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Farewell notice and invitation 

Rhenen, April 1949 
Dear customers and friends: 

With this letter I want to inform you that on 5 May my family and I hope to leave for 
Canada. 

I imagine that this news will surprise many of you. After all, I have a business that runs 
well and, therefore, I don’t have to leave because I cannot make living here and expect to 
do better in a foreign country. The reason I have come to this decision is mainly that our 
small country with its steadily increasing population does not offer enough space and 
opportunity for the next generation. 

Especially those of you who are farmers know very well that for young people here, 
even if they have the money, it is almost impossible to get started on their own. That is true 
now already, and I believe that it will get much worse as time goes on because the 
population keeps on growing. 

Because my wife and I have six children, one girl and six boys, I have decided to 
emigrate to Canada, a country where there is still an abundance of space. Canada is as big 
as all of Europe and has a population of just 12 million. I don’t expect that we will find 
money growing on trees there, but for someone who is willing to work hard there is space 
and opportunity to succeed. 

I want to go at this time because my whole family is together now and I want to keep it 
that way. If I wait much longer, or if the children go on their own later on, it would result in 
a long period of separation. I don’t want that to happen. 

Another reason for going now is that through an acquaintance in Canada I have the 
opportunity to go farming for myself on a 128-hectare farm that he has bought for that 
purpose. In addition, he has agreed, under Canadian government regulations, to provide me 
with the necessary farm equipment, livestock, and seed. Of course, we have to pay that 
back, with interest, over time. The reason for all that is that, other than personal belongings 
and household items, we can take almost nothing along from Holland. When we arrive in 
Canada, therefore, we will be as poor as church mice and will need to start all over again. 

We will have to leave our house and business possessions behind. I have decided that 
my business will continue to operate just as it does now. Mr. C.J. Pels, who most of you 
know already, will serve as manager of the business. He is an ambitious and trustworthy 
young man who will spare no effort in serving the customers well. I have trained him as 
much as possible in what he needs to know, and he can communicate with me by mail on a 
regular basis as needed. I hope that you will be able to offer him the same trust and 
friendship I have experienced from you. 

The one thing that has worried me the most is the difficulty of saying goodbye.  Before 
we received our medical approval to emigrate, it remained uncertain whether we would be 
able to go, and it was too soon to be saying goodbye.  But now there is not enough time left 
to visit with each of you personally to say farewell. I am very sorry about that, because I 
have not forgotten the great hospitality and friendship I have enjoyed in each of your 
homes. I always felt completely at home with each of you. 
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Even if I cannot come and visit with each of you, I really would like to have the 
opportunity to say a personal farewell to each of you. Accordingly, I ask you to help me 
with that by attending a farewell evening on 2 May, starting at 7:00 pm, in the new 
warehouse that has just been finished. 

To make that evening a bit more interesting, I have arranged to show a film about 
Canada. That will give you a chance to get an idea about life in Canada and about how 
things are done on farms there. May I count on your presence that evening? Not only the 
men, of course, but also the women who always were so hospitable in their homes with 
coffee? Please bring along your grown sons and daughters also. Most likely there will be an 
invited speaker that evening as well, someone who has traveled throughout Canada and 
therefore is able to tell you something about that country. 

I expect that the older ones among you and some who are sick may not be able to come 
that evening, and I hope in the next few days to stop by to personally say farewell to you. I 
will not forget you. 

After almost twenty years our ways will part. I feel much more deeply than I can 
describe in words that that parting hurts me. Even if I did not always say so, even if it 
seemed otherwise, I have a sensitive heart that always empathized with the good and the 
bad in your lives, even with the health and well-being of your livestock. I really do not plan 
to forget you. We will be leaving Holland, but we are not leaving the planet. I plan to write 
some general letters to you, therefore, from time to time and I also hope to write individual 
letters to some of you. It stands to reason, of course, that I would really like to hear from 
you also, in order that our ties will be not broken but remain intact. 

J.J. van den Born 
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Our Canada Post I 
Busby, 25 May 1949 

Dear customers and friends: 
As I promised, here is my first letter to all of you.  
As you know, we left our home for Rotterdam early in the morning of 6 May. That 

first part of the trip was difficult, and it was a very emotional time for me. If it had been 
easy, I might have turned back. It’s times such as these that show how deeply we are 
attached to our homes, businesses, friends, and acquaintances. 

Nevertheless, in Rotterdam we got on the train and traveled through Belgium to Paris, 
spent the night there, and on the next day traveled to Le Havre where we boarded our ship 
Saturday afternoon. 

During such a trip a person sees so many new things that the magnitude of the 
emigration decision fades somewhat. In addition, one also meets others who have taken the 
same step, and that helps. 

The boat trip was beautiful, the weather nice. Some of the boys were a bit seasick, but 
nothing serious. 

We were on board ship from 3 o’clock Saturday afternoon until 11:10 pm the 
following Sunday. We arrived in Quebec, a large city, beautiful with all its lights on as we 
approached. Then on Monday evening we boarded the train [to Edmonton] at 7:00 pm and 
stayed on it until 7:30 Friday morning. Eating, sleeping … everything had to take place 
aboard the train. The train traveled day and night, though it did stop along the way many 
times. On a boat and train trip like this a person really notices how big the world is, and 
how small Holland actually is. 

There is not much to say about the water and sky we saw as we crossed the ocean, but 
the train trip across Canada presented much richer scenery. Our first impressions from the 
train were not great: lots of trees, mostly birch [more likely poplar], neat and wild. For two 
days we also saw lots of large rocks, some almost as big as a house.  

Later we saw more flat land, with fields as far as the eye could see. Farm buildings 
consisted of small wood houses, with small wood buildings scattered around it. Nothing 
very neat about those places. 

When we finally arrived in the province where we now live, things looked quite a bit 
better in terms of farms and fields. 

Our furniture would not arrive until later, so until Tuesday morning we stayed in an 
immigrant building where everything was well cared for. In the meantime my sponsor had 
purchased a new Case tractor for our use on the farm.  

Early yesterday morning we left to go to the farm. When we arrived, we were very 
discouraged by what we saw.  A small wood house was going to be our home. From the 
outside it did not look too bad, sort of a summer cottage. The paint on it was not bad, and 
the house seemed well cared for on the outside. 

But it was very small for our family, nine meters long and six meters wide. One storey, 
so no upstairs. Five very small rooms in all, and a cellar that consists of a hole in the 
ground, lined with boards. No electricity, and two wells with wood cribbing. Both wells 
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still had ice in them and we could not use their water. The nearest neighbour is a fifteen-
minute walk away.  

There was a fairly good cow barn, a small old building near the house, and a number of 
old pig and chicken sheds similar to what we saw elsewhere in Canada from the train. The 
crate with our furniture has not yet arrived, so we sleep on straw, with a sheet and some 
blankets that we had with us. 

I must confess that that first day was a bad day for me, and I asked myself if I had been 
crazy to do this. I felt thoroughly homesick for Holland … but will say no more about it 
here. I believe that my wife was able to cope better than I was. My daughter also seemed to 
have many strong feelings, ones that she did not, however, express. But the boys seem to 
like it here. 

The neighbours are wonderfully friendly and helpful and have brought all kinds of 
things over to let us use until our furniture arrives. 

I visited with a couple of the neighbours, farmers who were doing fairly well, judging 
by the equipment I saw. Good people. I will not say much about what I saw inside their 
homes though—it would not impress any neat Dutch housewife. None of them would 
likely want to sit down in one of those homes. I did sit down, and decided not to look 
around too carefully. Perhaps our home will also become like that in time. 

The man who bought the farm for us lives in Edmonton. We spent a few days with him 
and his wife, and in the company of such a family you forget that you are really far from 
home. They treated us as they would their own children, and took excellent care of us. 

The first day on the farm I spent almost the entire day thinking about Holland, where 
everything was in so much better shape. I stopped at a blacksmith shop, for example, in 
Arvilla, a small near-by village. I had never seen such a shop before, with the fire in a 
wooden box, and everything just one big mess. 

The entire village consisted of three houses: the blacksmith, a general store, and a sort 
of café. And then they asked me what I thought of their town! You probably can guess my 
answer. 

The second day was better. The tractor work in the field is coming along nicely. We 
keep going day and night, to get as much crop planted as possible. We can seed wheat until 
1 June, and barley until 20 June. The crop should be ready to harvest around 1 September. 
The farm looks beautiful. The soil is partly light clay, and partly a type of black soil that is 
supposed to be very fertile. 

It is late already, and I have to finish this letter so we can get it to the post office 7 
kilometers from here. That is also where we pick up our mail. We still need to inform the 
post office of our presence, otherwise they will send our mail back! If some of you have 
written to us already, then you know what might happen. I will not even receive a telegram 
unless I go to pick it up. 

Neither do grocery stores and other sellers of goods bring their wares to the house. It’s 
probably just as well, because on top of everything else we presently don’t have any 
money. 
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There is plenty of freedom here, perhaps even too much. At big train stations in the 
cities, for example, you can walk on the train tracks without anyone paying attention. 
Everyone needs to look after himself. 

I have written this letter in a bit of a hurry. I could have written a lot more, maybe a 
book. If you save my letters, you will gradually get a sense of how things are going here. I 
hope to write again in about two months. This time there is probably more bad news than 
good news, but by that time it may be the opposite. One thing I ask is that you do not 
conclude that I have changed my mind about coming here. I have mentioned the difficulties 
we face and the emotions I experienced, but in my mind I am still as committed to 
emigration as I was before, and I will do my utmost to solve and conquer the difficulties. It 
will take a lot of determination and confidence, especially a trust in Him who rules the 
whole world, including Canada. 

It is almost 11 o’clock now. Yet it seems as though I am sitting with you in your home. 
Please read this letter as if were talking with you as I used to. I look forward to hearing 
from each of you, and I will gladly answer any questions you may have. When the seeding 
is done, I may have more time, but at this point we keep going day and night because of our 
late arrival. 

One bit of advice for those who spoke with me about emigrating to Canada: learn 
English! If I had not been able to speak English, I would have been totally lost because no 
one in this area understands or speaks Dutch. 

My address is: J.J. van den Born, Busby, Alta., Canada. 
Please receive our sincere greetings. I have not forgotten any of you. 

J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post II 
Busby, 25 July 1949 

Dear customers and friends: 
I wrote my first letter on the second day after we arrived on our farm and told you 

about my first impressions. 
A few days later our truck and the crate with our furniture and other belongings arrived 

in good order. We put our things in the house and this made it a little bit more like home. In 
the meantime a number of things got fixed up a bit and we are managing. That does not 
mean that everything is ideal, far from it. We don’t really want to make any mental 
comparisons with things in Holland, because then Holland would surely come out on top 
by a wide margin. But we are managing. Fortunately we are all in good health, a real gift. 

As I wrote earlier, we started plowing and seeding as soon as we arrived and we were 
able to seed about 40 hectares with wheat, barley, and oats. I have consulted quite a bit 
with a sensible old neighbour who has lived here 43 years, about soil cultivation, types of 
seed to use, etc. When you first arrive in a foreign country, you have to find out a lot, 
because so many things are totally different from the ‘old country’, and a good neighbour 
then is very important. Our neighbour knows a lot more than I first thought, and is well 
informed about many things, both old and new. 

Plowing and seeding was fairly straightforward, but after that things were not good. It 
was cold and dry. According to the newspaper, it stayed dry longer than it ever had in the 
68 years that weather records had been kept. The crops in my fields and in the fields of 
others in the area looked terrible, threatening total crop failure. We were hopeful that our 
crops might fare a bit better because we had seeded so late. As a Dutchman I could not 
imagine that my fields could still produce a yield at a time when in Holland most farmers 
were almost ready to begin harvesting. Everyone here says that it is still possible, even 
though the yield might be low, and as a newcomer I can hardly argue against that, with 
such a different climate here than what I was used to. On Saturday 16 July it finally began 
to rain, and it continued almost all day Sunday. The following week was good crop-
growing weather, with an occasional shower, and it rained again last night. I cannot judge 
yet whether the rain came too late or not. According to the people here it should be fine, 
and I hope to be able to write about that in my next letter. 

Our farm is a grain farm. Pasture in the sense it is used in Holland does not exist on 
our farm, and is almost completely unheard of in this area. There were a few fields on our 
farm that had not been plowed for years and that had mostly wild grass and dandelions in 
them—we plan to plow those fields to raise grain. Crops in this area consist mostly or oats, 
barley, wheat, and alfalfa. Some potatoes are grown for home use. Sugar beets are not 
grown here. 

Most farms in this area have six to ten milk cows that need to look for their feed 
largely in the wooded areas on the farm. Usually, there is also some young stock, along 
with a few pigs and chickens for home use. There are exceptions, of course, to this 
‘average’ statement. Our nearest neighbour, for example, has a piece of pasture that borders 
on a small lake. On that pasture he has a small herd of beef cattle, and also some dairy 
cows. On another farm I saw some 300 chickens (for egg production) that seemed to be 
well cared for. 
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People first moved into this area only about forty years ago, and now all the farm land 
is occupied. At that early time there were no roads and most of the land had bush growing 
on it. Most of the bush now is cleared by machine, and it is disappearing fast. I watched 
one such machine at work recently, a big caterpillar tractor with a V-shaped blade in front, 
about 2 meters high, and large cutting blades near the ground on both sides. The machine is 
driven into the bush and pushes and cuts down all the trees in its path. It was interesting to 
see the trees falling over like ripe stalks of grain. The driver sits well protected by bars and 
screens, drives at walking speed, and can cover about 0.5 hectare per hour. When he is 
finished cutting, he replaces the V-blade with a pusher blade and piles the trees into long 
windrows where the wood can dry out before burning it all later on. After that comes the 
breaking plow with which the land is plowed for the first time, right through stumps and 
roots. In the two months that we have been here, I have watched several pieces of bush 
disappear already in this manner. 

I have given you a picture of our farming region in broad strokes. Please remember 
that this is not at all a picture that describes all of Canada. If someone from Achterberg or 
the Betuwe [across the Rhine where a number of customers lived] would describe the area 
where he lives, that would definitely not represent all of The Netherlands. Just think about 
the differences among the different provinces in Holland, and then imagine the differences 
in Canada, a country 300 times the size of The Netherlands. 

