Transcript of letters sent by 15176 Pte Edmund Leonard (“Ned”) Goodchild, Suffolk Regt (date of birth 8 September 1893) to his mother from September 1914 (enlisted) to December 1915 (killed at Ypres).    In making the transcription some spelling errors have been corrected and punctuation introduced to break up some long sentences.  The letters are discussed in “The Goodchilds of Grundisburgh: Four Brothers in the First World War” (privately printed 2008, available from henryf@liverpool.ac.uk).

__________________

postcard, no date, no sender  [September 1914]
Dear Mother,

Just a card to let you know I am in the Army and am at Ipswich.  We tried all we could to get home tonight but we could not.  My bike is at the Running Buck, I am going to see the landlord to send it home by Dunnett.  Sutton is down here, Clark, Buckingham is gone.  We are in a big school on the Rendem [?Ranelagh] Road.  I can’t send my address till we get settled.  Will write a letter as soon as possible.  We could not get away from the Barracks till 7 o’clock.  I am in the Infantry.

[Ned, by handwriting]

(Ipswich)

no date

Dear Mother, if I don’t come home on Sat night please send my shirt on Monday morn to: E Goodchild, D Company, Suffolk Reg, Ranelagh Road School, Ipswich

postcard, no date or postmark  [September 1914]

Dear Mother,

Just a line to tell you that we got to our school safe.  We are going to shift now shortly, there was a lot of our men went away this morning to Shorem [Shoreham], and a lot more going tomorrow morning, to the same place, and a lot more come.  We all had order this morning to get overcoats, will you please send a pound out of my box.  They have shifted our company to B so when you send put B instead of D.  Shorem is in Kent.  With love to all,

Ned

There is one of  Lizes [?Lizzie’s] sons here from Melton, Frank

postcard, no date Sept 1914, not posted, delivered by hand?  whose?

?Ipswich 

Dear Mother,

I am writing just to let you know I got that coat alright.  I am sending that pound home, and tell Father to take what he think the coat is worth.  We are going to Shorrem [Shoreham] in the morning, about 100 and twenty miles from here.  I will write as soon as I get there.  I was going to buy a coat down here but I think this one will suit me well.  I was very much surprised to see Arthur come here tonight.  I expect he will stop here for a time.  They have altered my Company to F.  Arthur is in a stew because they would not let him come home.  I was just going to buy a coat when Sutton bought it.  His pigs made £9.11.[0].

[Ned, by handwriting]

9th Batt

Suffolk Regt

Shoreham

no date [mid-September 1914]

Dear Mother,

We have arrived at Shoreham safe, about half past five on Saturday night, this is a seaside town in Sussex, about five miles from Brighton.  We are in tents down here, there is about fifteen thousand of us.  We have just had an open air church parade.  We are at camp on a high hill and we can see the water nearly all round us.  I began to get sick of train rides and was glad when we got here.  We had to stop at New Cross in London about half an hour.  I was never surprised so much in all my life to see so many trains and porters as there was there.  It seemed as if we travelled nearly half the distance underground, we see the Crystal Palace as we were in the train.  We had to change at Brighton and at New Cross.  This is a very airy shop and not quite so comfortable as we were at Ranelagh School.  I expect you have been expecting me to write before, but we did not go on Wednesday, they got us all ready to start but there was a telegram come to say they were not ready for us at Shoreham.  There is sixteen in each tent, the name of our tent is Cowboys Home.  Sutton is here, and Clark.  There are several airplanes down here and we can see the warships at sea.  This is a small but pretty town, its biggest part of low bedroom houses painted red and white.  We are not to go out till half past five tonight.  There is a lot playing football now.  I expect Arthur come home on Sat night but he never had long to stop.  We are up high here and can see miles out to sea and nearly all over Brighton.  We went down to the town last night for about half an hour.  It is no bigger than Woodbridge and we could hardly move for soldiers, and there is ten thousand more to come.  Tents look to reach miles about.  There is a lot of chaps here what we knew at Ipswich.  Will you please send me two shirts and razor as soon as you can.  Where is George now, I should like to know his address.  Is Will Buckingham at home now.  The Germans are getting it now.  This is all I have to say now, trusting you are all well, from your affectionate son 

Ned

I suppose you got that order and postcard alright 

(Shoreham)

21 September 1914

Dear Mother,

Arthur got here alright.  This is my address:  9th Btt, Suf Reg, C Company, The Camp, Shoreham-by-Sea, Sussex

Shoreham souvenir views

26 Sp [?September] 1914

From Ned,  I am quite alright and so is Arthur, hoping you all are

postcard (not postally sent)

? Shorncliffe

27 September ?1914

Dear Mother,

I am sending my shirt home as they have given me a new one, and a razor.  I am going to keep mine here, as I can use that better than one I have not been used to, lay it on one side it will come in handy some day.  Arthur has got one too, and a pair of boots, I shall have some more things in a day or two.  We [are] all getting on all right here now and have got some more blankets.  If we stop here they are going to build some huts for the winter.  There is a lot more down here now, we can’t hardly move in the town.  I hope you got them views alright, I suppose they kept together.  We go down to seaside and bathe sometimes, the beach is very rough, a lot of great stones.  We can see great white cliffs along the coast, this is a very hilly place and there are no hedges to part the fields.  There is a concert every night in the Chapel for soldiers and we can read books and play games just like the reading room.  There is a flying race today from here to Brighton.  Tell Father I am satisfied with the coat and I hope he is.  I will write a letter to George now.

