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Charlie John was born in 1909, the son of
Duncan H. and Flora (MacDonald) MacDonald, Bay
Road Valley. Private MacDonald served overseas with
the North Nova Scotia Highlanders, Infantry Corps.
Weekly, Duncan H. MacDonald wrote to his sons. When
he learned that Charlie had been killed in action and
Gordon taken prisoner of war, he wrote:

/fa}a.ft 7944
Dear Charbie and Gordon,
Agarn on this fine Sunday afternoon we write you these lines as
9ft we done in answer to your weleome am/-f«l and never fal'l/'/(} letters
which sorry to relate we recerve no more and Dear Charbre you have made
the Supreme S’aamﬁw and your body rests far away from your native
shores and kindred bat we trust and pray that your soul is at rest with
God i his Eternal home and Gordon we still have hapes that you are stibtl
JI'W'I(} and witl retarn to as and /] fates prove otherwise we kope your
soul is 1n that happy haven.

Continue reading below.
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Tomorrow woald be your thirty D‘/b‘tb birthday Charbre and rn my
minds eye [ can plainby see you as a lttle bad with your dittle part
carrying cold water from the old spring, later plodding to Post Offree
for our marl and tebling us tall stories of the Germans you had met on
way and destroyed later on but when seven years old travelling mibes to
school alone, then later in years beaving the ,oarmta! roof and gorg to
North Brver bumber woods later on to wheat fredds of Abberta then kome
agarn on the l?aw&b/;/n route with your farthful horse Jumbo. Thence to
Zﬂ sam Plant at rngwall and when [ heard our country was at war /
well knew by your rdeals you would be one of the frrst boyal boys that
would enlist for country and freedom and 1t takes lots of courage to
beave home, loved ones and friends and embark on the greatl adventure
you and all your brothers we well knew would be in ﬁaﬁé‘::/(ly ye drd not
wish we be left alone and we are proud to be the parents of suck a amrly
but we miss the empty chairs. But ye got your Patristiom honestly from
your forebears. Wedl do [ remember berng thrilled by father with the
tabes of the explorts of Welson at Trafalgar, Wellington at Watertoo,
M:Zo‘a at the Plarns of Abrakam and in oar countries eard. days singing
the prasses of MacDonald, Tupper and Cartier and gou /ﬁar!/a visiting
trau!l//(y a JM; way to see the kome of gour ancestors all goes Lo prove
that your heart was true and you gave your precious manby é/ﬁ frakting
to the bast for as and the freedom you belreved in greater love hathk no
man thax that ke gives his Uife for his friends. You witl ablways live in
our memories as one of natures gentlemen, a friend of all and a son any
parents and brothers and relatives may well be proud to own kinshkip to
and its sad o see 0 many ao‘ the cream op‘ our country 9o ander bat sack
iz eraed war.
$o farewell Dear Son for the Present but we trast and pray we
will all meet agarn over yonder where there wibl be no more parting and
crael war which parted as from a loving farthfad Son and Brother we'td
see no more.
From Father, Mother and Brothers
Private MacDonald was killed in action the day after D-Day, June 7, 1944. He
was buried in Beny-Sur-Mer Cemetery, France.