In later letters I plan to deal with specific topics each time, so the letters do not become 
too long for the printer. I plan to write, for example, about raising cattle, grain production, 
tillage, pigs and chickens, farm homes and other farm buildings, farm machinery, the 
farmers themselves, family customs, food and cooking. I will consult with my neighbour 
about these things and perhaps suggest to him that he write the next letter! It might be 
interesting for you to receive a letter from someone who left England as a young man and 
has been a farmer here for 43 years. He is a good storyteller and has had many difficult 
experiences as well as exciting ones. I also will try to get a woman to write once, about 
things that may be of interest to the ladies. I am not making any promises, however, 
because it may be difficult to find someone who is willing to do it, but I will do my best. 

I have begun to write some individual personal letters. I purposely did not want to do 
that too soon, because you don’t know very much about things the first while in a foreign 
land, and it is helpful to become more familiar before writing too much. It is also 
impossible to write to each of you individually all at once, so please be patient with me. If 
you write back, please tell us something about yourself, your family, and your farm. You 
undoubtedly remember what I am interested in, and I am still just as curious as I always 
was, perhaps even more so. 

We send our greetings and hope that you can receive our news items in good health. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post III 
Busby, 26 September 1949 

Dear customers and friends: 
Two months go by very quickly, especially during the summer, and it is time now to 

deliver on the promise I made earlier. 
As far as our family goes, we are happy that we are all in good health and that we have 

courage to go on. 
You probably would like to know how things went with our crop. In my last letter I 

wrote that the rain that we had been waiting for anxiously had just come. It was rainy most 
of the next month, actually a bit too much so, but otherwise great for crop growth. I was 
amazed at how much things could grow in just a few weeks. I had not seen our barley crop 
for about two weeks, and found that it had grown from about a foot tall to fully headed out. 
We could hardly believe what we saw. The weather continued to be good for growing and 
the crop, especially the barley, showed promise of a good yield. I have taken a few pictures 
that I will send to Pels [business manager in Achterberg], and you may have an opportunity 
to see them there.  

As sometimes happens in our lives, there was a ‘but’ here, one that lowered our 
expectations quite a bit. Friday 9 September was a hot day. Around four o’clock the sky 
turned dark, there was a lot of wind, and it looked like we were going to get a serious 
rainstorm. At first it was just rain; by Saturday morning, however, it became light snow 
that quickly disappeared again, and then it turned cold. During that night it froze, and by 
morning there was ice on our water.  

Sunday was a nice sunny day, but during the night it froze again, with the temperature 
down to about -6 C (18 F) and ice 1 cm thick. The next few nights had more light frost, and 
then the weather turned sunny and warm again. Older people around here could not 
remember such a sharp frost in early September. The frost killed all the potato tops, all the 
beans in the garden, and all the unripe grain. 

The wheat and oats on our farm did not suffer much but the barley, of which I had the 
most, was seriously damaged, especially where the crop stand was heaviest. After such a 
frost the grain kernels that are not ripe yet stop growing and shrivel up. The barley yield, 
therefore, probably will be poor. 

Farmers are busy harvesting their grain, something you probably were doing in mid-
August. On our farm, the wheat and oats was cut last week, and the last of the barley will 
be cut tomorrow. The weather is sunny and warm and the harvested grain dries quickly as a 
result of our dry air, much more quickly than in Holland. My neighbour had some oats 
tested for moisture content last week, after straight combining, and was told that it was 
13.5%, as compared to an average of 17-18% in Holland. 

We stay well informed about circumstances in Holland through letters we have 
received from several of you. We very much appreciate that and we thank the authors of 
those letters. When we read them, it is as though we are sitting in your house and listening 
to you. 

There are those who sometimes say that they cannot write a letter. Let me state here 
publicly that from some of those boertjes [‘small farmers’] I had never expected that they 
could write so well, and that they could include some humour that made us laugh out loud.  
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The evenings are getting longer again, and I will do my best to write to more of you 
and to respond to the many letters we have received. I will try to spread my letters around 
to people in different families or neighbourhoods, because I simply cannot do them all at 
once. 

In my next letter I hope to tell you a bit about the cattle industry here. It is not so easy 
to write a good ‘essay’ about that because we have not been here very long yet, but I hope 
to get some help from people who have been here a long time and who are knowledgeable 
on the subject. That way it will not be so much my knowledge or wisdom but it will have 
more of a local expert basis. 

In my last letter I also promised to send you a letter from someone who has lived here 
a long time and who can tell you something about his experiences. The letter that follows 
was written in English, so I will translate it for you. I will send the original to the office in 
Achterberg, so if you want to see that letter, it can be arranged. I will include a few notes of 
explanation in parentheses. Here is the letter: 

24 September 1949 
I write at the request of Mr. J.J. v.d. Born, our new neighbour from Holland, who asked 
me to tell you about some of my experiences during the 40 years I have lived in this 
country. 
I was born in London, England, left there in 1907, and arrived in Edmonton in March 
of that year. The [farm] work had not yet started. I had only fifty cents left in my 
pocket, and used it to buy twelve bread coupons; that got me bread a bit cheaper, and I 
stayed in the immigration hall. When my bread was nearly gone, a farmer came in who 
needed hired help. I went with him ‘on probation’. If he still wanted me after two 
weeks, he would hire me for the summer at 25 dollars per month. I stayed with him for 
about a year and then took up a homestead for myself (at a cost of 10 dollars for 64 
hectares). The first thing I had to do was clear some land with axe and pickaxe and then 
build a fence. When I ran out of money, I had to go to Edmonton to work, something I 
usually did during the summer. On the ‘farm’ I did as much as I could during the fall 
and winter. 
Gradually I acquired a cow, some chickens, some pigs, and a team of oxen. My 
homestead was heavily covered with bush, and clearing land was slow and difficult. 
There were no roads, only trails through the bush, and most of us homesteaders had to 
walk the 64 kilometers to Edmonton. In 1914 my wife and I (we were married in 1913) 
decided to stay on the homestead and to begin to transform it into a farm.  
The first few years we did not know what kind of crops we could grow. Wheat, barley, 
and oats would probably freeze before harvest, as would corn, cucumbers, pumpkins, 
beans, etc. Now we can grow a number of new varieties of grains and vegetables, and 
even tomatoes, developed by private and government agencies, but the first four or five 
years we could not count on getting any yield from these crops. That also meant, of 
course, that we could not save any money. 
During World War I, produce prices went a bit higher but most of us did not have 
enough land in cultivation to benefit from it. Our garden at that time provided us with 
about half of our food needs, and it still does that today. 
Just as in other countries, we have had our good and bad years. In 1930, for example, I 
sold five head of cattle, 3 to 6 years old, for a total of $38.85. We received 7 cents for a 
bushel of oats, 11 cents for barley, 23 cents for wheat, 1.5 cents for a dozen eggs, 9 
cents for a pound of butter, etc., but we managed to keep our heads above water. 



 11 

My wife, our two sons, and I have all worked hard. Remember that we had to make a 
farm in a wilderness, we had to build our own house, barn, and other buildings. All of 
this took a long time and a lot of work for all of us. 
Van den Born asked me to tell you how things were and how they are now. At first it 
was very difficult but now we have four quarter sections of land, a complete set of 
equipment, and a good herd of purebred beef cattle. 
As I wrote earlier, my wife and sons have worked hard, but I don’t think any one of 
them is sorry to be here on the homestead and not in our ‘home’ country. I have always 
believed that Canada is the promised land and I still believe that now. 

 Sincerely, 
 Richard James Edwards 

R.J. Edwards 
Busby, Alta., Canada 

 
So far the letter from my neighbour about his experiences in Canada. I don’t think I 

need to add any commentary; the letter is clear enough. 
Please receive our heartfelt greetings. Until the next time, when it probably will be 

winter here. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post IV 
Busby, 25 November 1949 

Dear customers and friends: 
In my last general letter I promised that this time I would tell you something about the 

cattle industry here, so that is where I will start. 
In olden times there were a lot of buffalo in western Canada, but by around 1875 most 

of them had been killed. The few that were left were caught and placed in a large national 
park where they were protected and could rebuild their population.  

The first domestic cattle brought to Canada served to provide both milk and meat. 
Most of the males were castrated and used as oxen for field work. Later, more and different 
kinds of cattle were brought in, and specialized breeds were developed, some for milk 
production, others as beef cattle. There are also a few so-called dual-purpose cattle breeds, 
used for either dairy or beef purposes. 

First a bit about the dairy cattle commonly used here. As Dutchmen we can be proud 
that the most important dairy cattle breed here originated in Holland, more particularly in 
Friesland. The cows are called Holstein-Frisians, and sometimes just black-and-white 
cattle. The first ones were brought to Canada about 50 years ago, with gradual 
improvement over time through careful selection and breeding. I recently read about a 
breeder who paid 15,000 dollars for an imported bull. It was an important purchase, as 
shown by the fact that 51 of his offspring produced on average of 7148 liters of milk per 
year with an average butterfat content of 4%. By Dutch standards that was not bad at all, 
and it probably will be some time before all the cows in Holland produce that well. But 
then again, not all cows in Canada produce that well either. More about that later. I also 
read that in 1918 someone even paid 106,000 dollars for a particular Holstein-Frisian bull 
calf. In Dutch money that would be 265,000 guilders! I would think that the breeder made 
good money on the sale of that young bull. 

Another cattle breed that we have here is Ayrshires, originally from Scotland. These 
cows are attractive in appearance and have well-formed udders. Then there are also the 
small Jerseys, very much loved by some farmers, with a butterfat content of up to 7% in 
their milk. There are some Guernseys that look quite a bit like the Jerseys, though a bit 
heavier and a bit lighter in colour. 

There are three main beef cattle breeds: Herefords, Aberdeen Angus, and Shorthorns. 
The Herefords are the most common. They are reddish in colour, with a white face, and 
with short, broad, and deep bodies, and thick hindquarters. They don’t produce very much 
milk, and the farmers usually let them raise their own calves. They do well on pasture, the 
calves start eating grass at a very young age, and they can tolerate the cold winters well. 
They spend all their time outside, also during the winter. 

My nearest neighbour raises purebred Herefords and he has given me a set of beautiful 
pictures that I will send to Holland so you can look at them and get a bit of an idea about 
these cattle. Yearling steers that are well cared for can weigh up to 500 kilos, and will fetch 
around $21.50 per 100 pounds live weight. Calves can weigh up to 250 pounds at six 
weeks and fetch the same price. 

Aberdeen Angus cattle are black, have no horns, mature early, and have a short thick 
body with good hindquarters and ribs, and very short legs. Last summer at a demonstration 
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at the Agricultural University I saw some that were so fat that they could hardly walk on 
their short legs. 

Shorthorns originate in Scotland and in earlier years were kept for both dairy and meat 
production. Later, one type was selected for better beef production, with good hindquarters 
and ribs, a thick body, and short legs. They may be red, white, or dark brown with grayish 
spots. This breed also can be used in crossbreeding with other types of beef cattle. 

I have given you a brief description of the main cattle breeds found on western 
Canadian farms. You should not conclude, however, that if you come to Canada you will 
find first-class purebred herds on every farm. You would be very disappointed. All these 
cattle breeds do indeed exist here, and there are many fine herds of them. The ‘Heinz 57’ 
mixed breed cattle are here also, however, and that is the breed you will find most often, 
also in our neighbourhood. They are mostly small cows, reddish in colour, and are bred 
with little or no knowledge or care. I have seen calves that looked simply terrible.  

There is little actual pasture for cattle in our area, and during spring and summer the 
cows often have to find what they can in the bush. After the grain harvest they can eat 
whatever they can find on stubble fields, and that is where they will be right now. A poor 
farmer will leave them outside all winter and let them feed the best they can on straw piles. 
Such a farmer gets no milk, of course, and when winter turns into spring he has little more 
than walking corpses. If the cattle are lucky, they will get some alfalfa hay and some barley 
or oat chop, and the milk cows come into the barn. Sugar beets are not grown here. 

A few weeks ago I was on a large dairy farm near Edmonton where the cattle were 
very well cared for. I saw good Holstein cattle with excellent udders, so some farmers here 
do know how to do it. Further away from the city, dairy cattle are much less important to 
the farmers and are treated accordingly. Most farmers in our area have no more than five to 
ten milk cows and some young stock. The cream is removed from the milk on the farm and 
is picked up there a couple of times a week. The skim milk is fed to the calves and to the 
pigs. At the moment, farmers receive 59 cents per pound butterfat for the cream they 
produce. 

A unique feature of Canada is that cows that are kept in the barn during the winter are 
taken outside for a short time every day. There they can walk around and perhaps get some 
exercise, and they have opportunity to drink from a large stock tank with a built-in wood- 
or coal-fired heater that keeps the water from freezing. 

I have tried to give you some general information about the cattle industry but I cannot 
add much more in this letter. If any of you have particular questions or if there are certain 
parts of the story about which you would like to know more, I will be happy to try and 
answer your questions. We have not been here that long yet and can hardly be expected to 
know everything. Accordingly, I have consulted with my neighbour again before writing 
this letter. There are areas in Canada, for example, where farmers have huge herds of cattle. 
One of the pictures I sent, for example, shows part of a herd of 750 head, and some herds 
are even larger than that. 

We ourselves so far are doing well, fortunately. None of us has even had a cold since 
we arrived here. The fall weather has been great so far, and during the first week in 
November it was just like summer, with temperatures around 20 C. After that it gradually 
became colder, with light frost at night. This week we have had some snow that slowly 
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melted again during the day. During most of November it was beautiful weather during the 
day, without any wind except for one day. According to the locals, that has been quite 
unusual and I expect that one of these days the real winter will set in. Until now, however, 
we have not seen much of the Canadian winter. 

This will be my last general letter for this year. Recently I looked at the list of people 
to whom copies of my letters are sent, and it felt just like an opportunity to visit with each 
of you. Please read the letter against that background and imagine that I am sitting in your 
living room telling you these things. That makes it more interesting during the long 
evenings. 

Next time I hope to tell you something about the soil here and about crop yields, 
including what we were able to harvest this year. 

It is still early, but I will make use of the opportunity to wish you all a good ending to 
1949 and a good and prosperous 1950. We send our heartfelt greetings. 

J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post V 
Busby, 25 January 1950 

Dear customers and friends: 
In my previous general letter I wrote that this time I would tell you something about 

the different types of soil in Canada. I have always tried hard to do what I promised, 
because I wanted you to know that you could count on me. This time, however, I would 
like to make an exception. After I sent my last letter, I thought that you might be more 
interested in our winter experiences in Canada than in soil types. 

