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The children of Maxwell Francis Wood( -1936) and Mrs Wood (J W?)
Evelyn Maxwell, born March 31st 1887, died April 21st 1982
John Ormiston, born December 8th 1890

Wilfred Basil, (Basil) born June 6th 1893

Patrick Douglas, (Douglas) born December 14th 1896, died  November 10, 1917

The Children of John Fitzroy Beresford Peacocke and Florence Henrietta, nee Pilling
1. Blanch

2. Frederica Isabel Mary

3. Egerton Francis Joseph (Frank)

4. Muriel

5. Paul (died in infancy)

6. Hilary James Loftus Fitzroy

7. Cyril Thomas de Quincey (killed WW1 March 19, 1918)

8. Noel

9. Madeleine Veronica

The children of Hilary James Loftus Fitzroy Peacocke and 

1st wife, Evelyn Maxwell, nee Wood

1. John Fitzroy Beresford (Jack)

2. Audrey Florence   d. 1996

3. Cyril Francis  July 18, 1915 - July 14, 1996

4. Douglas Patrick  d.1978

5. Geraldine Patricia

2nd wife, Edna
1. Hilary

Note:  ******** indicates indecipherable words in letters.
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25 Russell Crescent, Rotorua, 6 May 1997

Dear Andrew

Here are a number of the old letters. Rather random, because I have not been through all of them – and do not know who some of the correspondents are.

Very much to be kept with awe and sadness are the cables to Cyril’s mother’s father (Francis Wood) to say that his son (Patrick Douglas) was wounded, and then dead.

His father (actually mother) has written on the envelope “To say my darling boy was dead”.

Cyril’s mother was Evelyn Maxwell Wood (born 1887).  Her brothers were Wilfred Basil (born 1893), Patrick Douglas (born 1896) and John Ormiston (born 1890).  

The family home was ‘Glenburn’, Manurewa, which was a farm. By the time we used to drive through Manurewa on the way to Auckland the land had all become housing, and the old farm house was close to the road. The last time we saw it, it had become a MacDonald’s (cnr Weymouth and Great South Road). After Cyril’s mother and father parted, she (Evelyn) went back to Manurewa to live with her father and brothers (and Geraldine) while Cyril, Audrey and Douglas went to relations and Jack stayed with his father.

Her brother Basil took over the farm when her father died and she never got on well with him.
Also killed in  World War 1 was Cyril Peacocke, after whom our Cyril was named (also Buster). He was the brother of Cyril’s father Hilary.
Anyway I’ll send you these to be going on with.  There are some letters from an Edinburgh solicitor about money, and the name Ormiston comes up – obviously some family connection.

I’ll send you the rest later.



Love




Mother (Sheila Peacocke)
CATHOLIC HALL,
TRENTHAM MILITARY CAMP, N. Z. June 6/6/16





A Coy,
17th Reinforcement, 
Trentham

Dearest Mother




I received your letter today and was pleased to hear from you. I do hope you are feeling better than you were when I left. Please do not worry as I am as happy as anyone could be. The only thing is it is not very nice being away from home and you not feeling well. But if you will promise not to worry and Keep eating your food, I will be as happy as the day is long. I will then know that you will continue to keep well. Do not be surprised to hear that I am in charge of the 17th Reinforcement, as I have been offered two stripes, and if I go on in that way I will soon be Major, or some high officer in the Army (I don’t think). No, but there are a number of us being picked out as NCOs and my name is among those selected. I do not know the Result yet as the names do not go up before Head Quarters until tomorrow afternoon (Wednesday). Camp life is just alright, it is fairly cold here at night, and in the mornings. But as I said before we do not feel the cold very much as we have so many warm clothes. I am very surprised at Barney as I did not think he would do such a thing. Now Mrs Bodle will perhaps not have so much to say about her dear Barney. But nevertheless  I feel very sorry for the rest of the family, especially Daisy, as she says, she is very close to them.  The only thing for them to do now is all make it that hot for the Bonnie family that they will have to leave, they can do it if they set about it in the Right way. I do not know if  I told you about our trip to town in my last letter. However I will tell you again. We did not get a seat until after we had passed through Papakura. One after another we traded through the carriages , until we came to the officer’s car where we found the officer in charge, We at once told him our troubles and he very kindly said, “you had better stay where you are,” and ordered the other officers to make room for us. The Consequence was we had a first class Ride down, and shared fruit and sweets with our officer comrades. At the end of our trip they gave us any quantity of the already mentioned goods, which we were able to enjoy on our arrival in Camp. So you see we did not fair so badly after all. We did not sleep much as there were a good many of us, and we could not spare one another the Room. However we talked, played cards and amused ourselves in other ways, and passed the time away. Of course every time the train stopped we got out and had tea, if we could get it. At one station we had a bit of a dance on the platform. There was a band at the station and they Gave the boys leaving from that place a real Good send off. Some of the music they played made Splendid dance music and we took advantage of it. I might state that this was about 1 a.m.  I think I have told you all that happened on the way down and in my last letter I told you as well as I could what the camp is like. I was sorry to hear Auntie is not well I do hope she is better by now. I also hope you will get better news of Jack next letter. I told you we were Going to Get another uniform. We Received it on Monday. By the way if you think it is worth it, send me some handkerchiefs down. Should you have to buy them do not bother as I will get them in Wellington. I do not think it is Right about us Going to                    . The Reinforcement Bert is in I understand is to Go on Friday but that has nothing to do with us, as he is in the 16th and we are in the 17th. We get leave next Friday night and then I may get into Wellington. Well Mother as it is late and this Hall is about to close I will say Good night with lots of love and kisses from 

Your loving Son, Douglas

Please do not worry as I am well and happy. Excuse scribble.
Envelope

Postmark:
FEATHERSTON MILITARY CAMP



10JL - 7-30A      1916



Addressee:
Mrs Wood, Manurewa,Auckland






N.Z. EXPEDITIONARY FORCE







CATHOLIC INSTITUTE







FEATHERSTON CAMP








Saturday, July 8th 1916

Dear Mother



I received your letter a day or so ago, and was pleased to hear from you. As you will no doubt see by the top of this letter I am now in Featherston. We left Trentham at 6-30am on Friday morning and arrive here at 10am. The trip over the hills was not a bad one, It was fairly cold, But I did not mind that so much as I was seeing sights that perhaps I will never see again. To watch the Railway line and see how it is cut around hills, through hills, and bridges made over the gullies, would absolutely amaze one. You would think it impossible to make a Railway in such a place. The Featherston camp is not bad, I do not know if it is any better than Trentham, and I do not think it is any worse. The food is certainly very much better. Then again, the men, instead of having their meals in their own huts, all dine together in a very large Hall. I do not like that idea at all. The Huts are much nicer here, only having twenty men in each. All the Institutes are larger and nicer than Trentham. When I say (nicer)  I mean they look better. They are all built of wood and are finished off nicely inside, whereas those at Trentham are made out of Gav. Iron.  The canteen here is not half as good as the one at Trentham, not nearly so large and they do not keep such a good stock. Well now I  cannot tell you anymore about the Camp, as I have not had time to look about it, But will let you know more in my next. I really think the Camp will be closed for some little time on account of the sickness that is here. The hospital is absolutely full.  On Friday (the day we arrived here) something like 700 men paraded sick. Today Saturday, there were about 500 on the sick list. There were about seven out of our hut saw the Dr three of them having to go into the Hospital, two with colds and sore throats, and one with Measles. The Lupton family is having a bad spin. Henry is now in the Hospital with a very bad cold. He went in on Friday. The two other men, one of them was a fellow that used to work on the Railway at Manurewa, His name is Casey; the other man I do not know.  I am sending Eve a photograph of out Hut at Trentham and she will forward it to you. The rest of our party are fairly well, including myself.  As I have no more news I will say Good-bye. Hoping this will find you as it leaves me. In the best of health and spirits.







From, 
Douglas

Envelope

Postmark:
FEATHERSTON MILITARY CAMP



17JL - 7-30A      1916



Addressee:
Mrs Wood, Manurewa, Auckland
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CATHOLIC INSTITUTE







FEATHERSTON CAMP








Saturday, July 15th 1916

Dear Mother

I was pleased to receive your letter last Thursday evening and hear that you are still keeping well.  How is the Pater now? Is his cold better. I do not know what to make of Jack’s case. He must not feel ill or he would surely say so. Yet again it is strange that his temperature should stay so high so long.  I do not know but it seems funny to me. I wonder why Aileen could not stay at the place she was, as she knows how hard it is to get another place. It seems to me that she is just causing trouble for herself.  You said in your letter that you had not heard from Eve for a fortnight. Well I would not let that worry me, as you said, she has no help and of course finds it hard to write. I dropped her a few lines a day or so ago, and sent her a photo of our hut at Trentham, also a post card of the Camp. After she has finished with them, she will forward them on to you. The weather in Auckland does not seem to be the best. It is not too good here either. We have had a fair drop of Rain this last week. But it has not been so cold. Today is fine, it looks as though we are going to have a nice day tomorrow. There is plenty of mud down this way. You could almost float a boat in it. I am glad to hear Aunt Annie is well. I really should have written to her. But to tell you the truth I have not had the time. There are dozens of people I should write to But I cannot find the time to do so. I promised Miss Morris I would drop her a line, But so far I have not. Should you see her tell her that I hope she is well and that I have not forgotten her altogether. Remember me to Brightie should you see her and tell her I hope her cold is better. Do not give away any more of those photos until I have seen them. They may not be fit for anyone to look at for all I know. Why did Granny leave the cottage, she always said that she was going to make it her home. Is Barney with her still. I did not know young ******* was married I thought he was single and that he was going to stay with his Mother until his brother returned from the front. It was certainly good of Ivy Fenton to give me the scarf. But I do not know what to say if I write to her, as I have not seen either the scarf or the note. I have no use for either down here just now, so there is not much use sending them. They would perhaps would come in handy on the trip up in the train when I am coming on final leave, but it would do to send them later for that. I could not write to say they are lovely as I have not seen them, so what am I to do. If you think it better to send them down by all means send them also put in the parcel my braces off my good clothes as the ones I have are done. Did you receive the parcel containing the clothes I wore down. I posted them before I left Trentham. I do hope that Pater wins the Compensation Case, as it will be a big loss should he lose it. Tell him I wish him luck. The measles have been stopped so far, they do not seem to be spreading about the Camp. (Please excuse all mistakes after this as they have started to sing and I cannot hear myself speak) All our boys are well including myself. We are doing much harder training here than we did at Trentham.  Nearly every day we have a root march of about six miles. They make the distance longer each week as we go on, until we are marching about eighteen miles a day. Then we are ready for the march over the hills. As far as I know now I will be upon leave in about three weeks to a month from now. Bert McAnnally is on leave now, he will more than likely be down to see you. I suppose you know by now that Harry Bull is at last engaged to be married to Jannie Lupton. I nearly died when I first heard it. How is the Bike nowadays. Tell the Pater to keep a look to it, and see that it is not rusting. Tell him to watch the wheels especially, and keep plenty of oil on them. I have not had any leave yet as we are miles from anywhere and it takes a long time to go any place. Today we have had a holiday as there are Races at Trentham, and most of the officers have gone to them. Well Mother as I have nothing to say in the way of news I will have to conclude with lots of love. 







