
The following is a transcription of a letter sent by Lt. Denis George 
Huscroft, of the Rocky Mountain Rangers of the Canadian Army, to his 
friend Sandy, while encamped on Kiska, Aleutian Islands, Alaska on 
December 22nd, 1943. 

Dear Sandy, 

 Hello old fellow, I certainly was very pleased to receive your letter 
of December 1st yesterday. Our mail service here is quite irregular, tho’ 
we usually receive our deliveries about twice monthly. 

 So you are on the prairies again, and my congratulations on your 
fine success, and dogged persistence in acquiring your bombers wing and 
three V’s.  I have often thought of your whereabouts, and wondered how 
you made out in your flying.  I took a company of men up to Ucluelet for 
recruit transfer last February, and while waiting for the Lady Ross to 
clear for the trip back, called in at the R.C.A.F. fire squad to inquire for 
you and there learned you had left for the air-crew, to train I believe at 
Patricia Bay.  I could not seem to get in touch with you again. 

 I have not been home to the valley for over a year and a half now, 
but hope to during 1944.  I am glad to hear you intend to resign from the 
bachelor’s guild, and wish you all the luck & happiness in your 
marriage; I don’t believe I met the lucky girl, but know you’ll both be 
extremely happy. 

 As to my own disposition Sandy, I was on instructional cadre at 
A16 C.I.T.C., Calgary, for a year after receiving my commission and 
while there met my wife.  We were engaged three weeks after meeting, it 
was one of those whirlwind, love at first sight courtships, and were 
married fifteen months ago. 

 I have certainly been very happy, and have a wonderful girl.  I 
hope you can meet her some day.  We moved all over the prairies and 
back, as I went from one centre to another, & finally went back to my old 
unit to come on this operation. 



 I left Canada last summer, and have now been in the Aleutians for 
six months.  I was on various duties, until we loaded for Kiska in August 
to blast hell out of the Japs & installations here.  Unfortunately the little 
termites left shortly before we hit the beaches, leaving apparently in a 
desperate hurry and all their equipment etc. was still here. 

 Some booby traps and land mines caused a few casualties, and I 
accidentally shot a man the second night, while on a patrol.  We learned 
a lot, of Japanese installations & living conditions, & collected various 
souvenirs, otherwise nothing much of interest.  I was quite disappointed 
but nevertheless agree this was the easiest way.  We’ve been busy since, 
setting up camp & preparing for winter.  The weather gets rough up 
here; I never saw a wind so powerful, or blizzards so consistent and 
whirling.  The only relief from monotony is the black Canadian rum, - 
that’s if you can take it for long enough to send you to dreamland. 

 We live in tents, - everything is American issue, and we work with 
Uncle Sam’s troops consistently. 

 Our clothes is very good, & built for this type of country, we fare 
quite well throughout and all are very healthy.  No disease germs could 
live in Kiska, I’m quite convinced. 

 The country is absolutely barren, nothing but rocks, ice and snow - 
very hilly and each island has a volcano.  I had a bath in some hot 
springs further up and cooked a “C” ration on a sulpher bed, with the 
wind chasing a blizzard about 3 feet above my head. 

 I’m surely anxious to get back to Canada, & become quite restless 
at times.  My little girl is a month old today, & I’m sure the proud old 
man.  I was hoping for a boy, but it’s of no consequence, the little girl 
does perfectly, & we call her Shirley Anne.  The wife is in Calgary, 
Sandy, at 1235 W 10th Ave, if you should ever be around that way.  Well, 
best of luck, I sure hope we’ll see each other next year.  Adios for now.  
Keep in touch with me. 

 Your old pal “Red”.