By the time spring comes around again in a while you might be more interested in how 
things work in a different country, but reading about what is still ahead at this time, and 
then later reading about a winter that is already past did not seem to be so exciting to me. 
Accordingly, I will write now about our Canadian winter experience. 

When I wrote to you two months ago, on 25 November, it had just begun to freeze. 
From then until a week or so ago the cold seemed just like a clamp that gets tightened a 
little every day. Every day it got just a bit colder. On 15 December we had quite a bit of 
snow. After that, little more snow fell but the snow simply stayed. It does not melt here 
during the winter, which has a good side to it because everything continues to look clean. 
The snow is very dry, which means that you might be able to walk in it in just your socks 
and your feet would not get wet. The snow falls off again as though it was dry sand. 

If some snow blows into one of the farm buildings, that also does not matter, as long as 
it is gone again before the spring thaw. Please note again that the winter conditions I write 
about are only what happens in our area. In other parts of Canada it is quite different, and 
in some places the conditions are almost the same as they are in Holland. 

Just over a week ago we had the lowest temperature we have seen so far; it was -45 C 
in the morning. After the sun rose, the temperature went up again, and by mid-day it was 
about -10 C, so we did not have a lot of time to enjoy the real cold. If memory serves me 
right, the lowest winter temperature recorded in Holland is -8 C. 

Last week it was much less cold, mostly around 0 C, a bit higher during the day and a 
bit lower at night. The last few days it was much colder again, and this morning it was -35 
C.  

Some of you may well say, “Terrible”, when you read this. “What kind of country is 
that? How in the world could you decide to move there?” Last summer, when I heard 
winter stories from people here, and when I looked at the big stoves they have, I actually 
did worry about how we were going to be able to handle that. 

During the fall I sometimes saw huge flocks of ducks and geese traveling south, by the 
thousands, and I thought that they certainly seemed wiser than us people who had to stay 
behind. But then again, often the things you worry about the most turn out to be not so 
terrible after all. Of course, you should not think that we go and sit outside when it is -45 C. 
That may be fine for a few minutes, but not for long. 

When it is so cold outside, there usually is no wind at all, and when it is windy it 
usually is less cold. As a result it is not too difficult to keep the house warm inside with the 
stove going. When you first step outside, you hardly feel the cold at all. You begin to feel it 
quickly, of course, as you stay out longer, especially on your uncovered face.  
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Hands, feet, and ears are always covered up. Always a fur cap on your head, special 
felt boots with rubber covers on your feet, and leather mitts with one or sometimes two 
wool mitts inside on your hands. I have not heard anyone of us complain about cold on the 
rest of the body, even though we don’t wear any more underwear or outer clothing than we 
would in Holland. 

Three of our boys go to school, about 4 kilometers away. Right now they go with a 
horse and an open sleigh, usually covered with a blanket. All three of them stayed home 
one day when it was very windy, and the youngest of the three, who is just 6 years old, 
stayed home a few more days. Otherwise they never miss, and you never hear them 
complain about the cold. They say here that you don’t feel the cold so much because the air 
is so much drier than it is in Holland, and our experience seems to confirm that. 

Because all winters are cold here, everything is set up to be able to deal with that. As I 
wrote before, farmers have large water tanks for their cattle, with a stove inside to keep the 
water from freezing. Our pigs get dry feed, and they get water in separate wooden troughs 
from which we have to chop out the ice every two or three days. Even if the trough leaks a 
bit, that is no problem because a bit of water in it quickly freezes and ‘solders’ the leak 
closed. Pig turds freeze right away also, and you can easily pick them up by hand. Cow 
manure freezes into a thick pancake if the barn is cold, and the chicken manure in our 
ordinary Dutch-style chicken house I could chop out with an axe. The eggs don’t freeze 
because the chickens simply don’t lay any. 

If you really want to raise chickens you have to have a chicken house with double 
walls so it does not freeze inside. The pigs also don’t grow as well when it is very cold but 
they are healthy, keep their colour well, and seem to be able to tolerate the cold. The pig 
pens have double walls and they also have a thick layer of straw all around the outside. 
Many farmers here provide their pigs with no more than a big straw pile where they dig 
themselves little hollows, stay nice and warm, and come outside only when they are fed. 

In trains, trams, buses, and cars it is always nice and warm, and the same is true for 
stores and shops. Recently I met some people traveling on a sleigh that had a little hokje (a 
small shack) on it, complete with windows and stove. If the smoke from the chimney was 
any indication, it was nice and warm inside. You see then that there are ways of coping 
with the cold. Moreover, most people don’t work that hard outside during the winter and 
they are quick to come inside and warm up again. 

I have suffered from the cold more often in Holland than here, because there I had to 
work during the winter also, often even more than in the summer. And when I think back to 
the cold rains in Holland, or the hail and the wet snow and the mud, then that also was not 
that great. 

One thing that is really easy here during the winter is butchering. You kill the animal 
and clean it all out, hang the carcass somewhere on a tree or fence, and you are done! 
Canning the meat or preserving it with salt is not necessary. When you want to use some of 
the meat, you cut some of it off with a saw or axe, thaw it out in a pan and you are almost 
done. Much easier than in Holland! 

When you receive this letter, you can conclude that we have not frozen to death and 
that, happily, we all remain in good health. We have never been bored during the long 
evenings, and sometimes they are even too short for us. 
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My sincere thanks to all who have written to us. For those who forgot to write, please 
note that we will be glad to hear from you. 

Receive our heartfelt greetings. Until two months from now.  
J.J. van den Born
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Canada Post VI 

Busby, 25 March 1950 
Dear customers and friends: 

This time I plan to write something about the different soil types in Canada. Some of 
the ladies have teased me a bit about writing mostly about things that are of greatest 
interest to men. Since I want to stay on good terms with the women, I will try to do better, 
and next time I hope to write a letter to them that the men don’t need to read. It will be a 
difficult task but I still have two months to think about it. By that time I hope that it will be 
spring and that may help the quality of the letter. I will try my best to make it a good letter, 
so ladies, please be patient a bit longer. 

My story about the soil types here will have to be very concise, given the limits of this 
letter. I have sent Pels [business manager in Achterberg] a booklet from the extension 
advisory services here that describes the best way to manage the grey wooded soils. If there 
is anyone among you who is interested in seeing that, that would certainly be possible. 

Just as in Holland, there are good and poor soils here. There are also areas that are so 
hilly or so full of rocks that they are impossible to till for crop production. Most of what I 
have found out relates to the soil types in Alberta, the province where we live. The 
province is about the same size as all of France and therefore it also has a wide range of 
different soil types. 

The most common soil type is clay, brown or dark brown in the south of the province, 
black in the central region, and grey in the north. The brown soils generally have no trees, 
the black soils sometimes, and the grey soils in earlier years were completely covered with 
trees. The brown and black soils are very fertile, the grey soils much less so. The brown 
and dark brown soils in southern Alberta, however, are in an area with very low rainfall, 
and good crops are harvested only from time to time. Recently, someone from around here 
told me about three relatives of his who together bought a 4000-hectare farm in 1941 with 
mostly borrowed money. The first year they were lucky because it rained quite a bit and 
they were able to harvest an excellent crop of some 4000 kilos per hectare. Prices were 
high and that one crop took care of all their financial concerns. Since then they have never 
had a good crop, mostly between 100 and 400 kilos per hectare. Because they use only a 
very low seeding rate and work with large field equipment, they did not actually lose any 
money, however, during most of those years. It is easy to see that farming under those 
circumstances remains a bit of a gamble. If, as a beginning farmer, you have nothing but 
poor crops during the first several years, you will almost certainly go broke. An exception 
in that dry part of the province is land near rivers from which water can be pumped for 
irrigation. In such a situation, where the farmers do not have to depend on rain, the natural 
fertility of the soil can lead to very good crops, without needing manure or fertilizer. 

The black soils in central Alberta are also very fertile and the farmers there have the 
advantage of adequate rainfall in most years. It is logical, then, that the population density 
is highest there. 

The grey soils make up about two thirds of the province’s total area. There is a small 
area with grey soil that has fairly good natural fertility but as a rule good crops can be 
produced only by practicing crop rotation (grain one year, followed by a year of clover that 
is plowed under as green manure) and by the use of nitrogen and phosphorus fertilizer. 
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Don’t get your expectations up too high, though, because the agricultural university 
recommends only about 50 kilos fertilizer per hectare, so that is not very much. Field 
experiments over a number of years have shown that average crop yields of 2200 to 2400 
kilos wheat, oats, or barley per hectare can be obtained that way. 

The farmers here generally don’t go out of their way to keep their soils in good 
condition. A local farmer who has lived here a long time said recently that 90 per cent of 
the farmers here really are ‘soil robbers’ who try to take from the soil what they can and let 
the next generation take whatever is left. The price of land is quite low and many argue that 
it is cheaper to buy more or different land than to take proper care of what they already 
have. Land prices, of course, are related to the natural fertility of the soil, and other factors 
such as location and farm buildings also play a role in determining land value. 

The soil on our farm consists mostly of grey wooded soil. Because it was so dry last 
year, it was difficult to do a proper evaluation. Former occupants of our farm have taken a 
certain amount out of the soil already and I probably will have to return something to the 
soil before I will get it back in crop yield. Almost half of the farm is still covered with 
bush, so if we begin to clear that we also can do a bit of ‘robbing’. Our crops last year 
yielded about 650 kilos wheat per hectare, 650 kilos barley, 275 kilos barley on a piece 
where it had been seeded as cover crop for sweet clover, and 1000 kilos oats. You have to 
remember, of course, that we were forced to seed very late, that it was dry for a long time 
thereafter, and that the crop was damaged by early and severe night frosts. If you compare 
our numbers with your crop yields from last year, you undoubtedly will have a satisfied 
smile on your face. Many here call Canada the ‘next year country’, meaning that the hope 
for better things next year keeps up their courage. Accordingly, we also look forward to a 
better crop next year. 

We ourselves happily continue in good health and have not had any problems with 
serious sickness. In February we had beautiful winter weather and it was not very cold. 
Last week it was quite cold and this week it was above freezing every day in the sun, with 
light frost during the night. We have had no ‘March showers’, and it is sunny most days, 
which suits us just fine. 

We wish you all the best and send our heartfelt greetings. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post VII 
Busby, 29 May 1950 

Dear ladies: 
This time I will address my letter to you and include things that are likely to interest 

you. When I was trying to decide how to start I thought of the story of the young man who 
was seeking a wife and who thought that he would like a wife who could cook well. Since 
it is said that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, I trust that cooking is one of 
the things you will be interested in. On top of that, food preparation and types of food used 
here are quite different from those in Holland. 

Canadian women generally are very competent cooks. They don’t just dump some 
potatoes in a pan with a couple of handfuls of sauerkraut, a piece of spek [bacon] and a 
handful of salt, and then set the whole thing to cook for a while. No, they take cooking very 
seriously, sometimes too much so in the eyes of us Dutchmen. Also, the food items used 
tend to be mostly of top quality. I don’t plan to write about exactly how the foods are 
cooked and the meals prepared because I am not competent to do that. For that purpose it 
would be better to send over a Canadian cookbook. 

Just like in Holland, different people here have different eating habits, but commonly 
breakfast includes thick porridge, cooked a little differently than in Holland and often with 
different ingredients, along with bread, fried eggs, ham or bacon, and coffee or tea. Noon 
meals and suppertime meals hardly differ. They include potatoes, always three or four 
types of vegetables, often with some herbs, meat or bacon, eggs again, and thick gravy. 
Often people eat some bread with their meal as well. Then a piece of cake with coffee or 
tea, and finally a glass dish with some fruit. Altogether, obviously an extensive menu. You 
ladies can well imagine that a lot of time and energy goes into preparing such meals every 
day. To complete the story I need to point out that all bread, cake, and cookies are baked at 
home. 

Something that helps encourage the careful preparation of meals is the great hospitality 
that is shown by people here. If you come to someone’s house close to a mealtime or if you 
are still there at mealtime, you can be certain that you will be invited to stay. That never 
fails. Most such invitations are accepted, at least from what I have seen. Therefore, to keep 
up her good reputation every housewife has to prepare all her meals well, because guests 
may show up at any time without advance warning. 

A small thing worth mentioning is the way coffee and tea are served. The housewife or 
a grown daughter will pour the coffee or tea without adding anything and then put the sugar 
bowl and cream pitcher near the guest who then can take what he wants. Incidentally, it is 
always cream rather than simply milk. The same thing is done with cookies. A dish or plate 
with cookies is placed where the guest can reach them and help himself. When I first 
experienced that approach I found it a bit strange; it did not seem right for me to just take 
what I wanted in someone else’s house. But I soon got used to it, and I may as well warn 
you that if I come and visit you some time I probably will be reaching for the sugar bowl or 
the milk pitcher. 

Nowhere have I come across the drinking of borreltjes [gin-like drinks] during a visit; 
that simply does not happen here. Strict laws make it difficult to obtain hard liquor and its 
use, therefore, is not widespread. 
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Coming back to the proper care for our stomachs, it is worth noting that during 
threshing time, when several neighbours usually help each other, the efforts that go into 
meal preparation are twice as extensive. The ladies do the very best they can at that time, 
and the members of the threshing crew check carefully if everything is up to their 
standards. It has happened around here that the host housewife got a bit careless with her 
meal preparation, and that the next day the threshers did not show up. The farmer had to 
figure out how he was going to get his grain threshed, and his wife’s name was dragged 
through the mud, of course. 

One time during the winter I was at an estate auction sale. Before the auction began, 
we were served coffee and sandwiches. You could take as many of the packaged 
sandwiches as you wanted. The only thing wrong was that there were far too many people 
to fit into the house all at once, so we had to do our eating and drinking outside, and it was 
cold! But at least the coffee was hot. 

With the care for our stomachs so important, other housekeeping things sometimes get 
caught in the time squeeze. I can imagine that you Dutch ladies, with a world-class 
reputation for neatness and cleanliness, would really be frowning if you had the 
opportunity to look through the different rooms in some houses here. In that department 
most farm housewives here do not exactly shine. But I will say no more about that. There 
are many good exceptions, of course, but in just as many cases it does not look good. 

The clothes that Canadian farm wives wear every day also are not spectacular, and the 
same thing is true for their children’s clothing. The women often wear long pants, partly 
because of farm and weather circumstances. During the winter they keep the cold out and 
during the summer they keep the mosquitoes from attacking their legs. When the ladies go 
out, however, they are always nicely dressed. Young boys, and often also young girls, all 
wear long pants. Shorts simply are not used. 

