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Marie Steele to Sam Steele
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Mount Forest.
Aug 16th 01

My darling Boy,
You will see by the heading of this letter that I am enjoying the 

hospitality of Stuart & Lizzie, as well as the three little ones. We came up 
on Saturday the 10th leaving Montreal on Friday night at 10 p.m. as a very 
short scrawl will have told you. We reached Toronto on time next morning 
then arrived here at noon. We had a dusty trip & rather uncomfortable from 
Toronto, as the cars were very much crowded – in fact, the accommodation
is far from sufficient for the large number of tourists at this season. Every
[reverse]
person was grumbling & with reason. The children are having a fine time & 
the change will also do me good. I was weighed yesterday & just tip the 
scale at 93 lbs, so you can see I need to improve. I intend leaving here on 
Tuesday next & going to Orillia. Lizzie has friends who are coming to visit 
her & I do not want to be in the way. As she was without a servant I did not 
want to come up at all, fearing to give her extra work, but on my arrival I 
found she had had one for a few days. The Miller’s want us to visit them 
before Essie’s school opens, so that she will see something of us.
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Your business detained me somewhat, but I must confess that Stuart & 
Lizzie were so long without writing that I imagined they did not intend to 
renew the invitation, so had given up all idea of coming – this is of course, 
entre nous. Four people are a lot to receive at once, especially children, so 
I fancied they might be somewhat afraid of the invasion. They are however 
kindness itself & do all in their power to make our stay pleasant. They have 
gone this morning to the funeral of Lizzie’s Grandmother – Mrs. Roberts’ 
mother, who died a
[reverse]
couple of days ago. She had been ill for some time, but the Drs. thought 
she might linger some months. The weather is nice, but somewhat cool. I 



have been out to a high tea & a Euchre since I came. some of the people 
seem quite affable. There is not much news – all at home are well. Frank 
had an operation performed on his nose on the afternoon we left. He had to
take ether & it took four men to hold him down – he was by your side, my 
dear, fighting the Boers. I do hope you will escape but I must not tell my 
fears, my troubles . . . . .
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I begin to believe that the Duke of York’s reception will be a fizzle. I can 
assure you I do not intend to put in an appearance at any of the affairs. It 
will be only monied people who will be favored with an invitation, so we are 
not of that crowd. It seems people are not to be allowed on the curb stones,
no cabs or carriages – the military are to line the streets from Place Viger 
Station to Lord Strathcona’s house, so that the public will see nothing of 
them. That is a very strange way of
[reverse]
trying to increase Loyalty & a firebrand like [Bourassa] can under such 
circumstances, do much harm – do you not agree with me? There is a 
great deal of discussion going on & as the people are supposed to put their
hands into their pockets, decorate the streets, illuminate their residences & 
subscribe for fireworks, it seems really hard that they will not have a 
glimpse of their future king. Things point to a failure, just now. As I say I do 
not intend to attend anything. The invitations to the reception at the
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City Hall are to be limited to eight hundred – not being in the [service] I of 
course will not be asked & I do not fancy Strathcona will see fit to ask me to
the reception he is to give. Not without my gallant husband, so I will keep in
my little corner until you return home & give us the pleasure of your dear 
company, never to leave us again, I hope. Mamma is looking for a house 
once more, but finds it difficult to find one – the one we are in is so old, we 
fear the drains etc.
[reverse]
however, we will see. This ink is so horrible that I have the very greatest 
trouble to write – the pen holder is covered with ink over an inch deep & I 
cannot hold it with any comfort. I forgot my own ink in my hurry, so you 
must forgive this horrible scrawl & try to make it out. I see you are gazetted 
full colonel in the C. Militia, quite an honor! – 
Old Col. Ross in Ottawa died this week & was buried in Montreal. Mrs. 
Benyon, mother of Capt. Benyon & a Miss Allan is
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also gone over to the majority. I wrote Moir about the regimental records 
but have had no answer from him. Nellie Ives was married on the 7th to a 
Mr. McNeil & sent her marriage cards to us – when I return to Montreal, I 
suppose I shall send her a little present, as she was always a nice little girl. 
Well, my darling, I suppose I had better close. I have about given you all 
the news. The children are well & send much love &
[reverse]
many sweet kisses to Papa. Be sure & write as often as you can for 
Heaven alone knows how terribly anxious I am, all the time. With much love
& many fond embraces, I remain as ever
Your own true-hearted, lonely
loving little wifie,
Maye.
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