From








Your loving Son









Douglas


[image: image1.wmf]
Envelope
Postmark:
FEATHERSTON MILITARY CAMP





24JL - 7-30A      1916



Addressee:
Mrs Wood, Manurewa, Auckland
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FEATHERSTON CAMP








Sunday, July 23rd 1916

Dear Mother



I Received your letter and parcel on Friday last, and was more than pleased to hear from you once again. I am well now and continue to keep fit. My chest and arm were sore for a day or so But now they are both quite better. I did get the bag and rags you sent, but have forgotten to tell you when I wrote. I was pleased to hear Jack is starting to improve. Let us hope he will continue to do so. It is good news to hear he is having a mild winter over there. I think having no cold weather will be in his favour. It was strange Jack striking the fellows brother that helped to build the huts at Trentham. I have been very anxious to know how the Pater got on with his Compensation case. Every Auckland paper I see I look through and through it but can find very little about it. I suppose you will know by now who won the case. I do hope it was the Pater as 3 or 4 hundred pound is not a small sum to loose. From what you say the Judge must think he is in the right, and that is a big thing. It was good of old Granny to make the Cap. I wrote and thanked her for it and at the same time dropped Ivy Fenton a few lines. You were slow in hearing that Miss Jackes and ***** were engaged.  (Why) it is state news down here. I am sorry to hear that the old Captain Clayton is not well. It was just as well for him that he was close to the horse or else he would have been hurt badly. The weather here has been bad all the week and today it is Raining all it know how. All the boys are well, and are getting very fit and my foot is very well and does not seem to mind the marching. There is absolutely no news down here. I have not been out of Camp since I left Trentham. Well mother, as I am what they call Hut orderly today I must stop as I should be looking after the hut instead of writing. I really should not leave it but I thought they would not miss me for a few minutes. I will now say Goodbye, will write soon again, much love. 



From, 
Your affate Son,   Douglas

Please excuse mistakes writing etc I am in a dreadful hurry
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Envelope
Postmark:
FEATHERSTON MILITARY CAMP
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Addressee:
Mrs Wood, Manurewa, Auckland
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FEATHERSTON CAMP








Thursday, July 27th 1916

Dear Mother



I was pleased to Receive your letter yesterday & hear you are all keeping well. The weather here has been very bad for this last week or so Raining most of the time & fairly cold. We are all very well & have got over the Inoculation, But next Saturday we are going to be done again, so we all expect to feel a bit crook for a day or so. Should you not receive a letter from me next week you will know why. I will drop you a line as soon as I can After the rain there is plenty of mud down this way, especially on the Roads. They are almost knee deep. I think I told you there were a lot of tents in this camp. Well they call that part of the Camp, “Canvas Town”. Every reinforcement has to spend at least eighteen days in Canvas Town. One week before final leave & ten days after. We go under canvas next Thursday, & I can tell you I am not looking forward to it a bit, as the place is knee deep in mud just now & should we get bad weather. Well we are going to get wet as the tents leak very badly. There is one good thing about them however, & that is they all have wooden floors consequently a fellow has not to sleep on the damp ground. I saw Bert  ** tonight. He said he was sorry he could not get down to see you before he left but he really did not have the time. His Reinforcement march over the hills next Thursday & arrive at Trentham on Saturday. There is absolutely no news here. Things in camp are progressing in the same old way. I was sorry to hear the pater did not have better luck with his case But I suppose (1000 is better than nothing & is, no doubt, more than they would have given had he not made a fuss.

So the coal has arrived at last, now there will be no trouble in getting a good fire as you will always have plenty of coal. I am glad to hear Eve. & the Kiddies are well. I suppose the young fellow (Cyril) is walking by this time , it would be just lovely to see him again. Have you heard how Brightie is lately? I hope there is nothing seriously wrong with her. I went to Communion last Sunday. The Priest is a very nice man & is very young I do not think he has seen thirty yet. Before he came to Featherston he was out at the front & can or course tell some very astonishing stories. I think he is the cleverest man I have ever struck. It would be a pleasure to sit and hear him speak for half a day. He speaks so plainly & puts everything is such a way that a child could understand him. Fancy Mrs Corrin’s tea not being such a success as Mrs Baileys. I would have thought that she could have beaten Mrs B. by a good sum. I was so sorry to hear Frank Clayton is so bad. My word that man has had more than his share of trouble. How is the old Capt? Is he better yet. He must have got a good shake up. Well Mother as time is going on, & I will have to report at the hut before 9.30 I must stop. So will say Goodnight with lots of love







From








Your affati Son

Douglas


[image: image3.wmf]
Monday Oct 2nd, (1916) 7th Day Out, At Sea

Dear Eve

I was so pleased to receive your letter a day or so before leaving N.Z. I am sorry I have not written to you before this But I was going to drop you a few lines before I went aboard and then at the last I was so rushed I had not time to write to anybody. I must first of all thank Hilary and you for the wire you sent me before leaving. It was kind of you to think of it. Well as you will no doubt see by this, I am now far away from little N.Z. Today is the 7th day out. As I suppose you already know we did not go out of the Wellington harbour until Tuesday morning the 26th Sept. Some of the firemen forgot to return, the consequence was, we had to wait for them.

So far we have had a very good trip, only one day at all rough, and that was not very bad. We do not do much during the day. Just a few hours of Physical drill. We are now sailing along the coast of Australia - Going across the big Bight. You will see by the postmark where this has been posted. We are now about two days sail from this town. For the last three days we lost the sight of land. On Saturday morning we could see it again. This was the coast of Tasmania. By Sunday morning we had lost it again. All in our party are very well, Albert Lupton was sick for a day or two, But now he is quite well again.  I have not been sick so far. Have had every meal.  The transport is not a bad boat at all, She is fast and is fairly large. The food we get is not the best But nevertheless I think I will be able to live on it until we arrive in England. The coffee they give is absolutely not fit to put down a drain. Our bunks are not so bad, the only trouble being they are rather close together. No doubt by the time you Receive this Mother will be with you. Do not let her worry. Before I left she promised me she would not. As I suppose you already know the Pater came down to see me off. I almost wished he has stayed at home. He looked dreadful. I did not think he would he would have ever troubled about my leaving. Poor old Dad. Never shall I forget the look on his face, as the boat left the wharf. It was too dreadful. I am sure I cannot explain to you how he looked  As I have already said, “I shall never forget it. No, not if I live to be one hundred.”  Mind you I was in Wellington and spent the weekend with him. He did not say anything very much about it and seemed to be very pleased with himself, and everybody about him. I think he needs a trip as well as the Mater, and wants to be looked after. If Father Returns and you stay in Gisborne I think it would be a good idea if he came down and stayed a while with you. It would no doubt do him the world of good, I will write to him as often as I can. How are all the dear Kiddies? I hope they are all well. Give them all a kiss for me. Well Eve as I have more letters to write I must say goodbye, with lots of love and kisses to all and May God Bless and keep you all from harm and sickness is the wish of your loving.



PS Please excuse scribble and all mistakes as I am writing *****. I think this address will find me. Do not send anything else but letters as I am not yet sure.



Douglas




26955





Pvt P. D. Wood






A. Coy







17th RTS  GPO Wellington
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At Sea

Dear Eve



Just a line or so to say I am very well and that things are progressing in the same old way.  Tonight the wind is strong and the sea fairly rough. I would like to tell you where we are and what we intend to do but I am sorry to say I am not allowed. Has a lovely time in --- our last port. The people were very good to us.  For three days we did nothing else but enjoy ourselves. As I have not time to write and tell you all about it this mail I will have to leave it until the next. In this paper you may be able to find a little news, about our doings on board. Must close now, as they will not allow me to say more. Will drop you a line or so first chance. Wishing you a very merry Xmas and a bright and happy New Year.




From

 





 Douglas











No 2 Sling Camp









Bulford, England










Dec 3rd 1916

Dear Jack

Just a line to say I am still alive and kicking. The weather is dreadfully cold - Frost every morning. For the last three mornings we had been on the range at seven o’clock. By Jove talk about cold hands and feet. It was no joke I can tell you. I do not think we will be here much longer ** going to France. What part I do not know. I have not been to London yet But I understand we all get leave from Tuesday next until Friday morning. So you see we will have three clear days in the large city. There are hundreds of flying machines in this part of the world. I am trying hard to get a ride in one of them. As far as I can tell a fellow is as safe as a church in one. However, I am in hopes of getting up in one before I die. There is absolutely no news here. The rest of the Manurewa boys are well and fairly fit. 

