REMEMBRANCE
BY CHARLES BRADBURY

A NEW BRUNSWICK LOVE STORY.
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In March of 1939, a clerk at the Post Ofﬁce in Woodstock, N.B. sent
a postcard to a young woman from Millville, working as a hairdresser
in Fredericton. The paper has yellowed with age and the ink has faded
over time, but the tone of the message is still clear today: the young man
was trying to impress her. Unbeknownst to both, six months later, on
September 3, 1939, this budding relationship would take a sudden turn.
On that day, Great Britain declared war on Germany and the young
man volunteered to ﬁght. He began training in Fredericton and later
Petawawa, Ontario, before setting sail on August 22, 1940, from Halifax,
N.S. on the Empress of Australia, bound for Scotland. The man was
Lloyd (Ellis) Bradbury, my father.
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The postcard had some effect
because the young woman, Myrtle Kelly,
my mother, begged him (as my dad tells
it) to marry her before leaving. It’s probably not a unique wartime tale, but it
brings back the agonies and fears of
World War II that many of our parents
and grandparents lived through. My
father refused because, as he told me,
he did not know with any certainty if
he would come back alive.
Theirs is a true story, an uplifting
one, at times a sad one. It is a story about
lifetime memories and the importance
the Miramichi River has to our family.
Even more so, it is a story of selﬂess service to our country in a time of war, and
the love between my mom and dad.
It begins with my grandfather, Harry
W. Bradbury, who was nominated for the
Atlantic Salmon Museum Hall of Fame

Post card from Woodstock: only six months before leaping into
the abyss of World War II, Ellis Bradbury sent this note (above)
to Myrtle (Myrt) Kelly, facing page.

mainly for his work as a warden and his
love of angling. After passing his Forest
Rangers exams in 1918, he worked
for the Province of New Brunswick,
Department of Lands and Mines – Game
Division for 16 years. During this period,
he was a scaler, forest ranger, justice of
the peace, and Chief Game Warden for
District 34. This district included all of
Carleton County, York County south
to Dumfries and Victoria County, north
to Perth.

My father told me, and I was able to
conﬁrm via the Provincial Archives, that
Harry was a “Special Constable” who
was often sent to far-ﬂung parts of the
province on difﬁcult cases. An indication
that he did very well was a response he
made to a questionnaire covering Forest
Ranger activities, dated October 31, 1931,
subject re: violators.
“Have handled all the cases of the
wardens in any district since 1918 . . .
have lost 2 cases in all that time,” signed
H.W. Bradbury.
One story told to me by my dad
concerned “jacking,” a deadly activity
of hunting deer after dusk when they
are most vulnerable. Chief Warden H.
Bradbury had stayed out all night for
almost a week trying to catch “jackers”
in the Juniper area. Eventually he apprehended three men, informed them that
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they were under arrest and ordered them to drop their
riﬂes. One of the three men scoffed at him and said, “I
don’t think so… there are three of us and just one of
you.” My grandfather didn’t say a word. He quickly
pulled out his pistol and ﬁred it right between the
offender’s legs. As you can well guess, the arrest proceeded from that point on in an orderly fashion.
Fishing was a big part of our family even then.
Every June, grandfather would load his eight kids into
a seven-passenger Studebaker, along with my grandmother and all their gear, and head off to the North
Branch of the Main Southwest Miramichi River. They
stayed all summer at “Outlaws,” an outﬁtter camp he
had acquired near Juniper, N.B., on land leased from
the New Brunswick Railway Company.

When he was a little older, my dad worked there
as a guide and poled the sports, mostly Americans,
up the North Branch to ﬁsh at Beadle Brook. A loving
family, ﬁshing together on the Miramichi. It paints an
idyllic picture, one that contrasts starkly with the horrors of war.
I can only imagine what went through my mother
and my grandfather’s minds as my father shipped off
to war. There are some clues, however. As part of the
research for my grandfather’s induction into the Hall
of Fame, I examined the contents of a box I had ﬁrst
discovered while cleaning out my father’s home years
before. In it I found some photos, so tiny it was difﬁcult
to make out the details. My mother’s Bible was also
there, and inside it were two beautifully coloured and
embroidered silk scarves, one with the Royal Artillery
emblem and the other the crest of the Royal Canadian
Artillery. There was evidence both mom and dad had
done their best to remain in contact as he fought his
way across Europe. I cherish a picture that my father
sent to my mother only a month before D-Day, perhaps
as a ﬁnal goodbye.
Gunner Bradbury landed in France on July 8, 1944.
By the end of the month, the 5th, 28th and 73rd batteries
of the Royal Canadian Artillery, 5th Field Regiment
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His war record is clear: Bradbury fought his way across France, Belgium, Holland and Germany.
But how and when he reunited with Myrtle Kelly remained a mystery until his son discovered a
dust-covered box ﬁlled with small, B&W photos and two delicate pieces of embroidery (above,
left). Above: Ellis and Myrtle at the Outlaws camp, circa Autumn, 1945.