[Edmund]

no address  (Shoreham)

4 October (1914)

Dear Mother,

Just a card to tell you we are alright.  We have been inoculated, Arthur have been done too and it have made our arms a bit stiff but we feel alright.   There are some don’t.  I got my boots ready to send home but we are going to keep in for a night or two, so I shall have to wait till I go out and get some paper and stamps.  George sent me a postcard, he call me Teddie.  From

Ned

[Shoreham on Sea]  postmarked Brighton

12 October 1914

Dear Mother,

Just a line to tell you I have got some more things, two good pair pants, three pair socks, the braces and my other shirt, and I am going to send home.  I think I shall send it home by rail as it will come free to Woodbridge station.  Arthur have got his suit and he look well in them too.  He is going to have his photo taken, but I told him to wait till I get mine then we will both go together.  He can hear now as well as I ever knew him to.  I had a letter from George and his photos, and I am going to write to him tonight.  I think he look very well.  We are going to shift again in a day or two to Colchester, then we shall be able to get home for a weekend.  They are giving us some lot of drill now, we have to go on every other night for two hours.  It was very kind of you to send the plums but someone must have sit on them, they were all spoilt and all over my shirts.  We have to pay 3d a week for our washing, they come round every Monday with a cart for it and give it out on Sunday morn.  We had some sports on Sunday afternoon at Shoreham for all soldiers and they were very good.  There were two airplanes there.  They are sending all old soldiers away from here.  George say he is going home for the weekend, he won’t have long to stop.  I am going to send his photos home as soon as I have done with them.  I have not show them to Arthur yet, I will as soon as he break off.  He say he get plenty of grub, him and another bloke eat more than anybody in his tent.  We live well here and have all we want. Arthur have got a blue suit.  I always see him every day, we went to the sports together yesterday.  We are having some nice weather here, there [has] only been one little shower since we have been here and it is quite warm.  There are a lot of officers here now.  I will send a postcard when I send my things so you will know.  I am orderly today so I get a little more time off.  I must close now and get the tea ready.  Trusting this will find you all happy and well as it leaves us, from your affectionate son

Ned

I will let you know as soon as we get to Colchester

C Coy  9th Batt Suff Regt

Shoreham by Sea

26 October 1914

Dear Mother,

I expect you have been wondering why I have not sent my clothes home, but I thought I would wait and see if we did go to Colchester and take them there, then I could bring them home at the weekend.  It would have been the safest way of getting them home, but they say we are not going there now, and they have got floors for tents, so it look like stopping here a little longer.  We are getting rain here now, and I thought it would be a good plan to keep my suit here in case I get wet, then I would have a dry one to put on.  They have not give me a new coat yet, but I shall soon have one now.  I should have had one when Arthur did if I had not took one with me.  We are going to have some boots this week, I have had one pair.  I had a letter from George on Friday, it left him alright.  He said they would not let him have a pass to go home for the last weekend, but he hope to get one this week.  We have been inoculated again, but did not feel much of it, we had two days rest.  Arthur sent one of the photos home, didn’t he, we were taken at Brighton, on the beach, leaning against a boat.  I think they come out well.  I dare say Cecil had to grin when he see it, them suits are only for a make out till they can get some like George’s.  They show the dirt well, we can brush forty times a day they wouldn’t be clean.  We have got a half off today because we are going on tonight.  There are a lot of visitors come to see us but not many from Suffolk.  Are the other chaps still at Felixstowe?  We are learning to shoot now.  I am going to [send] a photo to George and a letter tonight.  I started this one yesterday and never had time to finish it.  We have to write when we have the opportunity.  There are so many want to write at once, can’t fare to write much in a little tent, there is always someone shoving up against you.  There is plenty of slush here now but it is not very cold.  I must close now trusting you are all quite happy and in the best of health as it leaves me.  From your affectionate son

Ned

C Company,

9 Batt.,

Suff. Regt.,

Shoreham by Sea

10 November 1914

Dear Mother,

Just a line to thank you for your nice interesting letter which I got on Friday.  Glad to hear you are all quite well, as I and Arthur are.  My cold is a lot better now and I am glad of it, anyone wants the best of health to stand this in tents now.  It is a little better getting about here now, we haven’t had so much rain here for the last day or two, there is plenty of mud when it does rain, it cart in the tents and get on our things so.  We get on alright in regards as food, we have all kinds of tinned stuff, such as fish and fruit.  We get roast beef about twice a week, but we don’t get many little beef puddings.  They make bread puddings with the bread that’s left over but I don’t think a lot of them.  We had tomato sauce one day but I haven’t seen any since.  We can have a hot water bath now when we like, now I have one Sundays when I change my things.  I had a short letter from George last week, he tells me they go trench digging, we are going to start this week, they have got the tools.  They haven’t asked me about board money yet, but if they do I shall tell them the same as George did.  It was father’s birthday last month [?10 Oct].  I never thought of it before, do I should have sent him something.  I will send him some tobacco in a day or two as soon as I have time to get out.  It is very sad of [?fhone] Leggett, and Mr Cresswell.  Let’s hope they soon get better, Sutton told me about it before your letter come.   Sutton had a letter from Birt [?Bert] Lambert this morning, I suppose he still go thrashing.  I expect that chap think Hunts is a nice place especially when they sent him to labourer’s work.  I can just picture Hilda cheeking him, I reckon he thinks she’s a rummun.  He can soon get as good a place as that I should think.  It begins to look like winter, the nights lengthen, and the sea is getting rough, it don’t look much like bathing now.  All our huts are condemned, they have rushed over them and haven’t half done them, so we have got to wait until they are altered, the men done them at peace [piece] work.  It is very interesting to watch the airplanes sometimes.  I see one the other day above the clouds we could just see it go past the clear spaces then all at once it came out of the clouds right straight to the ground, just like a bird.  I have seen one loop the loop, it looks very dangerous from the ground.  They take passengers up for 15s, us they charge 5s.  If they let me go for nothing I wouldn’t go.  I shall come home at Xmas I know if I don’t before.  I could get a pass now but as soon as you get home you can turn round and come back again.  There are some chaps go and don’t come back any more, but they are well punished when they get them.  We have got a good Captain and he look after us well, he call us his men.  He have been in the regular army, and he is going to have things exact.  We have had more and better food since he’s been here.   Now I must close mother, trusting it will find you all well and safe.  With my best respects and love