How are you keeping nowadays? I hope well. I wrote a line or so to Aileen the other day. What little news there was I told her. No doubt she will tell you all about it.  Must now close as time will not allow me to say more. Please excuse scribble etc. But I am in a dreadful hurry. Will write a longer letter next mail and tell you all about my trip to London. Goodbye with lots of love to you and Aileen. Hoping this finds you both well and in the best of spirits.






From  

Douglas
Dec 11th 1916, Sling Camp,Bulford, England

Dear Eve



Just a line or so to say I am still alive and kicking. As you will no doubt see by this I am still in camp on the Salisbury Plains. So far our company have been very lucky.

About  half the reinforcements have gone over to France already. We have had the luck to be part of the draft kept back. I thought at first that we would be here about three weeks. (The same as the 16th) But now I do not think they will send us away until after Xmas. I have not been to London yet. We are to get six days Xmas leave. That is to say if we are here. Should we get notice to go away at once we will only get three days off. The same as the other fellows got. So you see, if we are here for Xmas, we ill have a good time. But as I have already stated, Nothing is certain. Things are bad at the Front just now. The weather continues to be very cold. Today we had a good deal of snow. Needless to say, Before it really did snow, it was fairly cool. We are still training very hard. Last Friday, Sir J Ward and the Hon. W J Massey were here. In the afternoon we had a mass parade and a march past. Both Gentlemen look very well, and seem to be having a real good time. They have been all over the place. Even to France. The other day I met Stanley Brooks. He is splendid and looks the picture of health. He said he had received several letters from Lady Jackes (Kitty). He asked all about everybody, and wished to be remembered to you all. As his feet would not stand the long marches, they have given him a job in this camp. The rest of the Manurewa Boys are all well and fairly fit.

Up to this date I have not received one letter from Mother. I cannot understand it at all. Some of the boys get as many as seventeen in one mail. I got two letters from Ilma Campbell, and one from Aileen. And that is all the mail I have received. However I am in hopes of getting a letter from home soon. The printed matter inside will give you some idea of what life in this camp is like. It is very true But we but we are getting used to it now, and think nothing of it. I forgot to tell you in my last letter, to address all letters to the same place - G.P.O Wellington. Don’t forget to put the number on (26955)

[image: image5.wmf]
Somewhere in France Eve Dear






Wednesday Jan 10th 1917

Dear Eve



Just a line or so to say I am still alive and kicking, and hoping you are the same. I an trying to write this in bed. So please excuse writing etc. Things are about the same in camp. The weather has been bad for the last two days.  Raining most of the time. We have had a fair amount of snow. Needless to say it has been fairly cool. There is a lot of news I would like to tell you, but I am afraid I am not allowed to mention it. However we are all fairly well and I suppose that is the main thing. As I have already told you we are not overworked. Are having rather a good time. I was speaking to Mr C Butterworth a day or so ago. He says he is well and looks the picture of health. He has been out of the trenches for some months now but has seen a lot of fighting in his time. The postcards I have sent you are not the best; but will give you an idea of the fancy work done here. How are things down your way nowadays? How is Hilary and the dear wee ones?  I hope they are all well. I cannot understand what has happened to Mother. I have not received a line from her yet.  In fact I have not heard from any member of the family since I left N.Z.  Sometimes I hear a little from the other Boys, But I can tell you it is not very much. To get a letter from home is like another final leave nowadays. I wrote a few lines to Jock the other day. I suppose he got the letter alright. How is conscription working in N.Z.?  Are the reinforcements coming up alright? Do you know if A.G. (from Manurewa) is in camp yet? I am expecting to hear he is a married man now. Well Eve, as time will not allow me to say more, I will have to say Goodbye, with lots of love and kisses to all, and Hoping this finds you as it finds me in the best of health and spirits.





From






Douglas




Somewhere in France, Eve Dear, 
Tuesday, Jan 23rd 1917

Dear Eve



Yours of October 24th received on Sunday last. Needless to say I was delighted to hear from you. I got three letters from Mother the same day. This is the first mail I have received from home, since I landed in this part of the world. How glad I was to hear Mother went down to Gisborne. I hope the trip has done her good. I really think the Pater should go away for a while. A change would do him no harm. So you are all spending Xmas in Auckland. The change no doubt will do you, and the dear wee ones a lot of good. But it comes fairly hard on poor Hilary in more than one way. However I suppose everything is done for the best. I am pleased to hear Jack has been so well. As you say, “God grant he may continue to improve.” What I fine boy Cyril must be. I would love to see him now. I have to thank you very much for the parcel you have posted. I will let you know when I receive it. It was kind of you to think of Dec 14th. But as Mother told you, I have everything I want just now. Later on I may need something. Do try and stop Mother from worrying. God only knows it is bad enough. But if Mother starts to worry it will make things ten times worse.

I hear J**ck’s friend is in Camp at last. They seem to be having some fun with the Lady of the family. Good enough for them (I say).

How sorry I was to hear that Mr Peacocke is so ill. By Jove that family have had their share of trouble. Things are about the same over here. The weather is fair, But very cold. It is a hard job to get a wash in the mornings, as the water taps are usually frozen. I can tell you it is very cold all day. The Sun does not warm the air very much. Our clan, as you call them are all fairly well and happy. How is Mrs B***** nowadays?  Does she still come over to see Mother.

Wednesday Jan 24th 1917

I received yours of December 5th yesterday and was very pleased to hear once again from you. It is good of you to write when you have such little time to yourself. You said that you did not think Mother was so well. She has told me what is the matter. Certainly Jack’s trouble must be worrying her a good deal. But her main trouble is Basil, and the way he is going on. Because she spoke to him about not helping the Pater to milk he rushed away down the Valley for some days.  When he did come home he would not speak to her. Consequently she thinks she has done wrong, and as she said in her letter to me, “she feels absolutely alone now.”  If you saw the letter she wrote it would surprise you. I am sure I do not know what to do about it. You might speak to him and tell him from me that he had better pull himself together, or else there will be trouble ahead for him.

If I ever return, My God, I will make it hot for him the rest of his life. I would not like to write all I think as this letter has to pass through so many hands. But I will remember this little matter. I cannot think of anything bad enough to call him. As far as I can see, things must be in a bad way. You might get Mrs Middleton to speak to him. She may be able to do something. It seems a hard thing that Mother is unable to enjoy life in her own home. However, you act in the way you think best. I am glad to hear Hilary is up. What ever you do, don’t jump, and roar, at him in front of Mother, as I know that will worry her more than anything.

I think it rather a good plan for the Pater to build another cottage. He will have no trouble getting rid of it, I am sure. I am pleased to hear that the Musical Society is still progressing well. It was good of you to go and see poor Aunt Anne. She would be so glad to see you. It would please Mother also. I hope B********* is better. She has been ill for a long time now. Claude De C****right must have had a very fair sail. I would like to have Ivy  **sley’s address. I did not know she was in England. I always thought she was somewhere in ******. However, should I ever meet her I will know who she is at once. Must not say Goodbye, as time will not allow me to say more. Please excuse mistakes, scribble etc, as I am in a dreadful hurry. My hands are absolutely blue with the cold. You have no idea how cold it really is. Lots of love and kisses to all not forgetting the dear wee ones.





From Douglas



France, Feb 5th 1917

Dear Eve

Just a line or two to say I am still in the land of the living and hope you are the same. The weather continues to be very cold. Everything gets frozen, even the bread. Last night we had a fairly heavy fall of snow. In many places the snow is five inches deep. There is absolutely no news in this part of the world. I suppose you will be home by the time this reaches you. How did you leave Mother? I hope she is feeling better. She will miss the dear wee ones very much.

How is Hilary keeping nowadays? Did he spend Xmas in Auckland. I am looking out for a letter from you every day. It is lovely to get a letter from N.Z. and hear all the news.  I have not received a letter from Mother for some time now.  How is that black Devil behaving himself?  Do you know if he has been causing any more trouble? I suppose Miss Jackes is married by this time. 

Must close now, as I am not allowed to write more than two pages at once. Best wishes to all and a kiss all round for the dear wee ones.








Douglas








France, Feb 20th, 1917

Dear Eve



Yours of Dec 20th Received a day or so ago.  Needless to say I was pleased to hear once again from you.  The parcel you were so good to send arrived in splendid condition about the same day. Many thanks for the nice pipe. It was just what I wanted. I Received a letter from Mother by the same mail.  In it she told me a little about the way she had been treated by your lovely Brother.  Now, I do not want to offend anyone, But I think you and Basil should be absolutely ashamed of yourselves. In Mother’s letter I could see ****  **** had fallen on the **** (That is an absolute fact.) She seems to be broken hearted. Basil (comes into the house and never speaks to her, this you no doubt have seen for yourself.)  When Audrey fell off the chair on the verandah, you roared at Mother like a mad thing. (Good God, She did not make the child fall,) + then, to cap it all, you would not allow the poor little girl to go to town with her. You went to town yourself a day or so after, and got Basil to come and look after the children. That was a nice smack for poor Mother.  As much as to say she was not capable of taking care of the children. When you came home you found two of your children sitting at their tea table, nice and clean, your baby was in bed, fed and bathed, which Basil did not do. I asked you all to look after Mother. I must say you are doing it in a very nice way. (I don’t think) Even at the dinner table Mother was not ***** *******. After having her tea she had to go to bed. As she says herself; “there was nothing else to do for one so lonely, weary + absolutely broken hearted.” As far as I can see Mother has been treated absolutely in the most disgraceful manner I have ever heard of.  We all know, she has not much longer to live, + as far as I can see, everybody is trying to make the last few years of her life as miserable as they can for her. I can assure you, (that kind of thing is going to stop at once.) I will make it hot for somebody before I am done. Must close now. So will say Au Revoir. Hoping this finds your and the children as it leaves me in the best of health and spirits. {Keep this little lot to yourself.} 






From 







Douglas





France, Tues Feb 27 1917

Dear Eve



As you will no doubt see by this I am still in the land of the living. All in our clan are well and feeling fairly fit. The weather is much better. It is not so cold. I can assure you I have had enough of cold weather to do me for some time to come. Things are going along in the same old way. There is absolutely no other news here. I have a lot of news I would like to tell you but I’m afraid I’m not allowed to mention it.  As I have already told you I am not allowed to speak of anything military.  I have not received any letters from home for some time now. Needless to say I am looking out for them every day. I heard that Jock is about to go into Camp. Is that true?  How are the dear wee ones nowadays. I hope they are well.  It’s ******* Hilary has fixed up his business by this time. What a dreadful worry it must have been for him. I do not know how it is but the poor fellow always seems to be in trouble. Let us hope that the new year will bring him better luck.  Must close now. So will say Au Revoir. Hope this finds you as it leaves me in the best of health and spirits.







