SA Ref. 2241/1

This is a letter from an ordinary soldier who has been wounded.  He is writing from a war hospital in Bristol to a friend in Ironbridge.  In his letter he describes how he got injured. 

Dear Glyny,

Many thanks for your welcome letter which I received this morning.  Mother told me you were going to Birmingham for an exam, I suppose it was rather stiff but I hope you will soon be hearing you were successful.  Well Glyn, as you said in your letter, it was rather silly of me to get in the road of Fritz’s scrap-iron but then it gave me no warning so what could I do!

(2)

Perhaps I can explain the part of front we were in when I got hit.  I daresay you have read about Nouquet Farm it formed a very important part in the taking of Thiepval. Well we had been in the trenches five days then we came down to this farm (about 3 mile behind the line) for a rest, we went into some old trenches.  We were told to make what shelter we could so Billy Samuels and I cut a hole in the side of the trench just big enough to sit under.  But we had a look round and we found one that had been made by some other regiment, it had a few sandbags on the roof and was all complete so five of us crushed into it and passed rather a pleasant night, of course the silence was relieved by a few shells occasionally. At 
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any rate, we stayed there till about eight a.m. and then one chap said to his mate “keep in side or you will get a Blighty one”: he hardly said the words when a shell came through top; it killed him instantaneously and left us four unhurt. 

I tell you Glyn it is marvellous the escapes a chap has out there yet you are expecting every minute to be your last: and the sights, well I won’t talk about them, all I say is that I do not want to go out again.  I am quite satisfied with what little bit I have experienced.  But still old man, I don’t think I shall go out again as 
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I think I have lost the use of my left hand - but for heavens sake do not tell anyone likely to tell mother.  I have not told her as it will only worry her more and too, I live in hope that these doctors may be able to fix me up, in time. 

Poor Samuels got it worse than me.  We were walking in single file from the farm, as we had orders to relieve the Canadians when we had been there a day, so we were just going up and I was walking behind him when we got hit.  We had stuck together all through and I am anxious to hear from him.  Thanks awfully for your photo its really grand.  I note the dogs leg with “every noble sir”.  Please excuse the scribble you know why.

Your old pal Vern.

P.S.  Please remember me to all at your home and let me have another letter soon.