From your affectionate son

Ned

I must go for my tea now else I shan’t get much

C Coy  9th Suff Regt

Shoreham by Sea  Sussex

17 November 1914

Dear Mother,

I received your letter alright, hope all of you are quite alright, as we are at present and hope to remain so.    We have been trench digging and have got some more rifles.  I have got a guernsey and a new overcoat.  They have measured us for another suit, but I don’t expect them quite yet.  I expect we are going into the huts on Sunday, they have nearly done them now.  We have had some rough weather here lately, and it is very hard getting about here now.  We shall be alright in the huts.  Sutton had a Mercury come on Monday, I see John[?] Leggett’s death in it, and the King’s photo at Woodbridge.  Arthur talk about going home for the weekend, but I think I shall wait till Xmas, then I shall see George.  Perhaps a pass now will hinder us a bit for Xmas.  They will be more likely to let them go at Xmas what haven’t had a pass.  There are more discharged from here, Bill Baily from Bealings is going home.   I reckon there will be quite a gang of us at Xmas.  They try to make us as happy as they can here, some gentleman from Suffolk send us fags, and they have concerts once a week and sports on Sundays once a month.  There are several picture palaces here.  I went to Brighton on Sunday, we can go to the aquarium there free, and it’s worth looking round.  I should like to [have] had Cecil with us then, he would have laughed, there are all kinds of fish in there and sea flowers, and it is wonderful how they keep them like they do.  The[y] are in places like shop windows full of salt water.  I will close now, so goodbye with love to you all, from

Ned

C Coy  Suffk Regt

Shoreham by Sea

Sussex

23 November 1914

Dear Mother,

Just another line to let you know I am still alright, hope it will find all of you the same.  Hope Arthur reached home quite safe on Saturday.  I should like to have come, but if you had sent the money I should not have been able to come.  We were forced to keep in because there was a fire alarm.  They would not let anyone have a pass in our company.  I didn’t see Arthur before he went away.  I look for him and a chap out of his tent told me he was gone.  He is not back yet, I expect he thought he would stop another night.  I wrote a postcard to George tonight.  I haven’t heard from him for nearly a fortnight.  I wrote a letter to him last Monday but I have had no answer.  I expect it got lost.  We are still in tents but it isn’t so bad only when it is wet.  I got your letter alright on Friday, glad to hear you are pretty well.  I always know your letters amongst a hundred others by your writing.  I know it quite well.  I see some of Father’s writing the other day.  I can see where he spit on the pencil, it pleased Arthur.  I hope he got my cigar alright.  I will close now trusting you are all quite alright as it leaves

Yours truly

Ned

don’t worry yourself mother

postcard

Brighton

24 November 1914

Dear Mother,

Just a card to tell you I am sending my suit home tonight Tuesday 24th to Woodbridge station.  Tell Jack Smith to call for them on Thursday or Wednesday night.  Arthur is back safe, he brought me some apples and pears.  I had a letter from George this morning, he tell me he’s quite well.  I sent a letter last night to you.  I will send my coat in a day or two.  With love to all of you from

Ned

C Coy  9th Batt

Suffk Regt

Shoreham by Sea

1 December 1914

Dear Mother,

I got your postcard this morning, glad to hear my clothes reached home safe and I will send my overcoat as soon as it is quite dry.  We have had a lot of rain here, it rained all day Monday and the mud here is something wonderful.  They have got us out of tents now into the huts, they ain’t half done but they are better than tents.  Arthur is in huts too and I expect he[’s] glad of it.  We shall be alright in huts when they are finished.  They are match-boarded inside and a tortoise stove in the centre, and pegs to hang our clothes up.  Arthur gave me one of your photos, I think they are very good.  Hilda’s curls grow and so do her legs.  It seems to me that you must be pretty full up now with eight soldiers.  There will be quite a house full if we come home at Xmas, perhaps they will go to their homes for a short time.  We can go to the town hall and write and have concerts, they are full up tonight so I have [to] write on a chair with a pencil.  This is all I have to say now, so I will close, trusting all of you are quite well, as we are.  From your affectionate son

Ned

postcard, postmarked Brighton 

8 December 1914

Dear Mother,

Just a card to let you know I am coming home on Thursday Dec 10th if there is no alteration for a week.  I shall come to Bealings station and come home by the meadows.  C Company only are coming so I expect Arthur will come later on.  We never knew not till today.  Sutton is coming & Clark.  We are to start at [?]

From Ned

17 Crescent Road,

Ditchling Road,

Brighton,

Sussex

19 Dec 1914

Dear Mother,

Just a card to let you know we have got back safe.  But I would not let you know before because they have shifted us to Brighton so you will see the address.  We are alright here, a nice house and landlady.  I will write a letter in a day or two.  Arthur is here somewhere.

[Edmund]

PS There are three of us here.

C Coy, 9th Suff Regt

17 Crescent Road,

Ditchling Road

Brighton,  Sussex

Sunday 20th [December 1914]

Dear Mother,

A line or two trusting you are all quite well.  I hope you got my postcard alright.  We are very comfortable here, three of us, we have a nice bedroom to ourselves and two beds and we can make ourselves quite at home.  We have our meals with the tenants of the house and they try and make us as comfortable as possible.  The landlord is [a] policeman, there are two children Ciss and Bruce and we get on alright with them.  This is a very nice house and we can have anything we like in the food line.  They are going to pay our board and lodgings.  I walked nearly all over Brighton this morning to see [??Arthur] and [at] last I saw him, he said he had been just as far as I had and he was looking for me, then we had a yarn together.  He said he had got a splendid place and all he wished for to eat and a good bed to lay on.  He say he make a bet he have got a better place than I have.  I don’t care how long we stop at Brighton, Sutton is in a house down the street, Clarke is lodging at a place [?]seargouts, they have all got good places they say.  We went on church parade this morning at nine 15 and we go on at nine tomorrow.  We have got a cupboard for the rifles and chest of drawers for our clothes and there is plenty of room for them.  It is quite different to Shoreham camp, we are just as comfortable as if at home.  Ciss gives us a tune on the piano now and again.  Bruce belong to the scouts, he have been on church parade this morning, he is a big boy for his age.  We came here by train from Shoreham at 1 o’clock and were in this house at three.  I am pleased I came here, there are some chaps in houses alone, not with anyone out of their regt.  I happened to be put off with two nice chaps, they are both named Godbold but are no relation.  There is not so much mud here as at Shoreham, we can walk about clean and dry and have nice clean boots and legs.  We are about half hour walk from the beach, out of the thick of the town, just the place for us.  It still rained when we got to Shoreham, I don’t expect it had left off from the time we went away.  It rained here this morning but there ain’t much mud about.  Arthur haven’t heard any more about coming home but I expect he will do.  Nearly all the troops are out of Shoreham now and glad of it.  I am going to write to George this afternoon else he will think I am dead.  I haven’t wrote to him lately.  Now I will close, this is my proper address on the bottom.  With love to all of you, from affectionate son