From








Douglas

P S    Excuse scribble as I am in a dreadful hurry.
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2/3/17

Dear Mother



A few French coins to show you what they are like.  Their value in France and in England are as follows

5 Centimes  =  One Half penny (Eng

10   “           =    “    Penny

25   “           =   Two pence Half penny

50  “        (or Half Franc)    =    Five pence

100 “        (or one Franc)    =     Ten  “

The other coin is one I got in Durban.  As you will see it is worth two shillings.

I have told you that a Franc is worth Ten pence. Well we can get Ten pence for it in France but if we took it back to England we would not get more than Eight pence Half penny for it.  The French value their money at a slightly higher rate than we do.
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France,  8/3/17

Dear Eve



Just a line or two to say I am still very well, and feeling fairly fit. I have just received your letter written on Jan 1st. Needless to say I was delighted to hear from you. I am so pleased to hear that Mother is keeping fairly well. What a good thing it was for Hilary to be able to spend such a long time in Auckland. Poor fellow needed a holiday badly enough. I hope you all come to Auckland to live. I think it will be better for everybody concerned. I have always said that our friend  ** would never leave **. He knows too much for that. I was sorry to hear you had bad luck at the races. But if you enjoyed yourself I suppose thats the main thing. I was glad to hear that Jack is keeping fairly well and hope he continues to improve. I received all your letters written from Gisborne. The parcel arrived in splendid order. What a lovely little boy Cyril must be.[Cyril Francis Peacocke, aged 21 months] I would love to see him now. I have not received a letter from Mother this mail. No doubt it will arrive later. I got one from the Valley. They are all very well and seem to be having a good time. As you say, Basil is almost sure to be called up very soon. I am afraid he will have rather a rough time. However, I suppose he must do the same as others have done (Put up with it). I  was (talking?) to Charlie Butterworth the other day. He looks very well. Well Eve, I must close now as time will not allow me to say more. You may not hear from me for a week or two after this as I will be under different conditions. Do not worry as I am alright. Please excuse writing mistakes, etc, as I am in a dreadful hurry. Goodbye with lots of love and thousands of kisses to the dear wee ones and yourself.









Douglas

France,  March 26th 1917

Dear Eve


Just a line or so to say I am still in the land of the living and hope you are the same. I received a letter from Mother a day or two ago.  She said you and Hilary had gone home and seemed delighted that you had left little Audrey with her. I think it is just lovely for Mother. Having the little girl with her she will not feel so lonely. I suppose Basil will be in camp by this time. That will worry her a good deal. How does young Jack like being away from his Sister?  Poor little fellow will miss her when he wants someone to play with. There is absolutely no news in this part of the world.  Things are going along in the same old way. The weather has not been so good for the last week. We have had a fair amount of rain and it has been very cold. Our Clan are all fairly well. I have met a good few of the old Boys but I have not seen anything of Cyril. I have been looking all over the place for him.

I hope the photos will not frighten you. They were taken in a hurry and we look very rough. However after you have seen them drop them into the fire. I think it about the best place for them. Must close now as time will not allow me to say more. Will not say (Goodbye) just Au Revoir. Love to all and a kiss for the dear wee ones.








From









Douglas




France, May 3rd 1917

Dear Eve


Your letter date Feb 24th Received about a week ago. Needless to say I was delighted to hear from you once again. What a dreadful time you must have had with Hilary and the children all ill at the same time. I often wonder how you stood ******. The wee Boy must have been very bad. I do hope he is not going to be delicate all his life. It will be a terrible thing for you if his lungs are weak. If I were you I would let a Dr see him at once. It is better to be sure, than sorry. You know yourself that these things must be taken in time. 

So they have got poor old Harry Bull at last. I do feel sorry for him. From what I hear I think he is a bit of a fix. However it is a bit of very hard luck for him. 

I am glad young Jack likes going to school. You will have to keep your eye on him now, or else he will run very wild. I suppose poor old Mr Peacocke has gone by this. By Jove that family have had their share of trouble. So far I have been unable to find Cyril. I am always on the look out for him. I was very pleased to hear the good news of Jack. As you say he will be very delicate for the rest of his life. But it is better to have him that way than not at all. 

I have not seen anything of Luke Clayton yet. I think he must be in England somewhere. There is absolutely no news here. Things are about the same just now. The weather is beautiful. Thank God the cold winter days have gone, and I hope they will stay away until I am out of France anyway. The rest of the Manurewa clan are well but still stick together like glue to a ***** ***.  I have sent you a small parcel for May 31st. It is not a very beautiful thing but will give you an idea of the fancy work done here. Must close now, as time will not allow me to say more. So will say Au Revoir with love and best wishes for May 31st also June 1st.







From Douglas.
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Postmark:
FIELD POST OFFICE



Addressee:
Mrs H  J Peacocke, Te Karaka,  Gisborne



Re-addressed:

C/O J Wood Esq, Manurewa,  Auckland









France,  June 13th 17

Dear Eve.



No doubt you will be thinking I have forgotten you altogether, But I have not. You will understand when I tell you that we have been doing some very hard training lately. The result of which you will have seen by the paper. I have not had any time for writing at all. However now that I have a few minutes to spare, I am trying to write you a line or so to say I am still in the land of the living & hope you are the same. Your letter dated March 22nd Received May 24th. I was indeed delighted to hear from you once again. How glad I was to hear the good news of Jack. What a big weight off Mothers mind. I am sure it will be the making of him. So far I have received no letters from Jack. Some weeks ago I got a few lines from Aileen. She said Jack was going to a place known as Wentworth Falls to spend a week or two with his great friend Mrs Hughes. It is lovely for him to be able to get about a bit. But I hope he will not try & do too much, & throw himself back again. I am so pleased young John Willie likes going to school. Poor lad must feel very lonely without **** ** Audrey.

Fancy Herb passing the **. I do not think he will ever leave N.Z.  However I suppose he can only do his best. Mother told me all about the Wedding. I have been expecting to hear that bit of news for a long time.

Now, who knows the most? Auntie or the outside public? Later on the young lady will find out she has made a slight mistake. The weekly, you were so good to send arrived in splendid time. Just about six weeks. Many thanks for sending it.

Your letter dated March 30th came to hand a week ago. I was in the line at the time. For some unknown reason they cut out all letter writing in the trenches this time. Consequently I was unable to answer it at once.

I am very sorry to hear that Mr Peacocke is so bad. By Jove, that family have had their share of trouble. More trouble and worry for poor Hilary. I do feel sorry for him. He always seems to have a dreadful lot of worry. I do not know how he stands up to it all. I do not know how it is , But everything  he says, or does, seems to be wrong. Nothing goes the right way with him.

I was glad to hear the Pater got onto the Town Board. I am afraid he will make things hum in Manurewa for a while. ** far, as **** hear, there was a lot of excitement over it all. However I wish him the best of luck. Nancy Harding must be very flash in her car. There will be no holding her now. I hope you enjoyed the spin out to see Mrs Smith. I saw Willie Swears the other day. He looks well, But like many others, is not very fond of the War Zone. He has not been into the trenches yet. I told him I had received a letter from you lately. He wishes to be remembered to you, & to Hilary.

No doubt you will have seem by the papers that we have made an advance. I was in the thick of it all and with God’s help, managed to come through it all fairly well. I got a very slight cut on the hand from a bit of shell. I am very thankful to say I was not hit badly. ***** left the company, so you can see I was not bad. Albert Lupton got a wound on the arm very much like my own. He did not leave the company. Poor old Jack Freshney was wounded on the arm. His wound was just bad enough to get him away for a while to have  real food holiday. I think he was very lucky. After all the wounded man is by far the best off. There is no way I can express myself to tell you what the whole thing was like. Words cannot explain it. To say the least of it. (It was a Hell on Earth) Never before, in this war, or in any other, has there been a battle fought like it. Ted Kearney’s brother is among the missing. I am almost sure that he is killed, But of course do not know for certain. Ted, himself was not in the battle. So far, I have been unable to find Cyril Peacocke. I am sure I do not know where he can be. ***** bring this scribble to a close now, as time will not allow me to say more. Goodbye with lots of love & kisses







From








Douglas




France,  June 17th  17

Dear Eve


Your letter dated April 17th came to hand yesterday. I was indeed delighted to hear from you once again. How sorry I was to hear about the dear wee boy being so ill. You must have had a very anxious time with him. I am glad he was not bad for long. 