Clothes are washed at home, of course. Getting the clothes dry usually is not difficult 
because it does not rain often. Since the snow melted this spring, it has rained here only one 
night and there have been only a few brief showers during the day. Ladies who like to sit 
and relax in the sun (as one of you has written) would find this an ideal country. The snow 
has simply melted in the sun; sometimes it was quite warm in the sun, a strange feeling, 
with my eyes sometimes sore in the brightness. Related to the mostly dry weather and the 
dry air, it is amazing how quickly clothes dry on the clothesline, even during the winter 
when they freeze almost immediately. Far better than in that wet Holland, don’t you think? 
Many times in your homes I saw clothes drying on a line above the stove. 

The women here don’t do much in terms of sewing and repairing clothes. Often people 
will wear an item of clothing until it almost falls apart, at which time they throw it away 
and buy a new piece. In every grocery store (I call it that even if it really is a general store) 
items of clothing are available, as well as other household items such as shoes and pots and 
pans. 

There are no special clothing stores here, therefore. If you want more choice, you have 
to go to the city. Also, nearly every family has an Eaton’s catalog, from the nation-wide 
business Eaton’s. This book of some 550 pages presents literally almost anything you 
might want to buy. You simply complete an order form, send along the money for what 
you have ordered, and everything you have ordered arrives within a week. They call it 
‘ordering from the book’. 
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I have the current issue of the catalog beside me here, and have checked out some 
pages here and there: colour pictures for everything, nice-looking ladies with nice coats, 
short ones for 15 dollars, long ones for 25. Then I see nice dresses, hats, underwear, 
children’s clothes, all with nice-looking women’s or children’s faces, men’s and boys’ 
clothing, hundreds of different kinds of shoes, blankets, tablecloths, carpets, toiletries, 
furniture, sewing machines, curtains, toys, pots and pans, leather purses, farm equipment, 
garden seeds, and other things too numerous to mention. Perhaps I will send a copy of such 
a book to our office [in Achterberg] some time, then whoever is interested can take a look 
at it. 

It stands to reason that farm women in Canada spend their time mainly on the same 
things that Dutch farm women do, except that they do them differently. Of course, they 
also like to go out once in a while. Every farmer who can afford it, has his own car. They 
are not always luxury cars, of course, and some of them look almost prehistoric, but others 
actually deserve to be called luxe autos [literally ‘luxury automobiles’]. Prices for those 
cars vary a great deal and may range from 100 to 2000 dollars, depending on their age and 
condition. 

Occasionally you see people traveling by horse and wagon or buggy, but not often 
anymore. Last winter I once met a horse-drawn sleigh with a tiny house on it, complete 
with stove and chimney. 

I have never see farm women working in the field here. I have heard it said that some 
women will actually drive the tractor in the field if necessary, but I have not seen it myself. 
In some cases the women do look after the vegetable garden and after the chickens and 
baby chicks, something that often happens in Holland also. 

When there are local meetings, the women participate just as much as the men, and I 
tell you they can talk! As a man in Holland you can sometimes escape the spying eye of 
your wife, but in Canada that does not work. 

Houses in rural areas are all made of wood construction and they are all small. Often 
the cow barn looks much better than the house. It is said here that if the farmer is the boss 
you will see a good barn, and if the wife is the boss you will see a good house. A so-called 
good house here is not a big house but a house with a full basement, meaning that there is a 
cellar under the entire house and that the house has central heating. Usually there is also an 
attic then. Most farmers do not get around to making their houses look nice on the outside; 
more of that happens in the small villages. Flower gardens are rarely seen.  

As a final special item I need to mention that each family receives from the 
government a so-called ‘family  allowance’ for each child under 16. Immigrant families 
also receive it after they have been in Canada for a year. The cheques are mailed out once a 
month and are made out in the name of the mother. 

Herewith I end the special part of this letter. I hope you are satisfied with the 
information I have included about different facets of the lives of Canadian farm women. 
The letter does not tell you everything there is to know, but provides at least some insights. 

As Dutchmen we ourselves naturally continue faithfully with our Dutch customs 
unless we have Canadian guests; then we make the necessary adjustments. 

As I write these things, all sorts of memories go through my mind, especially 
memories from the times I enjoyed the hospitality you offered in your homes, also when I 
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think of the care with which you ladies provided the necessary warmth and comfort, 
sometimes a difficult task but always a beautiful task. I am happy to be here now but every 
day I still think of those good times in the past. 

As far as our family goes, I am happy to report that all of us have remained healthy. 
After the spring thaw we have been terribly busy from early morning till late at night 

every day and there has been little time for anything other than regular work 
responsibilities. 

I have a number of letters here to which I have not yet had time to reply. I ask for your 
patience until we are past the worst busy-ness, when I hope to be able to do it. 

Please receive our heartfelt greetings. Until two months from now. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post VIII 
Busby, 28 July 1950 

Dear customers and friends: 
A conversation among farmers often starts with the weather, right? It is something 

very important to them, especially when the crops are growing and during harvest time, so I 
decided to write about how that has gone for us so far. 

I have written to you before that we have mostly sunny weather here. Well, that so-
called beautiful weather lasted much too long this year, because it hardly rained at all this 
summer until about two weeks ago. We had an occasional brief shower but everything was 
usually dry again in less than half a day. According to the newspapers this spring has been 
the driest in recorded history. Sunny weather is great for working outside, of course, but the 
crops simply need water to be able to grow. 

You can understand, then, that our crop prospects were not good, with wheat, barley, 
and oats about 25 or 30 centimeters tall, and headed out! You can well imagine how small 
those heads were. After the recent rain, the plants now are starting to stool out all over 
again. If the fall weather is good, we may still get a crop because the grain can keep on 
growing until some time in September, if there are no serious night frosts. Those can come 
very early in the fall. 

This year the only grain I have seeded is early-maturing barley so under the 
circumstances I cannot complain too much about my own crop. This type of barley can be 
seeded as late as the middle of June. I seeded the first half quite early, and on the lower 
parts of the fields [with better soil and more moisture] the crop looks quite good, with even 
a bit of lodging in some places. On the higher parts of the fields [less fertile and drier] 
things were not so good, but after the recent rains they are beginning to pick up a bit, so we 
may still get a reasonable crop. Lots of things can happen, of course, between now and 
harvest time, so we simply have to wait and see. 

We had planted our potatoes on a lower part of the field and they are doing just fine. 
We cannot complain about our vegetable garden either and actually we were amazed that 
the plants grew as well as they did, given the dry conditions. We have had lots of spinach 
and lettuce (grown from Dutch seed still). The peas stayed quite short but produced fairly 
well; the carrots had a poor and slow start but are doing better now. Next week we should 
be able to eat our first beans, and the cabbage is doing well. So we cannot complain too 
much about our garden. 

We do have plenty of fruit at the moment—berries that grow wild in the bush. They 
are called ‘saskatoons’, purple berries about the same size and shape as black currants. 
They grow on tall bushes, and it does not take long to fill a container. They taste quite a bit 
like blueberries, probably a little sweeter. 

In addition to writing about the drought I should include something about the heat. 
Last winter I wrote about the cold, and now I can write about the heat. The entire spring the 
weather has been warm. A few days ago I looked at the thermometer at 7:00 pm and, with 
the sun shining directly on it, it showed almost 42 C. We have had 36 C in the shade quite a 
few times already. Since the climate here is a continental or ‘land’ climate, cold winters 
and hot summers are to be expected. Holland has a marine climate in which both summers 
and winters are more temperate because of the nearness to the ocean. 
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So much for my story about crops and weather. You know a bit more now about how 
things are going here. I can add that, happily, we all enjoy excellent health, and that we’ll 
make it. 

We don’t hear much about troubles in the rest of the world and those things do not 
often come into the conversation. Our Dutch newspapers usually arrive about three weeks 
after their publication date so we are always a bit late in finding out the news from those 
sources. 

I have covered a range of just ordinary things in this letter, partly because during the 
summer there is much less opportunity to think of what all to write about. Besides, you 
probably also are too busy to read a long letter. 

We hope that you will receive this news note in good health, we wish you all the best, 
and send our heartfelt greetings. 

J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post IX 

Busby, 28 September 1950 
Dear customers and friends: 

With the busy-ness of harvest time I was not able to get this letter sent off on the right 
date but today it has snowed all day, so I have time to do it. 

It probably sounds very strange to Dutch ears but it is indeed true that it has snowed all 
day, 28 September 1950! Fortunately the snow melts almost as soon as it hits the ground, 
and it does not look like everything is covered with snow. Considering that at the end of 
last week it was very hot, with temperatures up to 31 C, you can well imagine that that was 
a big change for us in just a few days. Who knows, it may be hot again next week! Strange 
things happen here sometimes. 

With respect to our family, we happily continue to enjoy good health and we are doing 
fine. 

At the end of last week we threshed the first half of our crop. The other half is still out 
in the field, growing(!) in the snow. That barley was seeded late to help control the wild 
oats. It is very difficult to get rid of wild oats, a serious weed, and spring is the best time to 
control it. Afterwards you can still seed an early-maturing variety of barley. 

It stayed dry until the second week of July, however, and most of the barley did not 
come up until then. It became a very thin stand, even though the heads that were there 
looked good. Considering the drought, the yield of the early barley was not bad for this 
area. We averaged 22.5 bushels per acre, or 1227 kilos per hectare. 

We expect only about half as much from the late barley, even if nothing else gets in the 
way. The plan is to harvest it with the combine. The quality of the barley that has been 
threshed already is good, much better than last year when much of it froze. We had mostly 
hulls after grinding the barley from that crop. 

In several letters you have asked me about prices of different things, so I thought I 
would send you a sort of price list for a wide range of items, with things of interest for both 
men and women. I will quote the prices as I found them but will also convert them to their 
Dutch equivalent. 

As far as I know, the official exchange rate for the Canadian dollar at the moment is 
ƒ3.45 [‘ƒ’ for Dutch guilders, from the old name ‘florin’]. For convenience I have used 
ƒ3.50. Also, 100 kilos is the equivalent of 220 Canadian pounds. 

I cannot provide you the prices the farmers receive for their grain, however. Starting 
last year, the system here is such that when a farmer delivers a load of grain, he receives an 
advance payment of about half what he eventually will receive. The rest comes at the end 
of the season. At that time the actual return on his grain is calculated as the average price 
for which the grain has ultimately been sold. For the farmer it does not matter, therefore, 
whether he delivers his grain early or later—price speculation is removed from the system 
in this way. 

Apart from the method and time of payment for his grain, the farmer is free to decide 
whether to sell his grain to a grain company or to keep it and feed it to his cattle or pigs or 
chickens. If he wants to buy grain, however, he has to pay the market price and that can 
vary from day to day. Normally, no farmer in this area ever buys grain. 
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Now a table with a number of different prices paid to or by farmers: 
 

 Dollars Guilders 
Milk cows $250 to 300 each ƒ875 to1050 
Young fatted cattle $0.26-0.30 per lb live weight ƒ2.00-2.30 per kg 
Older fatted cattle $0.20-0.23 per lb live weight ƒ1.54-1.77 per kg 
Calves (1 week old) $30 each ƒ105 each 
Cream $0.50 per lb butterfat ƒ4.16 per kg  
Young feeder pigs (6 weeks) $14 each ƒ49 each 
Marketed pigs $0.30 per lb dressed weight ƒ2.31 per kg 
Eggs $0.41-0.43 per dozen ƒ0.12-0.125 
Horses Not really saleable, perhaps $15 ƒ52.50 each 
 
Prices paid by farmers 
Feed wheat $1.66 per bushel ƒ21.37 per 100 kg 
Feed barley $1.37 per bushel ƒ21.98 per 100 kg 
Feed oats $0.76 per bushel ƒ17.16 per 100 kg 
Calf feed (pre-mixed) $5.25 per 100 lb ƒ40.43 per 100 kg 
Cattle feed  $4.20 per 100 lb ƒ32.34 per 100 kg 
Horse feed $4.10 per 100 lb ƒ31.57 per 100 kg 
Chicken feed $4.55 per 100 lb ƒ35.04 per 100 kg 
Pig feed $4.00-4.30 per 100 lb ƒ30.80-33.11 per 100 kg 
Pig feed concentrate $5.10 per 100 lb ƒ39.27 per 100 kg 
Flour (for bread) $6.00 per 100 lb ƒ46.20 per 100 kg 
Cars, new $2300-3000 ƒ8000-10500 
Tractors, new $2000-3000 ƒ7000-10500 
 
Assorted food and other items 
Coffee $0.90-1.03 per lb ƒ7.03-7.93 per kg 
Tea $1.05 per lb ƒ8.08 per kg 
Rice  $0.15 per lb ƒ1.19 per kg 
Salt $0.06 per lb ƒ0.51 per kg 
Sugar $0.13 per lb ƒ1.02 per kg 
Jam $0.67-1.10 per 3 lb ƒ1.72-2.85 per kg 
Plums  $0.20 per lb ƒ1.54 per kg 
Apples $0.25 per 3 lb ƒ0.62 per kg 
Lard $0.30 per lb ƒ2.31 per kg 
Cheese $0.56 per lb ƒ4.31 per kg 
Bacon $0.85 per lb ƒ6.76 per kg 
Beef or pork $0.50-0.80 per lb ƒ3.85-6.16 per kg 
Tobacco $0.90 per lb ƒ6.93 per kg 
Cigarettes $0.36-0.45 per 20 ƒ1.26-1.57 per 20 
Gasoline for cars $0.40 per gallon ƒ0.31 per liter 
Gasoline for tractors $0.24 per gallon ƒ0.19 per liter 
Ladies’ coats $25-40 each ƒ88-140 each 
Wool dresses $8-15 each ƒ28-52 each 
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Ladies’ suits $25-30 each ƒ88-105 each 
Men’s coats $25-50 each ƒ88-175 each 
Men’s suits $30-50 each ƒ105-175 each 
Shoes $5-10 per pair ƒ18-35 per pair 
Wool sweaters $4-8 each ƒ14-28 each 
Wool blankets $12-20 each ƒ42-70 each 
Sheets $1.00-1.50 each ƒ3.50-5.25 each 
Bicycles $45 each ƒ158 each 
 
Workers’ wages 
Experienced farmhand $100 per month plus house ƒ350 per month 
Young farmhand $60 per month plus board and room ƒ210 per month 
Household help in the city $40-50 per month plus board and room ƒ140-175 per month 

 
These prices give you a bit of an idea about costs of things in this country. I could list 

many more, of course, and have just picked some. Several of these prices have increased 
recently, for example, sugar from $0.11 to $0.13 per pound, and lard from $0.23 to $0.30 per 
pound. Pig prices have dropped a bit the last few weeks, and grain prices keep changing. In 
clothing and shoes there may be big differences in quality and I have given you the most 
common price ranges. The ratio of wages to prices is very favourable at the moment, which 
is good, of course, for new immigrants. 