Ned

C Comp  Suff Regt

17 Crescent Road,

Ditchling Road, 

Brighton  Sussex

20 December 1914 [postmark]

Dear George,

Just a line or two to tell you we are shifted from Shoreham now to Brighton and are in private houses and we find the difference now.  I and two more chaps are lodging with a policeman.  We are nice and comfortable and have a good bed to lay on.  I have one to myself and the two sleep together.  They are going [to] pay our board and lodgings.  It is just like being at home.   Arthur is down the town lower than me about half a mile.  We came back to Shoreham on Friday and shifted here Saturday afternoon.  We have our rifles in a cupboard upstairs, and we have got a chest of drawers for our clothes.   All the Suffolks are shifted from Shoreham and nearly all the others and are glad of it.  There is not so much mud here like there is at Shoreham.  It is up to my knees [but] we can walk about here clean and dry.  I see Alf Quinton and Joe Button, Ted Baily and [?]Pup, he is going back to Colchester.  I enjoyed myself but I was glad to get back.  This is all I have to [say] now so I will close, from you affectionate brother

Ned

17 Crescent Road,

Ditchling Road, 

Brighton,  Sussex

28 December 1914

Dear Mother,

I received your letter and postcard and cigarettes alright, and hope you all had a Merry Xmas.  I will send something so you will have it by New Years.  I never had much chance to get anything to send at Xmas.  The shops have been full every night, but it will be better this week.  I hope Arthur and George got home quite safe, and I should like to have had my week a little later so I could have seen George, and I expect he would like to have seen me.  I can’t send Aunt Nelly my address because I don’t know hers, but if you are writing to her now shortly you can send it or you can send me hers, then I can write to her.  We are very comfortable at Brighton, and we spent a happy Xmas.  I went to Sutton’s to tea Xmas night, but if I had seen Arthur in the afternoon I should have asked him to ours, the misses [?Mrs] told me to ask him.  Perhaps he can come another time, the misses said she would be pleased to see him.  We went out this morning but had to come back because it was wet.  I had to change my trousers, I put my blue one [on], and my two mates have got a pair of the policeman’s each.  They got one pair ready for me, but my blue ones fit me better.  One of my mates won the first prize at fat cattle show guessing the weight of a pig.  He got 30 bob [30s], if you look in the Mercury you will see it, his name is Fred Godbold.  Tell George I see Ted Baily in Bealings as I was coming back.  There are some of the Suffs at Shoreham now.  I am glad I ain’t.  This is all I have to say now.  Hope you will have a happy and prosperous New Year, and may the next one bring better luck to Britain.  With love to all

From your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy  9th Batt  Suff Regt

Shoreham by Sea   Sussex

16 January 1915

Dear Mother,

Just a line or two to tell you I got your letter alright, but I haven’t seen the quoit board, I expect it has been mislaid somewhere.  Excuse me for not writing for a time, but we have had some bit of messing about lately, so I haven’t much chance.  They have put us back to this lovely place again now, making roads.  I thought Brighton was too good to last, but I hope they will soon send us back again.  It is a bit lonely about here now, nearly all the chaps are gone, there are about a hundred Suffs here now.  I haven’t seen Arthur lately, he is at Brighton and so is Sutton.  Clark is here.  Sutton have been ill, but he is better again now.  There are a lot keep going to the hospital from here, but I am fairly well all except a bit of a cold.  I haven’t wrote to George lately neither and he hasn’t wrote to me.  I shall write to him tonight or tomorrow, I expect he’s alright.  I promised to send something home at Xmas or New Year’s, but that’s as far as I got with it.  I got some things to send now, I will send them Tuesday.  I shan’t let it run any longer.  They have give me my insurance card.  I suppose I got to send it home, they are nearly all four stamps short.  I will post it tomorrow morn.  We haven’t learnt much since we have been back.  They can’t be in much hurry for us, else they wouldn’t put us making roads.  All the officers say we are doing splendid work, I want to have that splendid work soon be over, so we can get back to Brighton.  They would not think it splendid if they had to do it, they call us the engineers.  We have had a lot of wet here lately and plenty of wind.  The huts are just the same as they were before.  They have not done nothing to them, the chaps what are at Brighton ought to think themselves lucky they are there.  When you write again will you please send that photo of you and Hilda, then I can show it to the people at my lodging when I go back to Brighton.  They would be pleased to see it, they are nice people, I wish I was there now.  I think this [is] all I have to say for a time.  Trusting it will find all of you quite well

With love to all

From your affectionate son

Ned

cartoon pc

postmarked Brighton, no date  [c.20 January 1915?]

Dear Mother,

I got your letter quite safe on Thursday and card on Friday. I wrote to George on Tuesday but I had no reply yet.  I am trying to take care of myself all I can, but I have got a nasty cold.  I told Arthur you got his parcel alright.  There is plenty of mud here now.  There are more than ever being discharged now.  But Arthur won’t time he hears like he do now.  I was not surprised to hear ?Brunny’s discharged. 