Harry Bradbury (above), warden, angler, Atlantic
Salmon Museum Hall of Famer, instilled a love of the
Miramichi River and its salmon in his eight children.
In turn, Ellis, the author’s father raised his two boys,
Charles and George (below) on canoeing, camping,
ﬁshing and hunting. Bottom, when the author enlarged
this old photo he realized his grandfather must have
brought his mom and dad to the Outlaw’s camp postwar, partly because Ellis would have had no car. Right:
Happy reunion at Bradbury Pool, l-r: Great grandson
Harry and brothers George, Harry and Charles, in 2019.

of the 2nd Canadian Division had ﬁred
84,233 rounds at the enemy from their
25-pounder ﬁeld guns. Later, captured
Germans revealed they were convinced
that the Canadians had invented some
kind of automatic ﬁring gun, but my dad
told me the reason they could load and
reload so fast was due to the ﬁve years
of preparation and training.
Notes from his war record detail
the campaign through France, Belgium,
Holland, and Germany. At times, his
“C Troop” supported various Canadian
divisions, often the 5th Canadian Infantry
Brigade, with the Calgary Highlanders,
and Le Régiment de Maisonneuve, out of
Montreal. Fighting was often intense and
in full view of the enemy. In one battle,
my father’s unit ﬁred directly at tanks
with armor piercing shells. “They didn’t
stand a chance,” he told me.

Sergeant Bradbury returned to
Canada on the Louis Pasteur, a converted French cruise ship, to Montreal,
then via train to Newcastle and a ride on
a pulp truck to the exhibition grounds in
Fredericton. He was discharged there on
November 2, 1945. Myrtle and Ellis were
married in 1947 and on July 4, 1949, my
older brother George was born and on
September 14, 1950, I followed.
Still, I was very curious about my
father’s life between the time he arrived
home and his wedding. How did he
reconnect with a woman he hadn’t seen
in six years of war? This remained a
family mystery until recently.
My recollections of my mother are
few. She was operated on for cancer in

July 1955 and died at age 41 the following spring. In subsequent years, Dad
would take my brother and me, and
our dog, Mackie, ﬁshing up the North
Branch. I have many stories and special
memories about these times. There were
a lot of ﬁsh and special ﬁshing spots.
One such place was a secret bogan
that only my dad knew about. It was off
the main branch, hidden by tall grass
and looked like a very small trickling
brook. We would take off the motor
and other heavy gear and hide it in the
grass and then get out of the canoe and
haul it up this little brook. Soon there
was a very large log that prevented
anyone from seeing what was on the
other side. Well, we hauled this canoe
over it and lo and behold! There was
this long, narrow, and deep, ice cold,
spring fed bogan, and the trout were
boiling everywhere.
Then there was this time when we
were tenting at West Brook and I went
down to the canoe and was just sitting
in it and dangling about two feet of line
with my hand, when a 14-inch trout
took my hook. How happy a young boy
could be. I have remembered throughout my life the smell of skunk cabbage;
the beauty of a red-wing blackbird on
a stump in Tweedie Pool; my father
repeating the sound of a white throated
sparrow, Tom Peabody, Peabody,
Peabody; the sound of my father’s reel
(which I still have) and my dad calling
out “time to boil the kettle.”
Sometimes we would put in at
the Alder Grounds and sometimes at
the train bridge at the Irving gate, just
outside Juniper, NB. Dad had an Ogilvy
Chestnut canoe with a blue 6-horsepower Evinrude motor attached on the
side and a 7-foot pole.
Each time we would go by
Bradbury Pool, Dad would say to us,
“that is where your grandfather used to
have a camp and this pool was named
after him.” As a child it never registered
how special this spot was to him, and as
it turns out that was the key to the mystery of Dad’s post-war years.
Dad eventually remarried
Winnifred Forbes and they had two
more sons: James, and the youngest,
Harry. He is a reincarnation of his
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A photo of her father and nephew sent by Myrtle Kelly to Ellis receives a double
stamp of approval from ﬁfth regiment censors (above). Above right: A remarkable
photo of “B” Troop, 5th Field Regiment, ﬁring a 25-pounder near Malden, Holland,
on February 1, 1945. Ellis Bradbury served in the same regiment, but in “C” Troop.

