all.  The fact that so many of the war brides responded positively to this question makes one wonder if only the successful women bothered to fill out the questionnaire.
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     �  Betty Friedan, The Feminine Mystique, (New York: Laurel, 1984), p. 194.  Among other things, working wives were also criticized for endangering the masculinity of their husbands, who may have to wash the dishes while their wives worked.  See also, Veronica Strong-Boag, "Canada's Wage Earning Wives and the Construction of the Middle Class, 1945-60", Journal of Canadian Studies Vol. 29, No. 3 (Fall 1994), p. 15.
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     �  Ruth Roach Pierson, "Canadian Women and the Second World War", Historical Booklet No. 37, (Ottawa: Canadian Historical Association, 1983), pp. 24-25.


     �  A review of the May 1994 membership list of the New Brunswick War Brides Association indicates that 37% of its members had performed some type of military service.


     �  Gail Cuthbert-Brant "`Pigeon Holed and Forgotten': The Work of the Subcommittee on the Post-War Problems of Women, 1943", Social History Histoire Sociale, Vol. XV, No 29 (May 1982), p. 259.


     �  The results of the 1947 survey by the Department of Veterans Affairs referred to at the beginning of this chapter are somewhat premature in that the majority of war brides had been in the country for less than a year when its findings were released.  This observation is supported by statistics provided by the New Brunswick Division of the Canadian Red Cross Society which show that 151 war brides needed some form of help from the Red Cross's Welfare Committee in 1945, 1946 and 1947, 87 of those in 1947 alone (see Table Three).  Perhaps a study of Veterans' Affairs later files as well as a search of Red Cross archives would provide an accurate picture of the number of brides who actually left New Brunswick and Canada in the years following 1947.
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     �  Cynthia Harris, Dalhousie, New Brunswick.  Letter accompanying questionnaire response # 54.


     �  See Historical Statistics of New Brunswick.  The 1941 census records that out of a population of 457,401 persons, nearly 150 thousand spoke French and 300 thousand spoke English.  Religion played a dominant role in the social life of New Brunswick life: in 1941, nearly half the population were Roman Catholics, 88,000 were Baptist, 63,000 were United Church, and 55,000 were Anglican. Ibid. Also, the questionnaire indicates that 15% of those who responded had married New Brunswickers of French origins, while another 35% married "Canadians" whose ethnic origins they did not identify but whom we can assume were of either British or French extraction.
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     �  "Housing Still Family Welfare's Major Problem", Telegraph Journal, March 26, 1946, p. 12.  On February 5 1946 the Telegraph Journal reported that returned soldiers who planned to attend Moncton's vocational school were being warned not to bring their wives and families with them, as there were no rooms to be found in the city. A week later, the Maritime Fireman's Tournament was threatened with cancellation due to the


acute housing shortage.
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     �  Fredericton War Brides Club General Meeting, Fredericton, New Brunswick, March 19, 1995.
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