C Coy  9th Batt  Suff Regt

Shoreham by Sea

Monday 25 January 1915

Dear Mother,

A letter in reply to yours which I got Saturday.  Glad to hear all of you are well as I am.  I had a letter from George last week, he says he is alright, and they are training hard there.  It must be a nice job trenching in the dark, but I suppose it have to be done.  I went to Brighton last Sunday week, I saw Arthur, he did not know I was at Shoreham, I did not know his address, else I could have written and told him.  We did not know we were going until the last minute.  I know his address now.  They told us we were only here for a short time, but that short time will soon be a month.  We are supposed to go back on Friday.  I will write again on Friday so you will know.  I am going to start sending some money home on Friday, and try and send some every week, then if you want it you can make use of it as things are likely to get dear.  What you don’t want you can put by for me, but take the first ten shillings for my eight days which I had at home.  I have been trying to get the allowance for you, but they say it can’t be done as father is at work, till it is gone through parliament, which they are trying for now.  I expect you had some lot of snow at home.  We got about three inches here but it is all gone now.  It looks very dull on the beach in the winter, quite different when the sun is shining warm.  You don’t [see] many people laying about now, most of them are round the fire what have the chance.  We are not taking much harm here, [we] live well that is the main thing, which we do and can do with it.  I haven’t wrote to aunt Nell yet, but I shall do.  She will soon think you haven’t sent me her address.  Tell Cecil to let Birch [?Burch] get someone else, which I should.   Now I will close, trusting you are all quite well, and that Mr Cresswell will soon get better.  With love to all from your affectionate son

Ned

Your last letter had been opened but your photo was in and sweets

3 Gerard Street,

Clyde Road,

Brighton

Sussex

no date  [?29 January 1915]

Dear Mother,

Just a line or two to let you know I have got back to Brighton but not at the same place.  I am with a chap in B Company, we are both happy and comfortable, and get on well together.  I hope all of you are well, Sutton told [me] Mrs Cresswell is dead.  I thought he had made a mistake, as you had told me it was Mr that was ill.  Arthur is still here and so is Sutton, I feel more at home with them.  It is dark about here now, no lights allowed to show on account of air craft.  The Germans are very proud of their Zeppelins and submarines, they are after our merchant ships now.  We have got new rifles and bayonets now and have to keep them clean too.  We are going to have new suits in about ten days, some of them are getting bad and so are the boots.  I went and see my old landlady Sunday, she want to have me go back again, but I can’t without a lot of bother, so I think I shall have to stop here.  I don’t mind, this is quite different to being at Shoreham.  It has been a nasty day today so we are not doing much.  This is all I have to say now, expect more in a day or two.

From your affectionate

Ned

3 Gerard Street,

Clyde Road

Brighton  Sussex

no date  [2 February 1915]

Dear Mother,

A letter in answer to yours which I got on Friday, pleased to hear you are all quite well.  I expect it will be a grand wedding of Ben Coppings.  I should like to see it.  I have seen several chaps who have been to the front and spoken to them, they say they don’t want any more men out there for a time, they are in one another’s way.  Some of the poor chaps look as if they had had something to put up with. They say they haven’t had a good sleep since they left England, till they came back.  14 hours in a saddle right off.  The horses get sore all where the saddle chafe, and the chaps get stiff and sore from riding them.  They say the German artillery is something wonderful, but the infantry is not so good.  One chap say it will finish in June, but it is hard to say when it will finish, it will be a happy release to the British Isles when it does.  I often see Arthur now, and very often have a chat with him, I can see him smiling yards before I reach him, he look well.  I think it is rather sad for Oswell [?Oswald] Howlett to have his wife taken off so soon, he never experienced married life for long.  We are still happy and comfortable here, and wish to remain so.  I don’t know if we shall go back to Shoreham again, I don’t care if I don’t.   There are hundreds of Indians here now, more than ever, it amuse people to see them go about, they always wear their shirts outside their trousers, I suppose it is their style.  They seem happy and contented.  There have been some die here from bad wounds, they carry all the dead onto the hills to be burnt as it is their religion.  We are getting some decent weather here now, quite warm in the day.  We sweat marching, which we have to do plenty of now.  We are going to have a brigade day Thursday, four battalions, we have blanks to fire, and there is some snapping and cracking when we all get to work.  Now I will close mother, trusting it will find all of you well as it leaves me, with love from

Ned

3 Gerard Street,

Clyde Road,

[Brighton]

23 January [1915] ─ January in error, should be February

Dear Mother,

A line thanking you for the card which I got safe.  Glad to hear you are well as I am.  I see Arthur Sunday, he is alright, but he say he have a cold, it is getting better now.  We went for a row on the water Sunday, it was lovely and warm and we thoroughly enjoyed it.  At night we went to a sacred meeting at the Grand Theatre.  It is the talk we are going back to Shoreham on Monday, I don’t know if it is right.  I hope it is not, there are several yarns go about just the same as there is at Grundisburgh.  How will Charlie Brundel get on for a bath if he join the army, I expect he will miss his mother.  I reckon James Last will say something if he do go.  I haven’t heard from George for a week and day or two now.  I don’t know if he’s shifted, he told me in his last letter he was going to Aldershot.  They have picked some more old soldiers out of our batt. to go to Felixstowe, then to the front, they are going tomorrow.  They have took some of the young ones away into the cycle corps.  They have picked our transport out, they are going away for a time to go through the riding school, then they will come back and join us again.  I am sending a postcard home, one Joe Button sent me from Felixstowe, stick it on one side, it will do to look at, if we all get home alright, which I hope to.  Now I will close trusting you are all well, with love to all from your affectionate son

Ned

Give my love to Billy Hunt if you see him at any time, and also F.Morling Bealings, tell them all I am alright