It is time to close again. Next time I hope to tell you a bit about emigrant experiences. 
Gradually I am able to find time to prepare more thoroughly for writing these letters. During 
the summer there is usually not much time available for it. 

We wish you all the best and remain, with friendly greetings. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post X 
Busby, 25 November 1950 

Dear customers and friends: 
There is a lot of talk of emigration these days, in newspapers, at meetings, and in 

people’s homes. Many of you, directly interested or not at all interested, probably ask 
yourselves sometimes how things go with someone when he moves to a foreign country. At 
first, of course, you feel very strange, like een kat in een vreemd pakhuis [‘a cat in a strange 
warehouse’]. Does that sense of feeling like a foreigner last a long time or will you soon 
get used to the new surroundings and begin to feel at home? Will you soon forget your 
vaderland [‘old country’ or home country] or do you keep thinking about it? Is it easy to 
learn the new language or is that not so difficult? How about the husband, the wife, the 
children? Do you meet many Dutchmen and old friends or acquaintances? How do your 
children make out at school? Can you make headway financially or does that remain 
difficult? 

I decided I would simply write out a series of questions that a number of you may have 
thought about, and then I will try to answer them, based both on our own experiences and 
on what I have heard from other emigrants.  

First, though, I will point out that we have been here only a year and a half and that we 
cannot speak from a long time of experience. In addition, most of what we know relates to 
the relatively small area surrounding our farm location, and we have but little knowledge of 
what is outside that region. Finally, I do not make any claims for complete and exhaustive 
answers and I am sure that not all your questions will be answered. 

As I mentioned at the beginning of this letter, at first everything is strange and you 
don’t know what to make of it all. That stands to reason, of course. Most people have 
excellent ability to adapt to things that they see every day, and one can get used to many 
strange things very quickly. This past summer I talked about that with an old friend from 
Holland [who had emigrated to Canada when he was a young man]. He told me that after 
people had been here a few years it became very difficult to get them to write letters [to 
people in Holland] because they were so used to everything that they could not find enough 
things to write about. He himself had been here for almost 25 years at that time and had 
some experience with that. If his judgment is correct, it probably will become difficult for 
me too as time passes. We’ll see how that goes. 

Do you begin to feel at home here or will you continue to feel like a foreigner? Our 
own experience and that of others to whom I have spoken is that we readily begin to feel at 
home here, and I can offer some reasons why that is so. 

There are quite a few Dutch immigrants here by this time. They look for each other 
and they meet each other in church on Sunday. We hear sermons in Dutch and it is almost 
as though we are forming a new Holland, all of which helps to create a feeling of ‘home’. If 
these meetings at church and on other occasions were not possible, adaptation might be 
much more difficult, but I have not met any Dutchmen who have had that kind of 
experience. Other factors also play a role, of course, such as the house you live in or how 
well or poorly you fare financially. 

You never totally forget your home country, of course. From conversations I have 
overheard among others who have been here for some time I cannot say that Holland 
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continues to play an important role in their thoughts, certainly not in the thoughts of the 
younger ones. Their conversations mostly deal with things they experience here. 

There is a farmer who lives about 25 kilometers from here, originally from England 
and now about 65 years old, who came here as a poor immigrant when he was a young 
man. According to what people tell me, he is now a millionaire, owns some 5000 hectares 
of good land, several thousand pigs, a thousand head of cattle, and a flourishing butcher 
shop. He has made a lot of money as a cattle dealer, work for which he seems to have a 
special gift. Last week someone told me that he could estimate the weight of a pig or a cow 
within a pound, even if it was almost dark. His wife apparently could do it nearly as well as 
he could. 

I write this just as it has been told to me several times but, of course, I cannot vouch 
for the truth in all of it. Clearly, great things are possible here. I could provide more 
examples of this but . . . they are the exceptions. 

Coming back now to the more general situation, the Dutch emigrants mostly do quite 
well, but there too big differences occur. The ones who make the most progress financially, 
and sometimes really jump ahead, are those with a large family, with several members who 
can take on a job right away. Families that come with a number of small children, and with 
only one person to earn a living, make little or no immediate progress. They may earn a 
good living but that is all. The more family members there are who can work for pay, the 
more quickly financial progress usually is made. That makes sense, of course, because it 
really is not all that different in Holland in that regard. 

As soon as someone starts out on his own [in farming, presumably], chance also begins 
to play a role. Last summer I visited a Dutchman who was farming on his own. He said to 
me, “I will give you a tour of my farm, but I do it with tears in my eyes.” His entire crop had 
been destroyed by hail. We ourselves have started out with two dry years, and the results 
could have been much worse for us also, so we cannot really complain. It could also have 
been much better! Here too, good and poor crop years can follow one after the other—we 
experience that, others experience it also, and you experience it in Holland as well. 

People who work for wages also have a variety of experiences; one may do really well 
while another only just gets by. I remember one poor fellow in our area last year who was 
going to start working for some mean character. Fortunately he was not scared of his boss at all 
and when he once put his fist near the boss’s nose, he smartened up a bit. It still did not work 
out well, though, and after some time he looked for other work. Everything is just fine now. 

Still another man went to work for a farmer where he spent all year picking roots or 
rocks in the summer or clearing bush during the winter, all on a 128-hectare area [a half 
section] where he never saw anyone else. He said he talked to the rocks quite a bit. There 
may be difficulties sometimes but most of the time they can be overcome and the people 
who work for wages on a farm actually get along fairly well. 

With this I will finish my letter. Happily we all still enjoy good health. 
Winter has come a bit earlier this year than last year, and all of November has been 

cold, with a nice layer of snow on the ground already. 
This will be my last letter for the year 1950. We wish all off you God’s blessing for 

1951 and remain, with heartfelt greetings. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post XI 
Busby, 25 January 1951 

Dear customers and friends: 
In January of last year I told you something about our winter experiences here in 

Canada. Not all winters are the same, however, and since the weather is important in the 
daily lives of many people, especially farmers, I thought I would write a bit about how we 
have fared so far this winter. 

The winter began earlier than the previous one, and when the weather turned very cold 
in November, it did not look very promising for the rest of the winter. If you have saved 
my earlier letters, you might want to re-read what I wrote about that last winter. This year, 
however, it turned out better than we expected. From the beginning of December until the 
middle of January it has been quite mild, with sunny weather and with the temperature 
usually just around freezing. The last two weeks have been colder again, though. 

It has not been as bad as the -45 C we had once last year, and the lowest temperature 
so far this winter has been -30 C. The last couple of days it was mostly between -23 C and -
30 C, with wind and fine snow, so not pleasant at all. The ground has been covered with 
snow since the beginning of November and it probably will stay that way until the end of 
March or the middle of April. When it snows, it simply gets added to whatever is there 
already, and in the open fields it is 40-45 cm deep now. Snow plows keep the roads open, 
even if it sometimes takes a couple of days to get it all done; one snow plow here has to 
cover about 800 kilometers of road. 

So much for the weather reports from Canada. The reports we have seen from Holland 
also have not always been very cheerful, with lots of rain and mud. From the letters we 
received in December, it seemed that the Dutch winter began to look like a Canadian one! 
In the most recent letters there was also mention of rain and wind again. 

It seems to me that a severe winter in Holland actually causes a lot more trouble than it 
does here, especially when it comes to traffic and to transporting goods. Here, winter 
simply comes every year, sometimes colder and more difficult than others, but everything 
is set up to deal with it, which is not quite the case in Holland. There is a convenient side to 
having the temperature stay below freezing the whole time. 

Here is another special bit of trivia about a regular winter. A few weeks ago I spoke 
with a Dutchman who works as a hired man on a very large farm with a lot of cattle and 
with around 2000 pigs. This man told me that he had to butcher horses on a regular basis to 
feed to the pigs. His boss had 80 to 90 horses on the place and kept on buying more. After 
butchering the horses he cuts the meat in large chunks, puts these pieces in a layer on the 
ground, covers it with snow and adds another layer of meat, then more snow, etc. The week 
before he had butchered ten horses, so there was a big pile of meat stored up already. 
Thanks to the steady cold during the winter the meat could be stored and kept in good 
condition with minimal effort. When the time comes to use the meat, it is cooked in big 
pots and fed to the pigs. To do something like that in Holland, where it may freeze for a 
while and then thaw again, would simply not be possible. 

As I have written before, horses are very cheap here, and I have thought of doing the 
same thing as the farmer I wrote about, but I cannot quite bring myself to do it—still too 
much Dutch blood in my veins. I decided to tell you about the horse butchering mainly to 
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point out the side benefit of a cold and regular winter, but also to include something special 
that you come across once in a while. 

Of course, you always come across tall tales of all kinds—perhaps I will have to 
collect a  number of them and include them all in a special letter some time. No promises 
yet, though. I will have to see how many I can collect. One more story now that I read 
some time ago in a farm paper. It goes as follows: 

When a farmer needs help, his neighbours see to it that he gets it right away. There is still 
plenty of willingness among neighbours to help each other when necessary. When 
someone is sick or a piece of land needs to be protected from being blown away and help 
is needed, they are right there. If it becomes known that someone cannot finish his field 
work in the spring for some special reason, the neighbours will come with enough 
equipment to take care of the tilling and seeding and finish it all in short order. 
With a dozen or more seed drills it does not take long to seed a section of land [256 
hectares] and it is not difficult to get that many farmers together if they know that their 
help is needed to get their neighbour through a tough time. 
In one such situation on the farm of a certain Joe Diebold, 24 farmers showed up to help. 
They brought 18 tractors and the necessary seed drills and in 3.5 hours on a Saturday 
morning 96 hectares were seeded. In the afternoon they quickly took care of his first 
summerfallow tillage as well. A few weeks earlier, Diebold had tried to finish his seeding 
before he was scheduled to have a brain operation but after the first few rounds he had to 
give up and go to the hospital. A friend promised that he would look after things and 
everything was promptly taken care of. 
On another farm the tractor and some other pieces of equipment had been destroyed in a 
fire. Two trucks, eight tractors with seed drills, and one tractor with a set of harrows, 
showed up and quickly seeded 56 hectares. On still another farm the soil began to blow 
away. Very quickly, neighbours came with 18 tractors and the necessary other equipment 
and seeded 256 hectares in less than ten hours. 

So far the article in the farm paper, and with that I will close. 
Most of you know that I enjoy smoking a pipe once in a while. As it happens, one day 

I had some loose rifle bullets [22 caliber ‘shorts’] in my pocket and one of those ended up 
in my empty pipe. When I filled my pipe with tobacco I did not notice the bullet, and I 
promptly lit the pipe and started smoking it. Suddenly the bullet exploded with a loud bang, 
the pipe bowl broke into small pieces, and I was left with a short piece of the stem in my 
mouth. It happened in the house, after a meal, and the whole family was together. 
Fortunately, no one was hurt in the process. Our youngest boy was quite confused by it all 
and asked if Dad had a vogel [bird] in his pipe (he calls a kogel [bullet] a vogel). His 
response resulted in laughter from the whole family, and the tension was broken. 

Receive our heartfelt greetings. Until two months from now. 
J.J. van den Born  
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Canada Post XII 
Busby, 27 March 1951 

Dear customers and friends: 
When I look outside as I am writing this letter and I see nothing but snow, I can’t help 

thinking back to Holland and asking myself what it might be like there now: nice spring 
weather or rain and wind, or perhaps March snow. Are the farmers busy seeding already? 
What will it really be like? 

Until the end of February we have had very nice winter weather, except for the odd 
day here and there, but then in March we had a winter farewell surprise—severe cold, 
around -35 C during the day, colder at night, and quite a bit of wind that it made it feel 
much worse. According to radio reports it was the coldest March in at least 70 years. 

During the nice weather in February we had begun to count on an early spring but 
clearly that did not happen. Just before the cold spell we got three sets of baby pigs that had 
to remain in an unheated pen. One bunch we put under a brooder stove, and they really 
liked that. The other ones we put in some small boxes wrapped in blankets. Of course, we 
had to take them to the sows regularly, day and night, for feeding. The little ones stayed 
warm all right, but the sows had a hard time of it. One sow had given birth just a day before 
the cold spell, and quit producing milk almost completely for a while; the other two 
managed a bit better. From the one sow we lost several piglets but in the end we still had 
24 piglets from the three sows and those are doing fine now. 

Yesterday a farmer told me that some others near him had lost all the young pigs that 
were born during the cold spell, so we did relatively well still and should not complain. 

About a week after the cold spell we had some bad snowstorms, with lots of drifting 
that made the roads impassable, and snow as much as a meter deep in places. All traffic 
was halted, and even trains got stuck in a few places. A number of travelers along the road 
had to abandon their cars and seek shelter where they could stay until a snow plow came 
along to rescue them. Yesterday I saw a farmer nearby struggling to get his car home. He 
was able to get only to within about 2 kilometers of his home (the road had not been 
plowed yet), and ended up digging a lot of snow away and having his horses pull the car 
home. 

I saw another car more ‘properly’ equipped: the front wheels had been replaced by 
skis, and the back wheels by caterpillar tracks. That one could go anywhere. With the right 
equipment obviously you are never stuck. 

The last few days the snow has been melting fast. Last Sunday was almost like a 
summer day and then the snow disappears fast. Yesterday things went a bit slower. An 
early spring is nice, of course, but there is no big rush. Seeding is done mostly in May, and 
more towards the end than in the beginning. The best time for planting potatoes, for 
example, is said to around 24 May. If they are grown on good soil they can produce up to 
30 to 35 tons per hectare. 

When you first arrive here from Holland you can hardly believe that is all possible—
planting so late. But if you have seen it with your own eyes, you do believe it and soon take 
it for granted. Average crop yields here are not nearly as high as they are in Holland. On 
the other hand, if farmers would put as much into the crop here as is done in Holland, who 
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knows what the results might be. The land areas here are too big, however, to use manure 
for all of it, and no farmer has enough livestock to make that possible. 