48 | ATLANTIC SALMON JOURNAL | ASF.CA | A U T U M N 2 0 2 1

Each year his health deteriorated, and ﬁnally in his early
seventies it got so bad that the doctors said he needed heart
surgery but were afraid he could not survive the procedure.
He told them to go ahead. He had quadruple bypass surgery
in Halifax and shortly after he was going strong again. Our
Dad passed away on March 27, 2004 at 87 and a half years
old, and nothing stopped him. He drove himself to the hospital on a Thursday and went peacefully and alert on Saturday
about noon.
Now, when I was providing information for my grandfather’s induction into the Atlantic Salmon Museum Hall of
Fame, I looked more closely at those series of small photos
that were in the dusty old box with my mom’s bible and war
mementos. At ﬁrst, I had dismissed them as unimportant but
when I had them enlarged, I realized they were pictures of
Harry’s camp, the “Outlaws,” and of Bradbury Pool. Those
were dated 1943.
And then there were others—my dad, still in his uniform, cutting wood for a ﬁre. My mom was also present in
this series. Oh, how beautiful and elegant she was, dressed
to the nines while “dining” in the wilderness with dad. The
treasure hoard of long-ago photos also has her standing by
a canoe on the banks of Bradbury Pool and watching my
grandfather play a salmon.

MICHAEL M. DEAN. DEPARTMENT OF NATIONAL DEFENCE / NATIONAL ARCHIVES OF CANADA, PA-146868.

namesake as, like my grandfather, he is an excellent angler
who can catch ﬁsh in a mud puddle or a water bucket.
My dad was a little stubborn. He had his ﬁrst heart
attack at 47 years old and the doctor told him he should
never work again. He told the doctor that there was no way
in hell that he was going to spend the rest of his life in a
rocking chair, and he didn’t. He had numerous heart attacks,
took numerous pills daily and took nitroglycerin like you or
I would drink water. When he felt an attack coming on, he
would put the nitro under his tongue, sit down for a few minutes and then continue doing whatever it was he was doing.
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It didn’t take long for Ellis Bradbury to transform from artillery Sergeant back to salmon angler (above).
And as the author discovered, it took even less time to reunite with his girlfriend on the Miramichi River.

Through the NB Archives I learned that Harry Bradbury
sold his camp on August 20, 1946. This could only mean that the
pictures of my mom and dad would have had to have been taken
the previous fall right after he returned from over six years
away at war, the moment he was discharged in Fredericton! It
also explains why he was in uniform.
Taking two kids ﬁshing on the Miramichi following the
death of my mom must have been difﬁcult for my dad. It now
became clear why he took all that trouble to load the canoe to the
gunwales with gear and children. For him, the Miramichi was
a refuge, a place to get away, reﬂect and remember good times,
true love, and memories from an earlier time—his wife and the
love of his life, my mother, and his father, my grandfather, who
instilled the love of ﬁshing and wilderness in him and who also
died in 1956.
And so, where else would he choose to meet “his girl” when
he returned from the war, and who knows, perhaps even propose? Yes, of course he would obtain a pass to bring her to the
North Branch of the Southwest Miramichi River. I could just
hear him poling the canoe to the bank, and calling out “Myrt,
time to boil the kettle!”
A true love story indeed.

Charles Bradbury lives in Fredericton, New Brunswick. He still wets a line at his dad’s camp near
Millville. His last salmon ﬁshing trip was a retirement present—a few days at Larry’s Gulch.

EPILOGUE
August 10, 2019, with two of my brothers, George
and Harry, and Harry’s son, Brandon, I took part in
J.D. Irving’s open house that it holds each year at its
tree farm operation in Juniper. After the barbecue
and festivities, we politely declined to go on a guided
tour of the company’s sylviculture operation. Instead,
we made our way down the a forest road to nearby
Bradbury Pool (see group photo, p.47).
It had been over 60 years since my brother George
had been there and it was the ﬁrst time in their lives
for Harry and Brandon. The four of us stood together,
each in his own thoughts. How lucky were we! So
many had failed to return from the war and pick up
the lives and loves they had left behind. Now, here we
stood together, a loving family, still ﬁshing and enjoying the tranquil beauty of the Miramichi, able to
reﬂect on how its timeless ﬂow has strengthened the
legacy of our parents and grandparents.
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