
LETTER TO MOTHER         No. 1 General Hospital 
            Presbyterian U.S.A. 
            France 
            22/7/1918 
Dear Mother, 
 Of course, you will know long before you get this that I have been wounded.  I hope it hasn’t been 
reported in a way to frighten you, because there is nothing wrong.  About 10 days ago I was put into “B” 
Company temporarily as “A” was pretty strong.  We were in supports for a time and had a very quiet time, 
which surprised me, as we were on a much-talked-about part of the Somme front.  Later we moved into the 
front line and on the evening of the 17th, we had a hop over at 9.45pm, just as it was getting dark.  In fact it 
was quite dark before the affair was over.  We had to go 1,100 or 1,200 yards…just a local affair to straighten 
the line.  I went about 700 yards alright when I felt something like a kick from a mule in the back of my left leg 
and my foot went into the air and wouldn’t come down.  I didn’t quite comprehend what was wrong till I felt 
blood running down my leg.  Then I lay down and after a while, as things were lively, crawled 3 or 4 yards to 
a shell-hole.  I went down feet first and I nearly fainted then though the blood leaving my head but I got down 
level again and felt alright.  After a while some chaps came along and bandaged me up, and about an hour 
later after I was hit, I got a stretcher to carry me out to the aid post where I was bandaged again.  My leg was 
feeling quite numb by then, but the nerves in my foot were burning and have been ever since.  That is the 
only pain I have had.  I have never felt the wound itself.  I then had about 5 miles pretty rough trip over 
shelled tracks…no shells though…partly on the stretcher and partly in a motor.  Stopped for a few minutes at 
a dressing station and then changed motors and had about 3 hours ride and arrived at a C.C.S. at 5am.  By 
that time I had had quite enough of the motor.  They are pretty steady but there is a fair amount of vibration 
and after a while it gets tiresome.  Got nothing to eat at the C.C.S. as I was to be operated on.  Was X-rayed 
during the morning.  The piece went in 4” or 5” above the left knee at the back and then travelled 5” or 6” I 
think.  No bones or arteries are touched, although I believe it has done something to the nerves.  About 5pm I 
was taken to the theatre and put on the table, but they just put a fresh dressing on and took me off again.  I 
was disappointed as I was hoping to get the burning stopped when the piece was out.   
 About 5pm the next day we left there in the ambulance train…the only time out of 3 trips when I would 
have really appreciated a steady train and the only time I didn’t get one.  The carriages were French ones 
converted and the brakes were worn and jerky.  However, I survived and arrived here at noon the next day.   
 This is a seaside resort where I am, I believe it is very pretty.  The hospital is in the Casino on the sea-
front.  It is a very fine hospital…American, with good attention and clever doctors.  The only fault I have to 
find with it is, that nobody except disabled men, are sent to Blighty from here.  I have had nothing done to me 
here yet.  I will probably be X-rayed again to locate the piece definitely and it may be taken out tomorrow.  I 
don’t think it is a big piece.  I haven’t seen the hole but I have been told it just looks like a wide cut about ½” 
long.  I can’t say what hit me.  It may be a ricochet bullet, though I don’t know why I should get a bullet in the 
back when advancing; or more likely it is a bit from one of our shells that landed short.  Fritz wasn’t giving us 
any shells then except for a few going right back.   
 It didn’t take me long to qualify for another holiday did it?  I was with the Battalion proper for just 5 
days.  I didn’t get any mail while I was with the crowd, but I have written from here to B.P.O. so I ought to get 
it in 2 or 3 weeks.  I haven’t time to think if there is any more to write about just now, as the Dr will be around 
shortly and the dressings have to be got ready.  I am lying on my back to write and have to go steady.  That 
is why the writing is so neat. 
 Love to all, 
  Your loving son, 
   Frank. 
P.S. 21 today!! 
 
 
  