I was pleased to hear that Roy Cumming is back in N.Z. It is the best place for him. Tell Hilary to have a talk with him before he thinks of joining the army. Roy will know just how things are out here and if he does not put Hilary off the army Well there is something wrong somewhere. I am very sorry to hear about Mr Peacocke. Poor old man must be very bad. As you say, I am going to ignore the Laing push. By Jove, they are a bright lot of people I must say. I never hear a word from them unless I happen to write. Needless to say, I do not hear very often. Many thanks for writing to Ivy Ansley, a fellow never knows the day he may land in England. I was not at all surprised to hear about Herb being turned down. In fact, I quite expected to hear it. I think I told you a little in my last letter about the advance we made. Not only with our own dear lads in it, But there were hundreds of Australian troops with us. Some of the finest men I have ever seen. It was dreadful to see them going out, But it was worse to see the few that came back. Most of them bleeding from head to foot. We hear a lot about the heroes in this war. I cannot say enough for our stretcher bearers. They are the heroes. I am absolutely safe in saying, that everyone of them earn’t the V.C., although not one of them got it. When the battle field was being swept with heavy shell fire, those brave lads worked, hour after hour, with our wounded. God bless them all. As I have already told you, they cannot be praised too much. My dreadful wound is almost better. So far, I have heard nothing from Jack Freshney, but I think he is alright. His wound was not a bad one. The rest of the Manurewa Clan are well. I received a letter from Mother yesterday. She seems to be very well and fairly cheerful. But of course worried about Aileen and Jack wanting to get married. I must close now as  time will not allow me to say more. Please excuse scribble, mistakes etc, as there are thousands of shells flying about and I cannot hear myself think.

I am quite expecting to get a ****** any minute. Will say Goodbye, with lots of love, thousands of kisses to all. Will write again soon.








From









Douglas
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France, Monday, July 9th 17

Dear Eve


Your letter dated May 10th Received July 7th. Needless to say I was very pleased to hear from you once again. What an anxious time you have had while that dreadful ******* **** ****** was in Te Karaka. I sincerely hope the dear wee children are alright. I must say, this is a dreadful old world of ours. Everywhere a person goes he seems to strike trouble. Let us hope it will all end very soon. 

Cyril must be a lovely boy now. By Jove I would like very much to see him. I am sorry to hear Jock has been called up. It is a bit of hard luck for him. However, I suppose we can only hope for the best. 

I was delighted to hear Jack is keeping so well. I really think he is fixed up this time. It will not be very long before Mother has  **** **** ***** once again. Her mind will then be at rest. 

I am glad Roy Cumming has been moved to Trentham. They have put a good man in the right place. As for our friend, A.G. Well it has not surprised me a bit. I quite expected something of that sort to happen. 

The weather is fine but very hot in this part of the world.  The country is just lovely at this time of the year.  Everywhere one looks, his eyes are met with beautiful green crops. I often wish you could see them. It would really do your eyes good. Never before have I seen anything like ****. As far as I can see, this country will grow almost anything and what is more will grow it decently. 

So far, I have been unable to find Cyril Peacocke. I cannot understand it. I am sure I do not know where he can be. Am very sorry to hear about Mrs Peacocke. Poor old Mum has been ill for a very long time now. It must be dreadful for the rest of the family. The Manurewa clan are all very well. Jack Freshney is back with us again. He is looking splendid.   ***** **** *** ****  late I will have to bring this scribble to a close. So will say Au Revoir. Hoping this finds you all in the best of health and spirits.







From Douglas




Postcard









France, July 15th, 1917

Dear Dad



Just a P.C. in a hurry, to say I am still very well, I hope you are the same. There is absolutely no fresh news here. Things are just going along in the same old way. I hope you received my last letter alright. There is a good deal of news in it that might interest you. Thought you would like a post card something like this one, so would not let the chance pass. The weather here continues to keep fine, but fairly hot. The clan are all fairly well. Poor old Sid ******** is looking pretty thin, otherwise he is alright. Best of wishes and lots of love.

From Douglas
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France, Sept 6th 1917

Dear Mother



Your letter, Dated June 24th Received August 24th. Needless to say I was delighted to hear from you once again. I wrote you a line or two the other day to say I was well. I had *** time to write you a long letter. How pleased I am to hear Eve is home again. It will be lovely for you to have the dear child near you once more. I would ******  *** anything to be able to see the wee Boy now. He must be a fine lad, as you say, he will be quite a big Boy by the time I return. (That is to say, if I do return.) I remembered little Jack’s birthday But could not find anything to send him. I was thinking about him all day on August 10. He must be a lovely Boy now. When I think of his age it makes me feel quite old & important. I am so glad poor Hilary is doing so well & sincerely hope he continues to progress. I am sorry to hear Basil has been called up. Very hard luck for him. However I suppose we can only hope for the best. Needless to say I was dreadfully upset to hear about poor old Mr Peacocke. By Jove that family have had their share of trouble. As you say Mr Peacocke was a very nice man. Nothing was a trouble to him.  ********  you went to the house he made you very welcome. May his dear soul rest in peace. I was rather surprised to hear that the Pater even thought of selling the Place. I think the idea is a very foolish one. In fact, I think it is absolutely wrong of him to even talk of such a thing. However, I suppose the place is his, & he can do just as he like with it. You said in your letter that I did not say anything about myself. Well to tell you the truth **** is absolutely nothing to write about. I continue to keep in splendid health & have ***** the hot weather splendidly. As you say we have had a few thunder storms at times over here. Never before, have I heard thunder or seen lightening like we get in these parts. I thought Durban was bad enough, But , By Jove it is fifty times worse here. You have absolutely no idea what it is like. If poor Mrs Middleton was here I am afraid she would fade away. It is dreadful to say the least of it. I must thank you very much for having a Mass said for me. I am sure it was very good & kind of you to think of it. You could not have struck a better time.  Just a day or so before the big push across Messines. Once again I thank you. The slip of paper will give you an idea what the last little advance was like. No doubt you will have seen something about it in the paper. The second slip will give you an idea of what fun we have with **** in **** parts.

It is all very funny. But nevertheless it is true. I am glad you received the little parcel, & like the few things that were in it. You said in your letter that you were unable to send anything in return for it. But you send me something every mail, and that is your warmest love and blessing. I do not look for anything else. I am always on the lookout and longing for your letter. It is about all I have to look forward to nowadays.  Henry Lupton received a letter from Albert a day or so ago saying he was feeling fairly weak  ** **** he had been boarded? for NZ.  That is to say that he was going up before a board to see if he was to be sent back to NZ or not.  The rest of the Manurewa clan are well, & so far all progressing splendidly.  Some months ago I sent a small parcel to Eve. But I suppose it will never reach her. I want you to draw twelve or fifteen pounds our of the bank, (from my Banking account.) & buy yourself a new summer turn out. Get a nice Hat, a decent costume, a good pair of shoes, & any other little thing that you want, & and accept it from me as a birthday present. You are not to want for anything. Get absolutely the best money will buy. If you are not in the want of clothes, get anything you like. I am sure I do not know what you are in need of. But spend the money. There is nothing much I can send you from here. There again, there is always ********** of a parcel going astray. I will just leave it to you to do as just as you like in the *** & ***.  In the reply to this letter I want you to be able to tell me all about what you have got, & the amount of money you have spent. I received a letter from Eve a short time ago telling me about a poor Aunt ******. How sorry I am to hear the news. I sincerely hope she is not dangerously ill. More hard work for poor *********.   Remember me to them all and tell them I will write the first chance I get. I can assure you, I do not get much time to myself nowadays. You will have seen by the paper that the Main Body Boys are getting six months leave and are being sent back to NZ. They are badly in need of a holiday, But it is hard seeing them go. Well M***** dear, I will have to bring this dreadful scribble to a close. Please excuse .............. I am in rather a strange place, & cannot get any decent writing paper. If you could only see me trying to write these few lines you would laugh. “Au Revour” Just now, will write again very soon, Best of wishes for Dec 13th, and stacks of love and kisses.







From








Your loving Son









Douglas




Sept 10th 1917

Dear Eve



I have not written to you for ages. No doubt you will be thinking I have forgotten you altogether, But I have not. I have been meaning to scribble you a line or two for a long time now, But somehow something has always been prevented me from doing so.  Your letter written in June received August 29th. I was indeed delighted to hear from you once more. I can assure you it is lovely to get a letter from good old New Zealand now and again.

Needless to say, I was very pleased to hear you were in Auckland again. The dear children will keep poor Mother’s mind occupied a good deal. How sorry I was to hear the news about poor Aunt Annie. I sincerely hope she is not dangerously ill.  More worry for Mother and more work and worry for Brightie. By Jove, when a person comes to think if it, this is a dreadful world of ours. Where ever you go people seem to be in trouble. What a dear wee child Cyril must be. I would just love to be able to see him. Should I happen to get back to New Zealand he will be quite a big Boy. I suppose you will have seen by the paper that the Main Body Boys are getting six months leave, and are being sent back to N.Z.   They are badly in need of a holiday, But it will be hard seeing them go. Should I happen to be alive this time two years I hope to be well on my way back to N.Z. on a six months leave also as far as I know now I will be getting another to England, (Blighty) about Xmas time. This is to say, of course, if I am still alive. Should I get wounded, the chances are, that I will get back to Blighty before Xmas, But I can assure you I am not looking for a wound, Or in other words I am not looking for “a Blighty” as it is always called in these parts. I was very surprised to hear about Henry Butterworth. I was told he got wounded, But I thought only slightly. Very hard luck for the poor fellow. 

The Manurewa Clan, (What is left of them) continue to keep well, and all progressing splendidly. For the last week or so the weather has been very fair. Well Eve, as it is late I will have to bring this to a close. So will say, Not Goodbye. Just, “Au Revoir” With lots of love, and thousands of kisses to all.







From








Douglas




Letter










Sept 16th 1917

Dear Mr Laing




Its ages since I have written to you. No doubt you will be thinking that I have forgotten you altogether, But I can assure you that I have not. I have been meaning to drop you a line or so for some time now. But somehow something has always prevented me from doing so. 

To tell you the truth there is absolutely no news in this part of the world. I continue to keep in the best of health and spirits and sincerely hope this finds you in the same way. For the last week or so the weather has been lovely. Beautiful sunshine every day. 