3 Gerard Street,

Clyde Road,

Brighton

8 March 1915

Dear Mother,

A letter in answer to yours which I had Friday, sorry to hear Hilda has been ill so you had to have the doctor.  I hope she will soon get better, she enjoys to get out and play with the other children I know, especially with Cecil.  The weather is very cold here, it has been trying to snow all day, but it soon goes away again in Brighton.  We are to go back to Shoreham on Wednesday, so the warmer it gets the better it will be for us.  We very often get some rough weather in March and at times it is warm.  I believe Arthur is on sick for his hearing.  I haven’t seen him on parade lately, but I shall see him more often at Shoreham.  I saw Albert Last Sat night for the first time in Brighton, he tells me George Chaplin is killed at the front, so he has soon done his bit towards his country.  I suppose Witty is alright, did he ever come home at Xmas?  Sutton tells me Earie the gardener has joined the terriers, and have shifted into poor old Cresswell’s house.  I suppose the old colonel is alright, he was queer when I was at home.  I dare say he would like to live and see this war out, if he don’t any longer.  I haven’t heard from George since he has been at Aldershot.  I expect he is still on hard training.  I suppose his address is the same except Shorncliffe, Kent.  I think Aldershot is in Hampshire.  We shall have our khaki next Sunday so I shall have my photo taken.  I am sending you one of some of the chaps in my platoon, you will see my lieutenant on it, he had it taken and gave us all one each.  I am standing on the right at the back with a khaki hat on.  We have had some gloves given us, with a tape go round the shoulders supposed to be for the trenches.  Our officers tell us we shall have some lot of night work when we get back to the old [?]shant.  Now I will close, trusting this will find Hilda better, and all the others well.  With love and best wishes to all, from your affectionate son

Ned

C Company,

9 Batt.,

Suff Regt.,

Shoreham

15 March [?1915]

Dear Mother

A line or trusting it will find you alright, and also find Hilda better.  We are more comfortable here now than we were before.  They have got us beds to lay on now, so it makes the huts seem warmer.  There roads all about now, so it is better getting about, but we felt a bit lost to leave Brighton, as we had been there just long enough to make several friends about in the billets.  I went there on Sunday with Sutton, Arthur went by train, we went round to his billet and saw him and his people where he had been lodging.  The landlady told us he was her best boy, and was sorry that he was going away, she told us that Arthur kissed them all before he went, and he is pleased he is going into the 3rd Batt., but he would rather have had us come too.  I gave him that khaki coat what I had off Father, I thought it would be the handiest way of getting it home, as he said he would go home for a weekend from Felixstowe.  I gave him some tobacco to give Father.  We have got our khaki now.  I am going to have my photo taken so I can send some home.  I should like Uncle Leonie [Lennie] to have one in Canada, I know he would be pleased with it.  I shall have a dozen taken.  I shall [send] home what I don’t want, and then you can send them where you think best.  When you write again just tell me which county Aldershot is in, so that I can write to George.  We are going to have a medical examination on Wednesday, all the Suffolks, and they have taken our rifles away to be numbered, and so we have got picks and shovels instead.  There is a bit of a mess in our hut now they have been tarring it inside.  It’s a bit unpleasant for them that don’t like the odour, the windows are all wide open, still it don’t make much difference, and won’t for three or four days.  They tarred the huts on the roof and most of them, the tar drop through, some of them have got it on their new suits, it shows too on khaki and make it look very untidy, especially for them that think a lot of themselves.  We have got a splendid recreation hut, it beats them what we sleep in, and there is plenty of room for a Batt. to enjoy.   I expect Arthur is at Felixstowe by now, I saw him just before he went this morning.  I shall miss him, Arthur and me always get on well together.   I shouldn’t be surprised if he were to get his discharge, but I don’t know, they might keep him in the 3rd till the war is over, he’ll never go out of England.  I hope he will have better luck than he have had if he do stop in the army.  Now Mother, I will close as I have not much more space.  With my best wishes and love to all of you,

From your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy  9th Batt  Suff Regt

Shoreham by Sea

30 March 1915

I believe we are going to shift from here in a week or two

I will write more often than I have done

Dear Mother,

A letter to you trusting it will find you and Hilda much better.  I received your letter alright which I was very interested to read.  I have heard from Arthur, he is at Felixstowe.  He tells me he would rather be at Shoreham with us, but he will be alright there when he get used to the chaps.  I have been a bit uneasy this last three or four days with the tooth ache, but it is alright I am glad to say.  I went down to Shoreham and had it out.  It was a bit of a pinch but I did not mind that so long as I got rid of it.  It was that hollow one, and when he tried to pull it out it broke off, and then he had to get the stump out, but it was soon over.  We have had a medical examination, just like enlisting again, the army dentist is going to do something to my front teeth to get them regular.  He is removing some chaps’ teeth that have got very bad ones, and putting false teeth in rather than discharge them.  He says it’s a pity my teeth [are] so unregular in front, as I have got some very good back ones.  He is going to make them a bit more comfortable for me.  He is a very nice chap and take a lot of interest in his work.  We have to go trenching at night now, I should go tonight but I am in the sergeants mess today.  It suits me better than trenching in the cold wind, as I have just had that tooth out.  They are learning us to make bridges now.  We get on very well at that and our officers are very pleased with what we have done.  I like it.  It just suits me, and I do all I can to help them as it is very interesting, the cunning way they have of going to work.  It takes a good man to know how to tie all the knots wanted for that job.  In another week or two we are going to learn barbed wire entanglements.  I shall stick to that as much as I can, there might be a chance to transfer into Royal Engineers.  C Company was the first one to learn it, as it is the forwardest in the other drills.  Arthur would never have that, he knew better than that.  I and Sutton went to have a look at Brighton again on Sunday.  We must go now and again, else it don’t suit the people there as they got so used to us.  They think we are stuck up if we don’t go.  I bet it is the best town in England, and the civilest people.  They don’t seem a lot of tell-talers like Mrs Daniels and the Quintons.  The old woman sent Sutton Major’s address, she thought he would be pleased with it.  I never see an address like it before, it is nearly as long as this letter.  Dear Mother, now I will close.  With love to all from your affectionate son

Ned

[Brighton]

9 April 1915

Dear Mother,

A card asking you if you received my letter, as I have had no answer yet.  I hope you are well, as it might hinder you waiting.  I am quite well, was vaccinated yesterday, don’t feel much of it yet.  With love to all from

Ned
C Coy., 9th Batt.,

Suff.

