Guided reading week 3

Letters home.

When you joined the armed forces
in WW1 you would rarely get home
leave (a holiday where you could
retrn home for a few days).

This meant that the only way you
could communicate with your friends
and family was by writing a letter or
sending a postcard.

Soldiers wrote lots of letters back to
their friends and family, telling them
anout events and what was
happening




No. 14891 C. Coy 12th Glosters

B.E.F. France

February 21st 1916
Dear Sir,
I'was very pleased indeed to receive a letter from you yesterday, and am glad to hear that Christy
is better. He told me he had to return to bed with a fresh cold when I heard from him last - about
a fortnight ago. I fear he had a very rough time, although I must confess that many of us envied
him when we heard he was in England again, his chest is not strong enough to stand the exposure.

People at home can never realise what it means to be in a narrvow trench with mud and water up

to our knees and often deeper! The first time we went into the trenches lots of our men got

hopelessly stuck in the mud and had to be dragged out by their comrades. I thought it was rather
a joke until I experienced the same thing myself. I cannot describe the awful sensation of feeling
one’s feet sinking deeper and deeper in mud which appeared in some places to be bottomless and to

be quite powerless to help oneself! I actually had to be dug out with a spade! We thought more

about the mud than the German bullets - although we got our share of those and quite a brisk
shelling at times. However I am glad to say that we have said “Goodbye” to the trenches - for the
present at any rate. We have been stationed at a village about 25 miles from the firing line for the
past five weeks and past Wednesday we came still further back. We had a march of about 15 miles
that day in weather which was by no means ideal. There was quite a gale blowing against us and
we were wet through before we got halfway here. Jowever the rain cleared off in the afternoon
and our clothes had got nearly dry by the time we reached our new billets.

Trusting this will find ‘Mvrs Blathwayt and yourself in the best of health, and thanking you very

much for writing.
I remain, Yours Respectfully,
James Hedges



of the actual letter he sent
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Have you ever received a letter?

How did it make you feel when you saw it and then when you opened
it?

Soldiers Me




Inside the soldier.

How will the soldier feel when he sends and receives
letters?

What sort of feelings will he include in his letters?

Around the soldier

What could the soldier write about?

What would he want to tell his family?

Do you think he will tell his famly everything? Why?




People at home can never realise what it means to be in a narrow
trench with mud and water up to our knees and often deeper! The
first time we went into the trenches lots of our men got hopelessly
stuck in the mud and had to be dragged out by their comrades. I
thought it was rather a joke until I experienced the same thing
myself. I cannot describe the awful sensation of feeling one’s feet
sinking deeper and deeper in mud which appeared in some places
to be bottomless and to be quite powerless to help oneself! I
actually had to be dug out with a spade! We thought more about
the mud than the German bullets - although we got our shave of
those and quite a brisk shelling at times. However I am glad to
say that we have said “Goodbye” to the trenches - for the present
at any rate. We have been stationed at a village about 25 miles
from the firing line for the past five weeks and past Wednesday
we came still further back. We had a march of about 15 miles that
day in weather which was by no means ideal. There was quite a
gale blowing against us and we were wet through before we got
halfway here. However the rain cleared off in the afternoon and
our clothes had got nearly dry by the time we reached our new

billets.
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