Prices of cattle and pigs have increased quite a bit recently. A fairly good milk cow 
brings about $400 (ƒ140), good quality fattened young cattle ƒ2.70 per kilo live weight, 
class A pigs ƒ2.77 per kilo dressed weight. The cost of feed is also going up, however. I 
heard from a dairy farmer recently that he had paid ƒ123.20 per ton for alfalfa hay so that 
also was not cheap. This was someone who delivered fresh milk to the city and was paid 35 
cents per liter for it, so he could afford to pay for the hay. 

We ourselves, happily, are doing well and continue to enjoy good health.  We hope 
that the same is true for you as your receive and read this letter. Our thoughts often bring us 
back to you and yours. We imagine then that nothing has changed there and that everything 
is still as it was when we left. We know, of course, that that is not true: children grow up 
and some of the people we know have died. We remember them and we grieve with their 
surviving family members. We continue to find it a pleasure to remember the times we 
were able to visit with you. We hope that it will go well with you and that God will bless 
you. 

We remain, with friendly greetings to all of you. 
J.J. van den Born  
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Canada Post XIII 
Busby, 25 May 1951 

Dear customers and friends: 
It is exactly two years ago today that I wrote my first general letter to you, with my 

first impressions of Canada. As I think about that I cannot help thinking also about the 
home country we left behind, the place where we lived and worked, and the people with 
whom we had regular contact. I don’t think we will we ever forget all that. 

I meet you often in my thoughts and I would really like to have an opportunity to just 
stop in and visit with you once again. The distance is too great, however, so we will have to 
postpone that for a while. 

Right now on our farm as well as on all our neighbours’ farms it is exceptionally busy 
with field work. From the newspapers we know that the spring in Holland has been quite 
cold and wet, and that field work was delayed because of that. Everything there apparently 
piled up as well. 

Spring here has been about the same. After the winter snow had mostly melted, we 
received another batch in mid-April, and we had a very cold night on 17 April, down to -20 C. 
The snow disappeared again quite soon but it made the fields so wet that we could not get out 
there to do any work until 30 April.  

We were able to plow just one day and then on 1 and 2 May it rained harder than we 
had ever seen it rain here; all field work came to a halt again until 10 May.  

Because of the early snow and frost last fall we could not do much field work at that 
time, so everything had to be done this spring. With the late start this spring you can 
imagine that we don’t get as much sleep as we probably would like. 

We have finished a little less than half of our seeding now and part of the remaining 
land is ready for seeding, but we have to get that done as quickly as we can. It will keep us 
very busy until the middle of June, which is the latest date we can seed barley and still 
expect a yield. 

It is the same for all our neighbours, so everyone is trying to get as much done as 
possible. For some it is even more difficult than for us because they still have to thresh or 
combine part of last year’s crop that stayed out through the winter. 

The grain that will be combined lay in swaths on the ground all winter, and in some 
fields the stooks from last year are still standing. That will undoubtedly seem very strange 
to you, but it is really true. A few weeks ago I came past a field with the grain still in 
stooks, and nearby someone was combining last year’s swaths. No one brings the 
unthreshed grain bundles to the farmstead, as is common in Holland. Everything is threshed 
or combined right out of the field. 

If the spring is dry, the grain loses very little of its quality but in the kind of spring we 
have this year much of the quality is lost. 

The weather during May so far, with warm weather and occasional showers, has been 
good for crop growth, but it was not good at all for the grain that stayed out all winter. I 
would not recommend that you buy much of it because it could easily start heating. In 
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addition to all these negatives the presence of grain in the field also restricts what you can 
do in terms of preparing the land for a new crop. 

As I said, it is all very strange for Dutch eyes because in Holland none of this would 
work at all. The Canadian farmers also would prefer to have it different but it is good that 
even if things cannot be finished in the fall, there is still hope for an opportunity in the 
spring. 

Other things have not changed much. Prices of different things continue to go up and 
down a bit. Pig prices went down two weeks ago but now they have gone up again to ƒ2.62 
per kilo dressed weight, and eggs fetch around 14 cents per dozen. I read recently in a 
newspaper that Canada imported some eggs from Holland! Prices of milk are difficult to 
judge. Dairy farmers near the big cities receive about 35 cents per liter. Farmers in our area 
ship only cream, and the skim milk stays on the farm. If you buy pre-mixed pig feed, that 
costs ƒ28.50 per 100 kilos, and pre-mixed feed for chickens probably is about the same. 
Farmers around here almost never buy pre-mixed feed, however, because they all produce 
their own grain, and they buy only concentrate to supplement that. 

From this you can make some comparisons with what you see in Holland. It seems to 
me that the price-cost relationships here are a little more favourable to the farmer. 

With thanks to God I can report that we all continue to enjoy good health. We hope 
that the same is true for you. We wish you all the best and remain, with heartfelt greetings. 

J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post XIV 
Busby, 9 August 1951 

Dear customers and friends: 
It has been very dry here now three years in a row. Sometimes it is said that before 

long we will end up being in a desert because so much bush is being cleared away. The 
ones who have said that almost certainly will change their minds this year because now it 
keeps on raining day after day. May and June were not too bad, though perhaps on the wet 
side, but in July and August it has rained almost every day. Usually it was hot and humid 
during the day and then in the evening we would have a thunderstorm with heavy rain. 

A few days ago we were worried that our whole crop would be destroyed by hail. The 
sky was blacker than I had ever seen it, with lots of thunder and lightning. As the storm 
came closer, however, it turned out to be not as bad as we had expected; there was a little 
bit of hail, but nothing serious, just lots of rain. 

Hail is one of the biggest threats to crops in this part of Canada. Not so long ago a 
hailstorm in southern Alberta dropped hailstones the size of eggs. In some places they 
broke right through the roof. 

After a storm like that hits a grain crop, about all that is left is a bit of straw. Other 
types of crop usually have nothing left at all. It stands to reason, therefore, that people get 
scared when they see such a black sky developing.  

Most thunderstorms here have not been too bad otherwise, not nearly as severe as the 
ones we have experienced in Holland. The last few days we have had no thunderstorms but 
a lot of heavy rain every half hour or so. As a result it is muddy everywhere, on the roads 
and in the fields. 

Making hay is a mess and on many farms the cut grass is rotting on the ground. Some 
who have not yet cut their grass may have an advantage there. We were able to get our hay 
harvested but it is quite black and not very dry. 

Grain crops in our area, including our own, have looked excellent until now but they 
are beginning to suffer from excess water. Much of the oats and barley has lodged badly. 
Ours is not the worst because we seeded mostly short-straw barley. There is a bit of lodging 
here and there, but it is not serious and we cannot complain. The first barley is beginning to 
ripen and can be cut quite soon. If it keeps on raining, however, harvesting will be difficult, 
so you can imagine that we are looking forward to seeing the sun again. When that 
happens, things dry up quickly. 

Because of the prospects of a good crop, grain prices have gone down already, with 
barley and oats at about a third of where they were before. I don’t know if those lower 
prices will show up in Holland, given the complications of world trade nowadays. 

Eggs, for example, are now imported into Canada from Holland. That probably will 
not last very long for the Dutch producers because a lot of baby chicks have been produced 
here, and when they begin to lay the egg prices probably will go down. In the last few years 
egg prices have been very low here and many people went out of chickens. Probably too 
much so, in hindsight. 

Bird flu has caused some problems here and the warnings about that, including 
prevention and control practices, are about the same here as in Holland. 
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Prices for cattle and pigs remain high for now but they probably will drop as grain 
prices go down. In the United States, record crops are forecast and they will undoubtedly 
be a strong competitor with Canada on the world market. 

So there you have a general report on how things are going here. For ourselves, the 
news is still good; we are all healthy and well, even in the mud. Because we have been so 
busy the last while, this letter is a bit later than I had hoped. Next time I expect to do better; 
by then it will be dark a little earlier every night and we have to stop working then anyway. 

I don’t have any more news to tell you, so I will not make this letter too long this time. 
You probably are also in the middle of a busy period. 

We wish you all the best and send our heartfelt greetings. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post XV 
 Busby, 29 September 1951  
Dear customers and friends: 

In my letter of 9 August I wrote about all the rain we received this year. Just after 
sending that letter the rainy season seemed to be over and we have had almost none since 
then. The crops could grow and develop beautifully and everything looked good. It was just 
marvellous to see all those promising stands of grain on large fields as I traveled along the 
roads. For us Dutchmen it is not only the good-looking crop itself but also the size of the 
fields that attracts and impresses us. Each field of grain in this area usually is between 8 
and 20 hectares in size. Between the different grain fields there may be a narrow strip of 
bush, or even a large piece of bush, or sometimes a hay field. When you drive past those 
fields you can see again spaciousness of Canada. 

As soon as the harvest begins, there is lots of action in the fields, with tractors pulling 
binders or combines, occasionally a horse-drawn binder, and gradually rows of stooks and 
the swaths appear. The long rows of stooks are the nicest to look at. They are not hauled 
away to a barn or piled up in a large stack but they stay in the field until they are threshed. 
If the fall weather is bad, they may even stay in the field during the winter. Occasionally 
someone will do some threshing during the winter, because it does not thaw then anyway. 
You just shake the snow off he bundles and carry on. Of course, people much prefer to get 
it all done before the winter sets in, and therefore they work hard and put in long hours to 
accomplish that. 

In the village stores and shops you see very few men at this time of year because they 
are all busy in the field. But the weather can be fickle, and we had an example of that just 
this week. First a few fairly good night frosts, then about 8 cm snow, and then some very 
sharp frosts; one morning it was -14 C. Today it is back to summer weather, the snow is 
long gone and it is hard to believe that it has been so cold already. The frosts don’t really 
cause any damage except in the garden, but the time available for harvesting and threshing 
is shortened by a week right away. There is still some grain to be cut, and threshing has not 
yet begun. According to the newspaper this year’s grain harvest is expected to be one of the 
best in the history of Canada, so there is lots of threshing to be done. 

We are fairly happy with our own crop. We have threshed about 2000 bushels of 
barley so far, which is already more than our entire crop last year, and we still have about 
40 hectares to go. Half of that has been swathed and is ready to be combined; the other half 
we hope to harvest by straight combining, since it has now frozen. Straight combining does 
not work well before freeze-up because there is usually still some grain that is not 
completely ripe and that could easily cause heating of the harvested grain in the bin. After a 
few good night frosts the plants stop growing and quickly dry. We have bought a combine 
ourselves this year and plan to use it that way. 

To combine grain that has been swathed, the cutter bar on the combine is replaced with 
a pickup attachment. The combine is pulled along the swaths and the pickup takes the grain 
inside to be threshed. When the grain bin on the combine is full, it is emptied into a truck 
and the grain is taken to a granary for storage. The combine needs only one person to 
operate it, and our oldest son does that now. It is a fairly slow process, with the tractor in its 
lowest gear. The driver can just sit on the tractor but he has to watch carefully to make sure 
that everything keeps running properly. In good weather and without mechanical or other 
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problems we can harvest about 4 hectares per day. There are not many days, however, that 
we can keep going all day. Early on there was often dew in the morning and we could not 
start until 10 or 11 o’clock, and by 6 o’clock it might be too damp again to continue. 
Sometimes we have to stop when the swath is too heavy or if we pick up a stone or a piece 
of wood, and that all takes extra time. 

This week we could not do any combining because of the snow, and everything first 
has to dry again. In the meantime we have begun our fall plowing on the fields that have 
been harvested, so there is no time to sit still. At first there was still a bit of snow on the 
ground, so that will have to melt below the surface. If we had to wait for perfect conditions 
we would never get it all finished. 

A week like this brings worried looks to a lot of faces. We are fortunate that we have 
enough able-bodied workers right here; for many others that is not the case. A shortage of 
hired help during harvest time is one of the biggest problems in our area. For the relatively 
non-intensive farming that is common in our area, not much extra help is needed during 
most of the year, and then at harvest time, of course, it is simply not available. Well before 
harvest time I already heard several farmers express concern about that. For stooking I hear 
talk of paying 10 dollars a day (35 guilders) or $1.25 or 1.50 per hour (about 5 guilders). 
You also hear stories, for example, about farmers who still have hay to cut and stack, or 
about a farmer with about 1000 hectares of grain who started cutting well before the crop 
was ripe. 

Bringing in the full harvest, therefore, will depend on weather conditions in the next 
while. In 1942, for example, everyone expected a bountiful harvest but much of it was lost 
because it rained most of the time during the fall. You can readily understand, therefore, 
that Canadian farmers have just as many worries and concerns about their harvest as Dutch 
farmers do, even though the concerns may not be exactly the same. 

The snow this week looked beautiful, a layer of white everywhere while the leaves on 
the trees were still green. Every grain stalk bears a tiny bit of snow and leans down 
gracefully under its weight. Snow on standing grain simply never happens in Holland. In 
southern Alberta about 20 cm snow fell, according to the news, and I don’t know how the 
farmers there fared. If they still had standing grain, it was probably knocked right down to 
the ground. 

I have tried to give you a review of how things have gone here the last two months; 
next time I hope to be able to tell you that we were able to get all our grain into the 
granaries, nice and dry, to make this a good crop year. 

Thank God, our family continues to do well. Our thoughts and conversations often 
include Holland, and we are kept up to date on the most important happenings in our old 
surroundings there via Dutch newspapers, via letters from Pels, and via your letters. We 
remain very interested in those events. 

Because of all the work here I have fallen behind in responding to your personal 
letters, and I ask for your patience. I hope to be able to catch up once we are past the busy-
ness of this season. 

We send our heartfelt greetings and best wishes. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post XVI 
 Busby, 25 November 1951  
Dear customers and friends: 

In my letters this year I have tried to keep you informed about our expectations, our 
worries, the good things as well the difficult ones in our grain production, and I will stay 
with that theme one more time. 

I will start with a few pieces from a local newspaper, The Morinville Journal, 
published in the municipality Morinville that includes Busby. The first piece is from the 
issue of 12 October, under the title “Shortage of workers cuts down the big harvest.” 