Shoreham by Sea

don’t know the date  [c. 15 April 1915]

Dear Mother,

A line to let you I received your letter which I had been expecting.  Very pleased to know you are all well, and glad to hear Hilda is well enough to go to school again.  I meant to ask you before but it never came into mind, when I have been writing till now: did they cut Hilda’s curls off when she was ill?  I have heard they do in some cases like that, and I have been wondering about it.  I am glad to tell you my arm is getting on splendid, and will very soon be well now, but there are some chaps had the misfortune to have very bad arms, Sutton’s got on well too.  We had photos taken at last as you will see, another laughing fit we had, when we were there.  It’s the only thing that spoiled mine, I show my front teeth which look rather comical, and look as if it was that front tooth I had out, but it is still there, it was that hollow back one I had out, it seemed a happy release, when I had that out.  I am sending four postcards of me and one of Sutton I changed with him, so he had one of mine.  Some small ones too, Cecil can have some of them, what he don’t want you can do what you like with.  I dare say some of you will laugh when you see PC49, it’s a bit of sport we had between us.  I reckon Cecil will take charge of them

Now mother will you oblige me by sending one to George, I don’t know his address, although I know you have sent it to me, but it’s my own neglect I don’t, I done away with the letter you sent with it on, not thinking anything about it, but I might have wrote then before I burnt it, but I suppose I didn’t feel writing minded.  He shift about so, don’t he?  But I know he have no excuse because he know my address.  Perhaps he have all the writing he want now, there isn’t much chance sometimes, I know.  Now I have some more news, we are going to Reigate on Monday, nearer London, for a little rough training I expect.  We have got our full equipment, so it look as if it mean something.  There will be time for you to write before then.  Then I’ll let you know when I get there.  With love to all, from your affectionate

Ned

Send the postcards to who you like

29 Effingham Road,

Reigate,

Surrey

on headed paper :  9th (Service) Battn  Suffolk Regt

25 April [1915]

Dear Mother,

Just a line or two just to let you know I [am] still alright.  We have got to our new place alright, and it seems quite a change after being at Shoreham so long.  We shall soon be shifting back again, we [are] only here for a fortnight and then we shall go back to Shoreham and then shift somewhere else.  We are going to march back.  Sutton’s gone home for the weekend, I don’t know if he will come and see you.  I told him to call and tell you I was alright and that.  I sleep with him now, two in one bed and I and him in the other, four of us together this time.  We have got a good billet too, the boss is a millstone dresser, goes to London to work.  We are only 21 miles off London now, and mile and a half off Redhill where George was.  I went there the other night.  We have to be in at half past nine here, and go out at eight o’clock in morning so we get plenty of rest.  We go trenching and wood cutting, I like it better than running up and down them hills at Shoreham.  We take our dinner and get home about five.  We had our half day Sat. [?just the]  We went to Reigate church this morning, its [a] rare old fashioned church too.  I wrote a letter to Arthur when I was at Shoreham, I don’t know if he got it, I haven’t heard if he did or not.

With love to all of you from your affectionate

Ned

C Coy.  9th Batt

Suffolk Regt

Shoreham by Sea

no date [5 May 1915 from postmark]

Dear Mother

Thank you for your letter which I received alright.  We have got back to Shoreham now after a march of about 35 miles.  We started on Tuesday from Reigate and got here today at 2o’clock in the afternoon.  We done 22 miles the first day and the rest today, full-packed, and was not sorry when we got here.  It was a very hot march, some chaps had to fall out, on account of their feet, but I stuck it with the majority.  I have the gift of good feet, I’m glad to say, else I should not have done it.  The road was all tarred and it was hot, so it was worse for our feet.  It is wonderful how a few days sun have altered the chaps, they are all as brown as a berry, after being all day in the trenches.  We went through a course of firing at Reigate.  I done well, I got 7 bulls out of seven.  The scores were 35, five for a bull.  The captain wants me to be a sniper.  The 18th of this month we are going to march to Aldershot, but I expect George will be gone then.  We are going to have some leave now shortly.  I don’t know if we shall have it here, or Aldershot.  After then I reckon we shall shift somewhere else.  The whole brigade marched from Reigate to here, Suffolks, Norfolks, Bedfords, Essex.  The Suffolks took the lead.  We had a rough billet Tuesday night in a barn with wire netting for windows.  There were over a hundred of us slept in there, and sound we slept too.  We were all out at six ready for another start.  We passed another brigade, between Reigate and Cowfold, Cowfold is where we stopped for the night.  It stirs the people up when we go through the villages, three small towns we went though too.  The people treat us well, buns and fags.  

From Ned with best to all

C Coy  9th Batt  Suff Regt

Shoreham  Sussex

23 May 1915

Dear Mother,

A reply to your nice letter which I received on Saturday evening, just as I and Sutton were going out.  Glad to hear you are still alright, and hope to hear Cecil is better next time you write.  Sutton laughed when I told him, Cecil said he did not get drunk out of him.  It don’t seem hardly right it is Whit Sunday already, the time does go, it won’t be very long before we have done a year.   Do Cecil do much to the flower garden which I had in hand, but I expect he have plenty to do helping Father with his lot.  Vegetables stand before flowers.  We are still happy and comfortable and make the best of it all.  We have had a very hard week, but something has come over them so they are going to give us a day off Monday, and well we deserve it.  The way they feed us here is still good and we have plenty, but there isn’t much wasted.  They have very good management.  For breakfast this morning we had two eggs and bread and butter, for dinner we shall have baked mutton, and for tea bread and butter, watercress, jam and a small piece of cake.  We don’t have the same two days running, we had some autumn onions the other night.  I am alright, don’t worry about me.  They have the aeroplanes out along the beach now night and day, they stand about half a mile apart, the men are there with them, in case anything happen, they [are] out in the open.  Our band is alright now, they play songs now on the march, Old Folks at Home, and a lot of new recruiting songs which we like to hear.  I should very much like to march with the ninths through Grundisburgh, just for once.  We have got another suit now, one blue one, two khaki and two overcoats.  The blue suit I have had since [?], I had to give the old one in, and they have given me two new pairs of socks.  Now Mother, this is all I have to say this time.  Trusting this may find you all well, with love to all of you, your affectionate son

Ned

Shoreham

postcard

no date   [c. 1 June 1915]