Some time ago I received a letter from Mother. She told me my Brother is on his way here. No doubts he will  ******** see you when he arrives in England. That is to say of course, if he is able to find you. The rest of the family are fairly well,  ****** poor old Dad. He has got very thin lately.   I sincerely hope he is not ****** ********.

By the way , How is Mrs Laing keeping nowadays.  I do hope she is better. It must be dreadful for you to be alone so much.

(Unfinished and unsent letter from the personal effects of Patrick Douglas Wood.)



Sept 29th 1917

Dear Mother

As you will do doubt see by this I am still in the land of the living, and sincerely hope this finds you and the Pater in the best of health and spirits. You must excuse a short note as I am trying to write against time, another thing there is absolutely no news in this part of the world. The weather continues to keep fine, which of course makes it much more pleasant for us. So far I have heard nothing from Henry Lupton, consequently I can make no report. Albert must have forgotten how to use a pen also; as I have heard nothing from him. I thought they might have written a line just to say how they were. 

The rest of the boys are well.

Now Mother dear, I am going to speak about something I have never spoken about before, for I know it hurts. You may show this to the Pater, as no doubt it will concern him as well as you.

Should I not come back, be proud, dear, be proud. Proud that you have given a son to stand as a shield between you and shame, proud that you have given a son to stand for England. I pray the hardest when I think of what would happen to you should I be killed, not for myself, But for you. For myself I should have had my “hour of glorious life”, But you will have to face the long years with only two big sons to lean upon. But, Mother, if even that should happen, don’t cry, for it hurts me to think of you crying. You have bravely done the work of six women, & have crowned it by giving a son to fight for truth and for righteousness. I feel an absolute pig for writing in this way, But you know as well as I do that this is a very dangerous place, anything may happen at any time. I only wish I could say something to comfort you. I hope before long that this grim business will be over .... I will be able to return to you again. Must close now, so will say “Au Revoir” with lots of love, & thousands of kisses to all at “Glenburn”







From








Your loving Son









Douglas

Please excuse scribble, mistakes, etc.




Postcard (to Patrick Douglas Wood, probably not sent)

Many happy returns of your birthday, my dearest boy. God bless you and return you soon to your ever loving 



Mother

Dec. 14th 1917

The children send love and lots of kisses to Uncle Douglas for his 21st birthday




II 2 Canadian General, France, 6/11/17

* Laing Esq


Dear Sir



We have in our hospital here a patient who says he is a second cousin of yours. His name is R W Wood (Private, 2nd Auckland Batt, N. Zealand and was admitted on the 27/10/17 suffering from multiple wounds and owing to gas infection his R. Leg had to be amputated at the thigh on the 4th and the other leg is badly infected altho not of such a serious nature. Tonight the medical officer has put him on the dangerously ill list as his condition is very bad indeed. It seems rather hard for the boys who are so far away from their own homes, that they cannot have the comfort of seeing their people. I am sorry to intrude on your valuable time but the patient asked me to write you as you were his only relative in England and let you know of his condition.






Yours very sincerely







M Tait








Nursing Sister

II 2 Canadian General Hospital, France 7/11/17

Dear Mr & Mrs Wood



I am writing you at the request of your son. Pte P. W. Wood, who is in this hospital and is dangerously ill, he was admitted here on Oct 27th - suffering from Multiple wounds, and both knees very badly infected; the right leg had gas infection, he was operated on after admission, and drainage tubes put in, his Condition was getting worse and on Nov 4th his R Leg was amputated, and his condition is far from satisfactory.



Tonight he seems brighter and his pulse is of a much better quality, and the vomiting has ceased, and his condition in general seems to be more favourable. It seems rather hard lives for the Colonial boys who are so very ill, when their own people being so very far away, they can’t have the pleasure of seeing them. However like the good heroes of the battlefield, they show the same spirit when on a bed of suffering. This letter will be a long time in reaching you but when it does get to its destination I hope and trust it may be the means of comforting you to the extent that he is being well cared for, and we hope and pray that he will recover, and eventually return to you and he will be able to tell you of his many and trying experiences in France and let us hope that the flag of peace will be floating over us soon. I have written to his 2nd cousin * Laing Esq London informing him of his condition.



I shall write you later to tell you how your dear boy is getting along. 





Kind Regards






Yours very sincerely






Margaret Tait,   Nursing Sister




Envelope



O.H.M.S

NEW ZEALAND TELEGRAPHIC MESSAGE

ORIGINATING STATION:   Wellington
Postmark:
MANUREWA 15 NO 17

Addressee:
J W Wood,  Manurewa


(Overwritten in his mother’s handwriting “To say my darling boy was dead”)

First Telegram postmarked MANUREWA 8 NO 17

TO
J W Wood,  Manurewa

Cable received to-day reports 26955 P D Wood dangerously ill Nov 5th 2nd Canadian General Hospital Le Treport gunshot wounds knee legs right thigh amputation









Base Records

Second Telegram postmarked MANUREWA 15 NO 17

TO
J W Wood,  Manurewa

Regret to advise you that cable received this day reports that 26955 P. D. Wood died of wounds Nov 10th please accept my sincerest sympathy in the loss which you and N.Z. have sustained





J Allen





Minister of Defence

2 Canadian General,  France,  14/11/17

Dear Mr Laing



Received your letter this morning and I am sorry to say that Pte Wood died on the morning of the tenth. I would have written you then, but I thought the War Office would notify you by telegram.


I was on night duty on the ward during the time he was there sick and the night before he died. When I went into the sideward to see him I saw at a glance that he would not be long with us. I asked him “How he was feeling” and he answered “Very bad I am dying Sister”. He remained conscious until about an hour before death, and took quite a little nourishment. Towards morning he grew weaker and his breathing was a sighing respiration and at 4.50 his spirit passed away to God who gave it, and he was no longer with us. His personal belongings have been sent to head Quarters to be sent to his relatives.







Kind regards








Yours very sincerely









M Tait

[image: image11.wmf]
Envelope

Active Service




Mrs H J Peacocke,  Manurewa,   Auckland,     N Z

59239, H Coy


Postmark on envelope back:  MANUREWA  26 DE 17

Letter






At Sea.  Nov 10    1917
Dear Eve


I must apologise for not answering the letter you sent me at Trentham sooner, to tell you the truth we were so busy getting ready to sail that I did not have much time. I think we were all glad to get away and see something new, as we had enough of camp life in N.Z.  The day we were leaving was pretty quiet: although a big crowd came down to see us off. It was a calm day and has been calm ever since, there were ever so many sick and I am glad to say that I was not one of them, it would take a lot of this to make me sick. We did not do much the first three or four days and after that we had a little drill to keep us fit. We lost one man after we had been out about a fortnight, - I think you might have heard of him he was from Gisborne his name was Jerry Murphy he was out at Te Karaka for a while. We have been at sea a month now, we have called at one port and I could fill about twenty pages writing about different things if the censor would let me. It was a great sight I would like to tell you more if I could. The day we were leaving we saw a submarine and an aeropland (sic) both came close to us and things started to look “real dinkum”  We were holding sports on board today and things are very busy, everyone takes a keen interest in them. I will try and tell you more when we get home to England. I have only written three letters so far but expect to write three dozen before long. I am trying to get a letter away to Hilary this mail I suppose he told you of the quiet little evenings we had on my final leave I enjoyed myself very much only it did not last long enough. I tried to get up to Ak. but could not manage it. Well I don’t think I can write much more just now. How are the kiddies, all well I hope. I suppose
the little fellow has nearly forgotten “Dock” Well Eve I must say Kai Ora  Remember me to all the family, will write again soon. I will read that book you have, written by (censored) when I come back it will be very interesting. Hoping you are all well and to hear from you soon (address over)








I remain








Your Aff cousin








Jock

No   59239,   Pvt J H Wood,  29 Platoon, H Coy,  30th Infantry Riefts

         C\O GPO  Wellington Enclosed will find card from port we called at











J
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II 2 Canadian General, France, 23/11/17

Dear Mr Laing



Received your letter today and I am very sorry I was so forgetful as not to mention the fact that when he was reported “dangerously ill” the chaplain came immediately. The night before he died I asked him if he would like to see Father O’Sullivan, and he said “Yes I would”.  I sent a message to the Officer’s Quarters and he came up and stayed with him for quite a while and he seemed greatly comforted.



He is buried about 1 mile from the Hospital and I may say that the cemetery is kept very nice and I will arrange and have a photograph taken at his grave. Later on, Don’t you think his parents would like to have it? I am sure it would be the means of comforting many a broken heart, if they could only see how perfectly lovely those cemeteries are kept.



Kind regards




Yours very Sincerely





M Tait



Envelope Postmark:
London, 20 NOV

Envelope Addressee:
Francis Wood Esq, “Manurewa”, Auckland, N. Zealand

Letter
TELEGRAMS - 28 TEMPLE

TELEPHONE - CENTRAL 4888





8, FIG TREE COURT, TEMPLE, E.C., 19 Nov. 17

Dear Mr Wood-


It is with real sorrow I enclose you two letters which speak for themselves and will tell you how your boy Peter (sic) has made the great sacrifice for his Country’s sake. He came to see me before he went to the front - ***** -  I was ***** pleased with what I saw of him and thought he was a fine boy - with his heart in the right place. I was only sorry that I saw so little of him and could not take him home as my wife was away and the house closed up. I heard no more from him altho I got a **** post card  which I took to be in his writing but with nothing on it except my own address. He left in my charge (13.10.0 **** **** and told me if he did not come back for it I was to send it to you. I have not had time to deal with it and find out how best to send it to you - but I will attend to it quite soon. Meanwhile I can only send you my most sincere sympathy at the loss of such a fine gallant boy. I think it was splendid of him to come out to defend his Country - 


I am writing to nurse to ask her if he saw a priest before he died as I thought you might like to know.