Alberta’s grain harvest today suddenly became a national news event, when the provincial 
government offered the services of soldiers from the Canadian army to help finish the harvest 
before winter. Farmers throughout the province were grateful for this government gesture but 
remained pessimistic about the prospect of getting all their work done.  
O.S. Longman, Alberta’s minister of agriculture, said that the outcome of all this remains 
uncertain for now, because we need four to six weeks of good weather to complete everything. 
A late spring followed by a wet summer, combined with snow in September and rain again last 
week, have delayed the harvest by almost a month. Farmers should be out in the field in full 
force at this time but they have to sit and wait. Add to that the shortage of hired help that 
Longman described as the most serious he had ever seen. 
The seriousness of the situation was emphasized also by Roy C. Marler, president of the 
Farmers’ Union of Alberta, who stated that nearly half of the crop would stay out in the field 
unless the weather in the next six weeks was going to be much better than during the last 
month. He doubted that even with better weather and the help of the army all of the crop could 
be gathered in. The Statistics Division of the Alberta Department of Agriculture reported that 
on 30 September only 7.8% of the wheat, 3.8% of the oats, and 13.9% of the barley had been 
threshed. About 75% of the grain had been cut, but 60% was still in stooks or in swaths on the 
ground, awaiting threshing. 
Longman said that, because of the rain, the harvest workers had been idle the last ten days. 
Before that the September snow had held up harvest operations. The quality of the harvested 
grain has suffered also, and department staff expected that the average quality of Alberta wheat 
this year would drop below grade 3 Northern. 
The Air Force contingent in Edmonton offered its members two weeks’ leave for anyone who 
would volunteer to help with the harvest. If necessary, an additional two weeks would be 
offered. Soldiers from the Air Force, the Army, or the Navy who volunteer to help with the 
harvest in the three prairie provinces will continue to receive their regular pay as well as the 
wages paid by the farmers who employ them. The average wage for harvest workers in Alberta 
is 12 dollars per day. 
A military spokesman, following an announcement from the Department of Defense in Ottawa, 
added that members of the armed forces would receive free travel and free meals for their 
moves to and from the areas where their help is needed. In case of work-related accidents they 
also will be reimbursed. 

 
The following from the Morinville Journal of 26 October: 
Spokesmen for the Alberta Wheat Pool report that the prospect of harvesting the 300 million 
dollars worth of crop that is still in the fields before spring is poor. 
The farmers of Alberta have the grim prospect of more harvest work in the spring than they 
have ever had before.  
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Agriculture experts say that some grain harvest work in the spring is not unusual, because quite 
often a small portion of the crop stays out over winter. The quality of the grain always suffers, 
of course, but in other years the loss was never as serious as this time, because it was always a 
very small part of the total crop. 
This fall the picture is much worse, and the farmers have had the worst harvest season in 
memory. Across the province, barely a third of the wheat, barley, and oats has been threshed. 
According to agricultural experts, even if severe winter conditions don’t make an appearance 
right away, the farmers will be lucky to get half of their crop in and under cover. 

That’s it from the local newspapers, a fairly true picture of what has been happening. 
In our immediate area also you can still see grain out in the fields almost everywhere, some 
in stooks, some in swaths, and some not even cut yet. A few weeks ago my wife and I 
visited a second cousin who lives about 20 kilometers away. He had not threshed a thing 
yet. He could see his grain field every day from the kitchen window, so to speak, but he 
could not use any of it and had to buy feed for his livestock. 

Some years, threshing during the winter is possible, as long as the grain is dry when 
the frost sets in. This year that was not the case because it rained a lot just before 
everything froze. The snow that came afterwards added still more moisture that all turned 
into ice. One of our neighbours threshed some oats a couple of weeks ago and ended up 
with a lot of ice in the grain. That may be acceptable if the grain is fed to livestock right 
away but it is certainly not a good idea to keep it stored that way, especially not into the 
following summer. 

There you have it then, the final act in what promised to be a record year for grain 
crops, with high expectations but without a happy ending. You will want to know, 
undoubtedly, how we ourselves fared during this difficult time. We are grateful that, except 
for about 4 hectares, we were able to get all our grain harvested and into dry storage. As a 
result of the September snow we did lose some more grain than we had expected when we 
were combining, mostly because a number of stalks had been broken and knocked down by 
the snow. The yield suffered a bit, therefore, but on the whole we are satisfied with the 
result. In total we were able to harvest about 4000 bushels of good barley and about 300 
bushels of oats. Two of our sons are members of a grain club for boys and they received a 
first and second prize for the oat samples they submitted. 

In my general letters of this year I have tried to tell you something about the 
expectations as well as the problems and concerns of Canadian grain farmers.  Grain 
production is the most important component of farming in our area and, therefore, has had 
an important place in my letters. In conversations among farmers around here it is just as 
common and important. 

An old army song talks about having brown beans every day not being so great, and in 
future I hope to serve up a few different things in my letters. Perhaps pea soup instead of 
brown beans! Otherwise you just might get sick of hearing about grain crops. 

The end of 1951 is in sight, and I will use this opportunity to wish you all a blessed 
Christmas and God’s blessings for 1952. 

With heartfelt greetings,  
 J.J. van den Born 



 43 

Canada Post XVII 
Busby, 25 January 1952 

Dear customers and friends: 
When you move to Canada as a Dutchman you get involved with a lot of letter writing. 

Some people really enjoy that while others soon get tired of it and then quit altogether. 
They don’t know what to write and they say that they just don’t feel like it anymore. 

It is true that you can easily write more letters here in one year than you might 
otherwise in a lifetime. I quite enjoy writing letters because as I write I feel as though I am 
actually visiting with the people to whom I write. Unfortunately, it is difficult to keep up 
with it as well as I would like because letter writing does take quite a bit of time. It is also 
difficult to simply take an entire day to write. Then it can become an almost mechanical 
process and the pleasure of doing it is gone. Last Monday, for example, the boys brought 
sixteen letters home from the post office all at once. That does not happen every day, of 
course, but usually there is at least one each time, with a wide variety of content. Letters 
from acquaintances in Holland, requests for information about Canada from people we 
know or from someone we don’t know at all, business letters, notices of births, weddings, 
funerals. Some need a response right away, others are replies to letters I have sent, and for 
still others a reply can easily be postponed for a while. I put away the letters to which I 
have replied, together in one place, and the ones that await my reply are kept together also. 
Some of those pass through my hands several times before they end up in the ‘replied’ box. 

Receiving letters actually is much more enjoyable than writing them; you probably 
know that for yourselves. When you receive a letter from someone, you find out things that 
you did not know but are interested in. When you write a letter yourself, you include things 
that are not new to you at all. Perhaps that is one of the reasons that a letter you have 
written does not seem interesting when you read it yourself. It may also be a reason for 
some people thinking that they cannot write letters and therefore don’t even try. We have 
received letters from people who expressed those concerns, and to us those were often very 
nice letters. It does not matter if the word choice or the grammar is not letter-perfect; those 
are not the things that make a letter interesting to us. The nicest letters are the ones that tell 
us something that we as readers a long distance away are interested in: how things are 
going with your family, your neighbours, your farm, or the area you live in.  

So, dear friends who for one of the reasons I listed have not written to us, don’t let it 
stop you from writing now and consider your past disinterest or neglect simply a mistake. 
If you could see how each letter from a former acquaintance is read and discussed here in 
great detail, you would not think that way. I remember, for example, receiving a letter from 
an elderly woman, mother, grandmother, and widow. The handwriting was not the best and 
there were several spelling mistakes in it, but it was one of the nicest letters we ever 
received. You could sense that this woman had a wonderfully warm and loving heart that 
simply bathed the letter in bright sunlight. Yes, old mother, grandmother, widow, I will not 
mention your name here, but you know who you are, and when you read this letter, please 
be assured again that your letter was one of the nicest ones we ever received. I have not 
written to you for quite a while but hope to do so again soon. 

In addition to letters we receive from Holland, correspondence with other Dutchmen in 
Canada is gradually increasing. Canada is a very large country where people who live far 
apart cannot easily drop by for a quick visit. Letters are the way to communicate then and 
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to exchange information and experiences. I will include here the contents of a letter I 
received from someone who as a bright and ambitious young man served with me in the 
army during 1939-40, the year before World War II. I will copy the letter just as he sent it 
to me: 

Finally then a letter from me. I can hear you say already, “If they need you, they can 
always find you, but otherwise you never hear from them.” I apologize, therefore, for 
taking so long before writing. As you can tell, we live in Canada and I will write a brief 
account about how things have gone for us. On 19 April we left for Canada via Le 
Havre.  
When I arrived and met my farmer-sponsor, my first impression was very good, a large 
neatly kept farm, and good living quarters for us. I worked 80 hours a week and had no 
problem with that. The farmer also did contract work for others, including installing 
concrete well cribbing. I served as crew foreman on those jobs during the day, and 
when I got home at around 8:30 he expected me to look after about 40 head of cattle 
and 100 pigs. I thought that was a bit much and after six weeks I had had enough. 
When I told him of my plan to leave he suddenly offered all kinds of things, including 
higher wages and less work. I decided to leave anyway and we moved to a small town 
about six miles east of Owen Sound [Ontario]. I could get a job there right away, at a 
stocking factory. Ten years earlier I had knitted a pair of silk stockings and I was hired 
as an experienced tradesman. At first it was quite difficult, with different equipment, 
but now I am pretty well used to it and get paid on the basis of piece work. I earn 
around 60 dollars per week, sometimes less, sometimes more. Everything went well, 
and I could afford to buy a good 1937 Ford car.  
On 1 October disaster struck. We had a fire and our house burned down completely. 
We were able to save most of the furniture but we lost everything in the kitchen and 
bedrooms, including part of our clothes. The people here have helped tremendously. 
They collected money and everyone brought things, to the point where we have almost 
more stuff now than before the fire, even a washing machine and an organ. The people 
are absolutely wonderful. You would never see something like that in Holland. Until 
May we can live for free in a furnished house that belongs to a millionaire, a wonderful 
house with central heating, hot and cold running water, a bathroom, etc. My wife really 
enjoys it. Obviously, we have been really lucky with this outcome.  
My hope is to save enough money to start farming eventually. Next month my brother 
plans to come and then we will try to get something going together. Hopefully we will 
be successful. An old colleague of mine lives about 5 miles from here, and we often see 
each other. It is really nice to have some Dutch friends. We live in a nice community 
and generally are quite happy, especially when I see how many an emigrant has 
assorted difficulties to deal with in the beginning. I hope that we will have an 
opportunity to meet some time in this big country. Please receive heartfelt greetings 
from my wife, my children, and me. 

That is the letter I received, and with that I end my letter to you. Happily we are all well, so 
until two months from now. 

J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post XVIII 
 Busby, 25 March 1952 
Dear customers and friends: 

Based on what we have read in letters and newspaper accounts, there is still much 
interest in Holland in emigration to Canada. Since emigration is a big and important step in 
someone’s life, it is important to weigh carefully all the pros and cons before actually 
taking the step. 

Emigration in the first place means a loss. You lose the country in which you were 
born, where you have you have lived your life to date, and a country that you love. You 
leave parents, brothers, sisters, other family members, friends and acquaintances, your 
church community and the societies or clubs of which you were a member, and sometimes 
material possessions for which you have worked long and hard. You leave the area where 
you have lived, where you feel completely at home, where you understand every word 
spoken, you leave the house where you have lived, and also all the comforts that Holland 
with its dense population can offer and that you probably will miss in the new country. 
When you are sick in Holland, a quick call to your doctor will bring him to your house. In 
Canada, doctors make house calls only if travel by the patient would endanger his/her life. 
Otherwise, the patient is taken to a hospital. In Holland, the baker delivers bread to your 
house; in Canada most people [in rural areas] bake their own bread or get it from a store, 
because it will not be delivered. There is no mail delivery [again, in our rural area], and you 
have to make a trip to the post office to pick up your mail. In Holland the road system is 
excellent; here the roads are not always that good, and the distances are great. Houses in 
Holland generally are much better and roomier than in Canada.  

The things I have listed are of losses people may suffer upon emigration. Parting from 
much of what is left behind undoubtedly will be painful for many. And what do you gain to 
offset those losses? 

From the point of view of the Dutch, Canada first of all offers space, something that is 
especially important to young farmers. In other words, Canada offers a future for them. I 
think I have read somewhere that in Holland just one farm is available for every one 
thousand young prospective farmers. I may be exaggerating, but I think that in Canada it is 
the opposite. For every young farmer there may be a thousand farms available. As long as 
you have the money you can take your pick. 

What are the other positives? 
First, there is the nearly complete freedom in what you do in your farm operation. I 

have not heard of any regulations that tell you what to do or what not to do on your farm. 
The only official you are likely to meet on your farm is a weed inspector who will come to 
visit you some time during the summer to make sure that you do not have too many thistles 
in your field, the seeds of which might blow across to your neighbour’s field. These weed 
inspectors usually are farmers themselves and they tend to treat you quite gently. If you are 
unwilling to carry out the necessary weed control after he has warned you, however, you 
could be in trouble. 

As a farmer you are really as free as ‘a bird in the air’. If you want to build a new 
house, you just go ahead and do it any way you want. If you want to build a cattle barn or 
some other buildings, nobody will stop you. You can have as many cows, pigs, sheep, or 
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chickens as you want, and there is plenty of feed available. You can buy and sell freely, 
whatever works best for you. 

For people with an entrepreneurial spirit, Canada is a great country; you can spread 
your wings far and wide, without restrictive regulations and without having to wait for a 
favourable ruling from some government official. Prices of farm products fluctuate freely, 
even though in rare instances the government has set a minimum price guarantee to prevent 
too big a disaster for the farmers. Such a guaranteed minimum price usually is set at a level 
where big increases in production are not likely to be very profitable, and the price-
regulating effect of the open market then is not lost. 

If you decide to move elsewhere, there are no formalities in terms of permission to do 
so. You simply pick up your belonging and settle down where you want to. No requirement 
to report to anyone. 

You will not receive income tax forms in the mail. By law, everyone who is supposed 
to pay income tax has to pick up the necessary forms from the post office, complete them, 
and send them back. Very simple, and without the need for some official to package and 
mail forms to everyone. If you forget or neglect to fulfill your obligation in this respect, 
they will find you sooner or later and teach you a lesson so you will not repeat your 
mistake. 

There is no conscription for military service; the army is made up of volunteers. That 
may change, of course, if conditions make it necessary. 

The ratio of salaries and wages to the cost of living is more favourable in Canada than 
in Holland. 

I have tried to list here a number of items that can constitute a loss or a gain for 
emigrants. As for ourselves, we have never been sorry yet that we took the step, and I have 
not met any Dutchman here, husband or wife, who wanted to go back to Holland, even in 
times of difficulty. In problem situations they will try to find a solution but a return to 
Holland is never part of that. 

Does that mean that everyone should be advised and encouraged to go to Canada? Not 
at all, because circumstances are not the same for everyone. For some the positives 
outweigh the negatives, and for others the opposite is true. The most important factor is an 
active interest in emigration, with a clear focus or purpose. All those who expect to find 
‘golden fruits’ ready to be picked from the trees will be sadly disappointed. 

Emigration is easiest for people who can go with their entire families. Their immediate 
family structure is kept intact. If the family includes older children who can help earn a 
living, so much the better. If the husband/father has to support an entire family with young 
children by himself, he cannot count on becoming an independent farmer any time soon. 

For single people or young married couples there is plenty of opportunity. Single 
people, and also especially young married women, need to be prepared to deal with a 
certain amount of loneliness on a Canadian farm. Young wives without children should not 
underestimate that problem. If there are children, of course, it is much less of a concern, 
because the children will provide enough entertainment. 

I trust that I have given you here a few more items of information for those who are 
interested, and I refer you back also to my general letter of November 1950. 
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We continue to do well and we hope that the same is true for you when you receive 
and read this letter. 

With heartfelt greetings. 
J.J. van den Born 
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Canada Post XIX 
Busby, 4 August 1952 

Dear customers and friends: 
Writing letters during the summer is difficult; mostly because there is not enough time. 

And when there is enough time the inspiration is missing. Another problem for me is that I 
am gradually running out of things to write about. 

First, however, I want to refer back to my general letter of last November, in which I 
told you that the big crop of many farmers stayed out in the field all winter, unthreshed. 
Some of you undoubtedly wondered at the time what the outcome of that would be, with 
that grain out in the field all winter. We thought about it also during the winter when we 
saw the tops of the stooks just above the snow. In the end, actually, everything turned out 
quite well. We had an early spring and continuous dry weather until the end of May and 
everyone could easily complete his threshing. On the whole, the grain quality was very 
good. Some farmers told me that they really should have threshed everything in the spring 
because the grain was so nice and dry then. 

Here and there field mice had caused some losses; we have those on this side of the 
ocean also. In that context it is worth mentioning that until a few years ago Alberta was 
completely rat-free. Since then rats have been spotted in a few places but as soon as that 
happens the government sees to it that they are destroyed right away. 

Something else that until recently had never been seen in Canada is foot-and-mouth 
disease. This past winter an instance of that was reported for the first time. Fortunately it 
happened only in a small area, and all livestock that was at all suspected of being infected 
was destroyed immediately. It was only a tiny fraction of Canada’s livestock population but 
it caused a lot of anxiety among cattle producers and it was big news in the newspapers and 
in conversations among farmers. 

At first it was thought that the disease organisms had come into the country with an 
emigrant from Germany, but that is no longer thought to be so. Fortunately the disease had 
not spread at all and Canada has been free from it for several months now.  

The weather this year has been quite similar to that of last year. It was dry until the end 
of May, but it has rained almost all the time since then. We have an occasional dry day, but 
not many. 

It is quite warm most of the time and crops have grown rapidly. In some places it was 
too wet and the crop has turned yellow. And the rain keeps coming down. That would be 
ideal for pasture but there is very little of that here. For grain crops we need dry weather 
now. 

Our own crop looks good, and the first barley is dead-ripe. We would really like to cut 
it but we’ll wait until drier weather. We had a bit of hail on one field but the plants were 
quite small when it happened and they have recovered completely. It makes me think about 
what I read about all the hail damage to the fruit crop in the Betuwe. That crop likely would 
not recover at all. 

We ourselves continue to do well and enjoy good health. We have been here more than 
three years now, and occasionally there are people here who think that we are beginning to 
forget Holland but that is simply not true at all. We continue to be interested in what is 
happening in our home country, and young and old in our family carefully read all the 
letters and newspapers we receive. 
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Our friends in Achterberg will be interested in knowing that an old acquaintance from 
there, Jan Tollenaar, came to visit us recently. He has been here a few times already; the 
‘Achterbergers’ on the other side of the ocean clearly know how to find each other, 
especially if they don’t live too far apart. 

There it is again for this time. I hope that you will receive this letter in good health and 
that you are reminded again of the nice visits we used to have. 

With heartfelt greetings. 
J.J. van den Born  
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Canada Post XX 
Busby, 25 November 1952 

Dear customers and friends: 
You may be interested in knowing what people in another country know or think they 

know about Holland. Accordingly, let me tell you what our boys learn here about Holland 
in their geography class. I picked up their textbook for that subject and will copy some 
material from that book. It was published in 1942. 

The Netherlands is a land of windmills, dikes, canals, and wooden shoes. It is a low, 
hollow country, hence the name Holland. Part of the northern plain has sunk below sea level, 
and the people have constructed dikes and canals and pumped the land dry so they can live in 
the fertile polder areas and cultivate the land there. Just as the Nile delta speaks of the hard 
work of millions of people, so the fertile fields in the polders are evidence of the hard work of 
millions of Dutchmen. 

The kingdom of The Netherlands is slightly larger than Belgium and its population, 8.29 
million, is about the same as that of its southern neighbour. The population density is about 
659 per square mile. About 53% of the population lives in rural areas or can be classified as 
rural. 

The land area can be divided into three main parts: sand dunes along the coast, fertile 
polders behind the dunes, and gently rolling peat soils in the south and east. The dikes have 
been built on the sand dunes, and hardy grasses have been planted there to keep the sand in 
place. Dikes also surround the islands between the mouths of the Rhine and the Schelde. As 
soon as the land was surrounded by dikes, the water was pumped out and the land was drained, 
until the ground water level was well below the surface. Ditches and canals were dug, and the 
main canals were opened up at low tide so the water could drain away. That way the land was 
made suitable for growing crops. Some of the polders remain so low and wet, however, that 
the land is suitable only for permanent pasture and for dairy farming. These conditions prevail 
in parts of Holland and Friesland. During the last century about 400 square miles has been 
claimed from the sea for crop cultivation. 

In 1918 plans were developed to reclaim a much larger area, in the Zuiderzee. This 
spectacular project was to bring about 815 square miles or 520,000 acres (200,000 hectares) 
under cultivation. The work started in 1924 and was completed recently at a cost of 250 
million dollars. Clearly, land in Holland is a valuable commodity. If the southern part of 
Canada had a population density of 600 people per square mile, the same thing likely would be 
true here. 

Dairying is the main industry in the reclaimed land area, and large quantities of cheese, 
condensed milk, and butter are produced there. The round Dutch cheeses are made in the area 
around Alkmaar. Tulip bulbs come from the Leiden-Haarlem area, west of Amsterdam. A strip 
of land there, in between the sand dunes and the clay soil area, is well-drained and well suited 
to the flower bulb industry that is known worldwide, with an export value of about 10 million 
dollars per year. An area with the same type of soil between Haarlem and Alkmaar is used to 
produce a variety of horticultural crops. Early potatoes, cauliflower, cabbage, and strawberries 
are produced for the local city market. South of The Hague a lot of early vegetables are grown 
under glass. 

South of the diked areas there are areas of heavy clay where farmers grow sugarbeets, 
wheat, barley, and potatoes. About two-thirds of the land area of The Netherlands can be used 
for agricultural purposes. East of the clay and silt soils there is a strip of sandy soil that 
consists of sand and gravel left over from the layer of ice that once covered northern Europe. 
This area has large sections of peat soil, some worthless areas with heather, and some bogs. 
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Where possible, industrious small farmers have settled here and grow rye. The population 
density in this area is very low. In recent years a coal vein was discovered and opened up in the 
peat soil area near the Belgian border. The coal layer is 300 to 500 feet below the surface and 
is inundated with water. The quality of the coal is not great but it is definitely worth mining. 

In terms of industry and trade, the mouth of the Rhine is very important to The 
Netherlands. The Rhine is the most important transport channel to and from West Germany, 
East France, and Switzerland. Most of the products from the industrial Rhine valley area find 
their way to world markets via the Rhine and the Dutch seaport Rotterdam. Similarly, raw 
materials are brought to Rotterdam from many different parts of the world and transported 
inland via the Rhine and the Meuse. Most of these goods simply pass through Rotterdam but 
their transport provides work for many people. Rotterdam rivals Hamburg in being the largest 
seaport on the European continent and is next to London in the amount of river and ocean 
freight handled each year. 

As a result of all the shipping of raw materials and products through Rotterdam, several 
related industries have sprung up in the area, mostly near the docks. Shipbuilding and the 
manufacture of various types of equipment, as well as of cattle feed, help make it an important 
manufacturing center. 

Amsterdam is the capital of the country and is its second largest seaport. When seagoing 
ships gradually became larger during the nineteenth century, they could no longer use the 
Zuiderzee and Amsterdam lost some of its importance as a harbour. The Dutch engineers then 
constructed a canal to Den Helder [going north from Amsterdam] and later the 
Noordzeekanaal [to the west], thus making it possible again for seagoing vessels to reach 
Amsterdam. Many of the streets of Amsterdam are canals with a narrow street alongside. 
Houses are built on wooden piles that are driven deep into the ground. The city is involved in 
extensive trade with the Dutch colonies in the East Indies. Spices, rubber, tea, coffee, raw 
sugar, cacao, rice, and copra make up the bulk of the imported products. They are processed or 
packaged there for consumer use. Amsterdam also is known as the most important place in the 
world for polishing diamonds. 

The Hague is the country’s political and administrative headquarters. The International 
Palace of Justice is located there. In that respect The Hague resembles Geneva, where the 
United Nations is located. It is a residential city and is known for its large public buildings and 
elaborate residences. 

Vlissingen and Hoek van Holland are smaller harbours from which ferry services to 
London and Harwich are provided. Vegetables and dairy products also are shipped to England 
from these ports and from Ijmuiden. The same three ports also serve the fishing industry, an 
important industry for people who live near the ocean. The annual Dutch fish catch is about the 
same as that of the East England fishing fleet. 

The main products of Amsterdam and Rotterdam are related to the import of raw 
materials, especially from the East Indies. The Netherlands does not have any mineral 
resources to draw on and iron and steel production, therefore, is insignificant. The textile 
industry also is not extensive. Haarlem produces some brown Holland clothing from locally 
grown flax. Linen is produced in Utrecht and Tilburg. Where suitable clay can be found, such 
as near Delft, pottery is produced. Some cotton and woollen goods are produced in 
Amsterdam, Maastricht, and Utrecht. The Netherlands is focused more on agriculture and 
world trade with its colonies and with the rest of the world than Belgium. 
 

[WHVB: I don’t have a printed version of this letter, and have translated this one from a 
photocopy of the original typescript. I don’t know, therefore, exactly how the letter ends.] 
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Canada Post XXI 
Busby, 28 December 1953 

Dear customers and friends: 
My twenty-first general letter has been delayed quite a bit. When the big flood hit 

Holland in early spring I decided that reverent silence was the better part of wisdom for me, 
and that I would not write about the relatively minor details of our life in Canada. As is 
often the case, however, once you stop it is difficult to get going again. Not because we 
have less interest in events in Holland or because we had forgotten all about it, but mainly 
because I find it more difficult to know what to write about. Our life on the farm has 
become quite routine. We don’t really see things as new or different anymore, and that is 
the main reason why I have not written for some time. 

The end of 1953 is very close already and it will be 1954 by the time you read this, so I 
still want to send you greetings from across the ocean. 

Conditions during 1953 were much the same as the year before. A fairly mild winter 
followed by a wet summer and a beautiful fall. I believe that it was about the same in 
Holland. Everything grew well and we had a good crop. Some of the barley had lodged 
quite badly, so some of it stayed on the ground at harvest time, but we were quite satisfied. 

After the beginning of September it has been dry and our harvest work went well. 
Until last Saturday we have had continuous fine, mild weather, something almost unheard 
of in this area. A bit of frost once in a while but nothing serious. 

Last week I was in Edmonton, and along the road I saw lots of cattle outside in the 
fields, not only young stock but also dairy cows. The milk cows come inside at night, of 
course, and are fed there, but whatever they can scrounge outside is gain. Apart from what 
the cows find to eat outside, being there every day is considered healthy for them, and even 
during severe cold spells they always go outside for a while every day. Most of the Dutch 
farmers I have visited here follow that same practice. 

Last Saturday and Sunday we had our first significant snowfall, even if it did not really 
amount to very much. Today was a raw and windy day and it looks like it will freeze 
tonight and mark the end of our summer-like fall. 

With respect to farming conditions in general, there has been little change from last 
year. Livestock prices have dropped a bit, pig prices are quite a bit higher, and egg prices 
have bounced up and down. They were fairly high during the summer but now have 
dropped again, to about 12 cents each in Dutch currency.  

Farmers are having a hard time selling their grain this year. Every farmer can deliver 
only a part of his crop [to the grain company that runs the local elevator] to prevent 
pressure on the grain market that might cause a drop in prices. This restriction has been put 
in place in consultation with the farmers themselves. 

We ourselves continue to enjoy excellent health. One of our sons recently had to have 
surgery for acute appendicitis but he has recovered completely. 

Some have asked if we will be making a trip to Holland some time. If we could do that 
easily we would like to, but there are several things that get in the way. We still have some 
young children so it will be difficult for my wife and me to be away for an extended period. 
If it was really essential, we probably could arrange it but we see it as an important 
concern. In addition, if we were to make the trip we would prefer to do it during the 
summer, the time when Holland is most beautiful, and that does not work real well in terms 
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of leaving our farm. A winter trip has advantages in terms of long evenings but looking for 
Holland’s beauty in nature during the winter is not so exciting. 

The idea of making a long trip back and forth does not excite us so much either, 
because our hair is beginning to turn a bit grey, and spending time quietly at home is very 
attractive. In other words, I expect that it will be some time before we will be back in 
Holland, though I will not rule it out completely. 

I sincerely hope to be able to meet you again some time but I do not dare to predict 
when that might be. We will just have to wait and see. 

I wish you all a Happy New Year, blessed in every respect, and send you our heartfelt 
greetings. 

J.J. van den Born 
 

This is the last general letter our Dad wrote to his former business customers and other 
acquaintances in Holland. He never did make a trip back to Holland but our Mother did make 
three or four such trips; her last trip took place in 1981, just two years before she died.  
 