Yours  most sincerely









**********
(Laing)
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France, 24.1.18

Dear Mrs Woods




Doubtless you shall be pleased of hear the details relative to poor Doug’s death. Although I was not actually on the spot where the unfortunate boy was hit I was in close proximity not 100 yds away. I saw the stretcher bearers carry him out, but it was not till an hour later that I was aware the victim was Doug. Through inquiries from his platoon companion I was informed he was wounded just above the ankle, and also a small wound in the head. The boys did not think it was of a serious nature, but unfortunately it was as the result proved.  I was speaking to Doug the same morning after breakfast, and he informed me he had been recommended for two stripes, for his work in the battle of Passchendale which eventuated a fortnight before. He was in charge of a section of men in that battle and according to his mates Doug had absolutely no fear despite the cruel conditions of his surroundings. However he came through that terrible battle safely, and a fortnight later our battalion again entered the lines for a period of eight days. That term was completed “of course several casualties had occurred.” and we were relieved on  certain day and started off on our way out. Needless to say we were well pleased to leave the muddy lines, and wasted no time enroute back, as we understood we were going to the ruined familiar town Ypres to entrain and proceed some miles behind the war zone. We must have walked easily four miles back when a halt was called, and our battalion had to assemble in a shell holed paddock for the night and also the night following as the previous arrangements had been cancelled. It was bitterly cold and the rain fell in torrents. We had no shelter whatever no bivvys or dugouts for cover, nothing but a forlorn and desolate formerlarly battlefield. However we got over all these little setbacks, and it was the morning following our second nights stay in this locality when Doug was hit. During our two days at this place in question numerous casualties eventuated, some caused through hostile aircraft overhead, and others by long range shells. It seeming the height of stupidity holding troops there continually under fire, had we been in the lines well casualties are to be expected, but after completing our turn it seemed very unjust holding us there, and not endeavouring to minimise danger. That was poor Doug’s fate evidently. I stopped a piece of shrapnel about three weeks before this, but was of a trivial nature. Now Mrs Woods I think this is all I can say on this painful question, so in conclusion please accept my deepest sympathy, and also from the remaining Manurewa boys who accompanied Doug from N.Z. 

Hoping this finds yourself and Mr Woods quite well.




From a companion of Doug’s,   C. J Kearney




16 Canadian General, Kent, England,  28/2/18

My dear Mrs Peacocke




Yours of Dec 20th to **** and as *** will ** by the above address I am being changed around. I came here on the 9th after spending two weeks with my relatives in Scotland, as my leave was due. I was in France for over a year, so the powers that be decided that I should have a change in England previous to going to a Casualty Clearing Station, which will bring me much nearer the firing line, than a base hospital where I was previously. This is the hospital which we, as a unit, opened up two years ago, it is a very lovely place and wonderfully equipped, accommodating over 2000, it was built and fitted up by the Ontario Government, and naturally we all feel very proud of it. We are only 15 miles from London, and go up there on our half days and enjoy the theatres as a diversion to our work. So you see when coming back here it was really like home., with the exception of our **** being broken up. I am very sorry indeed to hear of your many family troubles. You certainly seem to have had more than your share, but I hope that your brothers who are not sick will soon be able to be around again. 




Your brother in France a few nights previous to his death told me of having a delicate brother and knowing his own condition only too well remarked, “How sorry I am for my poor mother, this will surely kill her” but I replied “That I knew his mother was a brave woman and God would give her strength to bear all.”  You were asking about just how he got wounded. If I remember rightly I am sure he told me it was when advancing a shell came and many of them were blown to pieces, poor boy, he was surely very badly wounded and I will never forget how brave and patient he was, and when I sat by his bed side and watched his life ebbing out slowly but surely and the thought of what a comfort it would be to him if his dear mother sat in my place, but then it could not be, and as I said before, his body is laid to rest not very far from the hospital in a very nice cemetery and the Sunday before I left I visited the grave and there sleeping peacefully are those boys, who have given all for us. I intended having a picture taken and sent, but the military law won’t allow any photographers on the grounds, and I didn’t have a kodak so can’t fulfill by promise just now, but may later on, but I can assure you that the cemeteries in France, especially where our boys are laid to rest, are kept in wonderful order, quite a credit to those in charge, and surely before long this dreadful carnage will be over and Peace rule once again. I am sorry that I have not any more to tell you about your brother, but being on night duty with 80 pts to look after, you can understand that my time was very much taken up. I was lucky in having good orderlies to help me who treated the pts with every kindness and then Douglas was very sick and suffered quite a lot, so did not feel like talking to any extent. I had to watch him so carefully in the early morning as he, with such lowered vitality needed lots of stimulation and then I didn’t have the good fortune to nurse him to health as I would so much *********. Now please extend to you family my deepest sympathy in your many troubles and I am sending a picture of myself which I happen to have, perhaps it might be a consolation to your dear mother.






Kind regards






Yours very sincerely






M Tait

PS I would love to hear from you at any time.   MT

Letter
Heading:



Y.M.C.A



THE NEW ZEALAND EXPEDITIONARY FORCES





WRITE HOME FIRST







Rugeley Hospital 1918, March 17

Dear Eve


Received your letter dated Dec 26 today and was very pleased to hear from you as I have had very few letters here at all, it is like getting a cheque to receive a letter from NZ, all we have to look forward to. I have already sent you three letters and some cards, but as I wrote in my last letter to you about the sinking of a NZ mail boat in Jan some time I think it was, my letter may have gone down. I have written about one hundred letters (a record for me) including post cards etc but where they have gone to I don’t know for I have only had about a dozen letters so far, not a line from Gisborne as yet.

Well! Eve the first news I heard of poor Douglas was from Marjory about a fortnight ago, it was very sad, I felt quite upset as I thought a lot of him and was looking forward to seeing him in France I know how you all must feel, it is terrible to think of. It must have been in the great fight I hear some of the returned men talk of, they say it was absolutely terrible and if the war last ten years there cannot be another fight like it, men were mowed down in hundreds. The war looks like going on for a few years yet and as a German prisoner here said England would win but it would take a very small ship to bring back her men. You will see I am in hospital where I have been for eighteen days. I am getting along pretty well and expect to be out very soon. It is a starvation place I am getting like a race horse. The shortage of food in England is terrible you cannot imagine what it is like. When I was in London I could not get enough food in three days to make one good meal. I think I told you in my last letter about my draft leave to London. I went to all the most important places and saw some great sights. The next leave I get I will go up to Scotland as I have seen all there is to be seen. Our draft (the 30th) went over to France about a month ago. I was kept back the last minute having  “*****”, so missed it; the next draft goes on March 20 and here I am in hospital, so will have another go the middle of April.

The 33rd reinforcements arrived here a fortnight ago and I saw Charlie Fitzpatric from the Valley. I have seen a few boys from the Karaka here Roy Delaney Joe Price and a few others. Well! Eve I will wait until I hear from you as I will know then if you got my other letters. Remember me to all the family, tell Aunt I will write her a line next week. You might also tell Hilary to drop me a line soon.




Best wishes to all





Au Revoir

PS Give Audrey and Jack my love


JP?        *******


(over) Yours sincerely




Jock

Re that little piece the censor cut out I mentioned the book of the Panama Canal written by “***** *****” to let you know  where we were. I think Hilary has the book. I did not mention Panama Canal but just said a book written by “**** *****” but it seems the censor knew too much. 



Red Cross Hospital,
Cirencester, 28 March 1918

My dear Madge


You will have had a cable by now probably - but I feel I  must write at once to tell you I had a letter yesterday from a man in the 9th Battery telling me the news of  your - please let me say - our dear Cyril. I can’t tell you how my heart aches for you and your Mother and all of you. Cyril was very dear to me - and I feel the loss so dreadfully myself that I can enter into and know a little bit how you must be sorrowing. I will copy the letter I had for you, though I am sure you will have many from his friends in the Battery. They are going to send me his things to forward to you, and I needn’t say I will take all possible care of them. Directly they come I will write, and will also send them in two registered parcels, at about ten days interval, so that should one go down on the way, you may be sure of getting the other.              I did so hope and pray that Cyril might have got through safely (I feel I can’t express myself as I would like to.) I personally feel so thankful it was before the Retreat, and that any rate he was spared the horror of dying in German hands as so many poor fellows must have done during the last week - I do not know how this Mr Algie got my address, whether Cyril gave it to anyone or not, but I hope to hear more details later. I can only say I am most grateful for the privilege of being allowed to do the small service asked for him. We were all devoted to Cyril, as you know, I personally looked on him as a real friend, and I hope he did the same. One of his greatest attractions to me, I think was just his goodness - one felt it when one was with him, - there was nothing small or mean about him, and his straight simple manner won him many friends I know. I think he was peculiarly loveable - I know he was to me. I and any of the rest of the family would have done any thing for him.  Oh! My dear Madge, I do grieve for you. It is such an awful loss to us all. I have asked Mr Algie to let me know if he or any of dear Cyril’s friends are home on leave, and I would arrange somehow to meet them, and hear the latest news of him to send you. 

With my deepest sympathy, and you are not alone in your sorrow. It will be a sad Easter for us all but we shall all be thinking of our dear Cyril, I know




Your affectionate cousin





Vera Symonds

Please give a special message of love and sympathy to you mother from me. Let me know if I can do anything - as to getting information or seeing anyone for you. I can easily get up to London to meet anyone from here.

[image: image14.wmf]








France,  29.4.18

Dear Ms Symonds,


Thank you for your letter of 27 March and for your undertaking to forward Cyril’s effects to his people in New Zealand. I owe you an apology for not having acknowledged your letter earlier, but as I know you will be following the war by the medium of the newspapers, and when I tell you we have been well mixed up in the latest stunt you will understand that letter writing was almost an impossibility. We have been tossed about from one place to another for the last month or more in a manner which leaves very little time for anything but packing and unpacking. Regarding the sending over of the letters, papers etc it was my intention to send these to England by some of our boys going on leave, but before I had an opportunity of doing this all leave was cancelled. If leave is not resumed very soon I shall make them into a parcel and put them through the Field Post Office. Outside his service clothing he had two rain coats and a pair of boots, but I will not bother about these, I will give them to one of his mates. The things I will send over to you, you will receive just as they were left, and they have been handled by no one except myself - and a few of the papers he was carrying - by the Hospital staff - these are in a separate bag. If you will wish them posted over immediately I will do so on receipt of a note from you. Regarding further details I visited him twice after he was admitted to the dressing station. He was wounded about 11 oclock in the forenoon, but I was then away from the camp. On my return I met the doctor, and he told me of the happening. I immediately went to the dressing station, and although I waited over an hour I was not permitted to see Cyril. I called again in the afternoon, and this time was allowed in. He was quite cheerful but very weak. I asked him about forwarding his gear to him as soon as he was settled in hospital and he said he would write and let me know about it. At that time we were very hopeful of his recovery. I had to go back to camp, for we were under orders to move out, but as soon as I had finished packing I in company with another of Cyril’s friends visited him again. He was being carefully watched and attended to by the very nice R.A.M.C. men, and could get whatever he wanted; but this time I noticed a change in him. He seemed much weaker, but knew us at once, and made a jocular reference to his wound. His spirits, inspite of his great weakness never forsook him, but I think he did then feel he had little chance of pulling through. We, of course, could not countenance any suggestion to the contrary. He was asleep when we left, I had a messenger to the station the first thing next morning, but poor old Cyril had died, probably within a couple of hours from the time we left. The hospital did their best, and I am sure he lacked no attention. As I have already told you, as many of his friends as possibly cold get away attended his funeral. He was buried at Dickebush (in the Military Cemetary). It is (or rather was) a little town south of Ypres. The battery erected a small white cross to mark his grave.             I do not think I can tell you any more. If there is anything further you would like to know I will be pleased to tell you on receipt of a card. I am not surprised how you should wonder how your address came into my hands, but it is quite simple. You sent him parcels regularly, and as he was one of four of us who lived together for the last twelve months, we began to know the parcels and there was always a good deal of chaffing going on. We knew he was a relation of yours, and if you remember one of your parcels with the address written on the wrapper, arrived only the day before he was wounded. The wrapping was picked up on the floor of our room, and there was your address.              At the time he was wounded he was sitting writing at my desk;- he was wounded in legs very badly - indeed his right leg was amputated as soon as he got to the dressing station.          If I come to England I will call on you, and perhaps give fuller details. Mean time let me again assure you - and through you - his relatives in New Zealand, that we here share your grief and extend our sympathy.





Yours sincerely






R. J. Algie


Red Cross Hospital, 
Cirencester, 
19 May 1918

My dear Madge,


I received the second letter (I enclose a copy) a few days ago from Mr Algie and though of course I know you will have heard from dear Cyril’s friends, and all details, yet I feel you may like to see it as well - as I know you cannot hear too much. It is good to feel that he saw his friends so near the end. His things have not come yet, but I suppose they may arrive any day now. Mother and Madeline think he would rather that they had been sent to you from Ober? Tabley. I have not stopped Mr Algie sending them here first, as I feel so sure Cyril would not have minded my having that privilege, but shall send them to Ober Tabley to be forwarded from there to your Mother. I felt I would just explain this, as you might wonder why, after my first letter they should not come from here but from Tabley - I could not bear think that any thing he would or might have wished should not be done. I have been thinking so much of you all lately. It is such a terrible loss and grief to us all, that I know from my own sorrow what it must be to his Mother and all of you. He is one of those people one could never forget - and in quite unconscious ways, I think he had enormous influence for good on those who came in contact with him. I had many talks with him. I envied his quiet “Don’t worry” view of things, and I know his friendship and unconscious influence is one of the things - if not the greatest - I shall miss and regret all my life.                How is your Mother?  Will you please give her a special message of love and sympathy from one of those to whom Cyril was very very dear.






Your affectionate cousin







Vera Symonds

I hope so much that some day we may meet.
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Horns****









June 3  1918

Dear Eve


I am still holding the Horns**** front - and it is that good I dont feel like leaving it, how ever - my time for departure is close and expect to get out in a weeks time. I have been in hospital about three months. About three day’s ago “Fritz” started the third “big push” and so far he is going yet and likely to go I think. Quite a number of the men who came over with me, are back here from France. My mate, a boy from Gisborne who I have been with from the start; was killed the other day, he was only over there about three weeks. Well! I will tell you the little experience I had here when “Fritz” came over. It was on Whitsunday night the alarm was given to get out and get under about eleven pm. We were in bed at the time, but soon got up to have a look how things were going. The barrage round London is very good but Fritz managed to get through. The noise of the guns and the sirens going search lights were playing all over the sky, at last we heard “his” planes coming over head he was very high up. I went back to bed and was hardly in when “he” let go a bomb, although it was a mile or two away from us, it nearly shook me out of bed, he let go a few bombs that night killing and wounding one hundred and twenty people. I think we got about seven of the Hun planes, one came down in flames not far from us. About three days ago a hundred convalescent soldiers were picked to go to a “cinema show” (that is where they produce the “real thing” or the acting for the picture or whatever you might call it) and I did a bit of acting (fancy me acting for a picture). The picture, when it is finished is said will be one of the greatest films of its kind ever shown, it is called “The life of Nelson”. I can only describe it as a great scene of splendour, in all two thousand people are employed in this great film which will be ready in October.

The scene we took part in, was a dinner given to Nelson in the palace at Naples by the king and Queen. We were all dressed up as dukes and lords etc of a hundred years ago. The whole of the furniture and decoration in one scene were insured for (2600 against fire and air raids. On the tables were magnificent silver candelabra and silver dishes supplied by five London firms and valued by them at (2000, at one end of the room were gilt candelabra six ft high invoiced on loan at (600. We were at it all day and what a time we had. In one scene there were hundreds of women and men. I suppose you will see this picture in NZ in a year or two. The weather now is lovely we have had about five week fine and it is light at ten pm. Through the day it is very hot, but nice and cool in the evening. 

You cannot imagine the change from the middle of winter and the middle of summer, it is almost as hot as Gisborne and all the people are making for the seaside and there are some very pretty places to go to. “Southend” is just lovely. Well! Eve I dont think I can tell you much more just now I hope you will be able to read this (scribble.?) Remember me to all the family, give my love to Audrey and *******


Hoping you are all well



With best wishes to all





Your aff (cousin?)






Jock

P S How is Jack getting on? Please remember me to him when you write





[image: image16.wmf]
7/7/18, 
4th Reserve Heavy Bty R.G. A,  Hagely Down Camp








Winchester









Harts










England

Dear Mrs and Mr Wood:-





Many thanks for your most and welcome letter which I received quite safe dated 21st/1/18. I also received the one you addressed wrong about a Fortnight later and I answered them at once but being as I have not had a reply I have put it down that perhaps the boat was sunk and that you never received it so I am writing again as you asked me to let you know all I knew about your Son, but I am sorry to say that I knew absolutely nothing of him, but will tell you how it all happened.





I was in the 3rd Aus C.C.S. at Popperhindghe just behind Ypres for dental treatment, on the night of the 23rd of Oct 17 the Commanding Officer came and asked me if I would mind giving a drop of my blood to save a comrade so of course I said yes but when I got into the Operating room and got every thing ready they were just going to cut me to take the blood when this poor fellow died, so of course they carried me back to bed, on the night of the 24th of Oct 17 I went to bed again in the early hours of the morning of the 25th one of the orderlies was sent to ask me if I was still willing so of course I said yes again but of course I had no idea who I was going to give it to and it was only by luck that I found out and it was through one of the Nurses asking me the next day if I knew who it was that I gave the blood to and of course I said no I had not troubled to find out all I hoped was that I had saved his life so she said she would find out which Ward he was in and then I could go in and ask him his name and address, so on that afternoon I had to get ready for evacuation from that Hospital so just as I was leaving I went in and saw your Son and the Sister of the Ward told me that he would be going down on the same train as me but I never saw him any more but as you said he was admitted to the 2nd Canadian Hos on the 27/Oct. I was admitted to the 3rd General on that same date so he must have come down on the same train as me as both Hospitals are in the same place which is at Le Treport so you see I know absolutely nothing of your poor Son I only wish I did but I shall never forget that morning as long as I live I can very often picture the poor boy lying beside me while I was pumping my blood into a big bottle before it was injected to him so you see all I know is that he was wounded on the Ypres Front died at Le Treport.






Trusting I shall soon have a reply with your Dear Sons Photo which I should be very grateful for








I remain









Yours Truly







No 27531








Cpl Pennell A J

P.S. I have been promoted Corporal since last time I wrote
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Photograph of Grave

The Minister of Defence begs to forward a photograph of the grave of the late Private P D Wood 26955.

Regiment: Auckland Infantry Regiment

Position of Grave: Mont Huon Cemetery, Le Treport

[image: image18.wmf]
Paper items from the personal belongings of P D Wood
· New Zealand Soldier’s Pay Book for use on Active Service

Regiment: 17ths

Squadron, Battery or Company:  A

Rank: Private

Age on enlistment: 20½ years (actually 19½ Years)
Last Entry: 
Died of wounds, 10 November 1917





Credit Balance to 10.11.17  Twenty pounds six and seven.
· Safety in Prayer (clipping)

· Card. “Please do all you can for Douglas”

· Concert Programme, Australian Divisional Pierrots

· Pass: from 15 December 1916
· Pass: from 21 September, 1916

· Small Calendar for 1914.  With writing, “This was in my darling boys coat-pocket”
· Field Service Post Card

· Printed Poem: Sling Camp, Bulford.

· Poem: “Why should a sorrow cloud thy brow…”
· List of dates and places including “Capetown, Sunday 29/10/16”
Other items

· Photograph of Nursing Sister Margaret Tait, sent with letter of 28/2/18
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