Dear Mother,

This card as I am wondering if  you have wrote to me and I haven’t had your letter in answer to mine.  I have been expecting it ever since Thursday as I knew you made it a rule to write on Wed or Thurs in the week.  I was wondering if it were lost, perhaps you have been busy with George, as I believe the 7ths are gone to France.  If you don’t write I don’t know nothing only what Sutton tells me.  I can’t write to Arthur because he won’t send me his address and George is as bad.  I hope you will write as soon as you can.  With love to all of you from

Ned

C Coy.,  9th Suff

12 June 1915

Dear Mother,

I have received your letter alright, and I would answer it now I have the chance, as we are likely to go to Aldershot the beginning of next week.  We are getting it pretty stiff now, we were out all night last night, and arrived at Shoreham at four in the morning.  Eight miles we marched, before we started manoeuvres, then we went all over the downs.  I and another chap fell into a large rabbit burrow nearly up to our necks.  It was so dark we couldn’t see where to go to.  I wondered what had happened for a moment, I thought it had been a well or something of the sort, but we were soon off again somewhere.  I am pleased to tell you Mother I had a letter from Arthur, he had used red ink for it, I don’t know what his idea is of that.  Perhaps he think people can see it better.  He tells me he’s alright but get a lot of guards, and they hinder him from his half day Saturday.  I don’t think he had long to wait for an answer this time, for I wrote the same day.  I am glad to hear that George has got over the water safe, and trust that God may bring him back as sound as he went.  I don’t think we shall be long before we shall be on the water, we have had nine months training, more than a lot of us expected to have.  I think we shall be quite as fit as some what have gone out there.  We shall have leave before shifting out of England.  I may be home when Aunt Nelly is down.  I should like to see her and also cousin Hilda.  I have sent you a little of our Division views, I thought perhaps they might interest you or Cecil.  They bring them in the books that come out every week, just like you used to take the Home Chat.  We are getting nice weather here, the wheat and barley, what there is of it, are out on ear, and look as if harvest will soon be again.  They are picking out tradesmen out of our lot, that understand foundry work, to make bombs under Government.  Now Mother I will close.  With love to all from your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy,  Suffs,

Shoreham  Sussex

no date [c. 15 June 1915]

Dear Mother,

Thanks for your nice letter which I have got at last.  I am pleased to hear from you, and am glad to know you are alright.  I was pleased with that pretty postcard of the old school and green, it looked so familiar to me, but I think it is an old one isn’t it?  I can’t realise [recognise] any of the kids there.  Tell Cecil to tell Mr Smith he needn’t worry himself about me anymore because I shall not trouble him anymore, if I have the chance.  But I am pleased to hear that Cecil have got there, not for the good of Gerald, but for the good of himself, the money he is getting I mean.  I expect they are forced to pay more now.  Sutton told me Jack had enlisted.  I think it is time now Birt [?Bert] Lambert and Taff[?] Smith went.  I expect they are afraid of themselves.  If they haven’t got heart enough to enlist, they haven’t got heart enough to fight.  We have got an easy day today, as we are going to have the night out.  We are supposed to be in bed at two o’clock this afternoon, I don’t think there will be many for who will sleep.    We were going [to] Aldershot this week, but it is put off now, as the huts there are a bit lively, so they have got to disinfect them well.  That will take a fortnight.  We shall be there plenty soon enough.  Tell Arthur I think he is getting proud since he has been in the third Suffs.  I reckon he spend most of his spare time writing to that girl at Brighton.  Perhaps he think if he let me know too much I shall go off with her, as I am near and handy.  He will write when I get to Aldershot.  They have took our civilian coats in, and blue suits, and have given us another khaki suit for Sunday.  Now Dear Mother, I think I have told you all this time.  I still remain your affectionate son

Ned

I will get one of the Suffolk brooches for you

postcard

18 June 1915

Dear Mother,

A card to let you know I have received your letter, we are still at Shoreham, but are off tomorrow to Aldershot, we are going to start at 8 am to march, it will take us three days I expect, I will send a card from the place where I stop at tomorrow night to let you know how I am getting on.

Love to all

Ned
C Coy  9th Suff Regt

YMCA letterhead

Alma Barracks

Frimley

Sunday  [20 June] 1915

Dear Mother, I will now answer your nice welcome letter.  I am pleased to hear you are all well, as I am too, glad to say.  We have got to our place near Aldershot after rather a hard march.  We started from Shoreham Friday morn, and went from there to Horsham.  The next morning we left Horsham for Guildford which is exactly 20 miles, we went in billets at Guildford and at Horsham we all slept in a large malthouse.  We got here about midday, it is not half like Shoreham, no sea to look over here, nor yet to have a nice bathe in, but there is plenty of dry sand and dust blowing about.  We were all dust when we got here, it got right through our clothes.  We had some very welcome visits at different places as we came through, the people got up early on purpose to see us start off at Guildford and Horsham.  I am afraid we have left the best home we shall have in the Army.  We are in these pokey little old tents again now, C and D Company, A and B are in the barracks.  But it isn’t so bad, dry weather, and we have got our beds or sacks of straw to lay on, and three blankets.  I expect you got my card alright didn’t you?  We are about four or five miles off Aldershot, I am not going today, but I think [I] shall get as far next Sunday, there’s not much chance during the week.  Some of the[m] told us what are here, we have come to a nice place now, they will soon kill some of you, there is only I and another chap left out of our Regt, one chap said, but I don’t think he meant it, he wanted to make talk with us.  Did George lay at this place[?] There are a lot of German prisoners here, one of East Lancs killed a German with a pick, the German said nasty things to him, so he give him a pat over the railings with his pick, he died the next morning, now there is a hundred yards space between them and us.  Now I think Mother I will close, as I can’t think of anything else, with [love] to all of you, father, mother, sister and brother

From your affectionate son Ned

You shall have the brooch when I get a bit settled, it’s in my kit

Alma Barracks,

Blackdown Camp,

Farnborough,  Hants

don’t forget this address, this is the right

26 June 1915

Dear Mother,

I have got your postcard alright, I hope you are all happy and well, as I am, but should be happier still if there was more life here.  Frimley is three miles off where we are.  I went one night but I didn’t go to Frimley Green, I expect that’s the best part.  I and three more [?]four chaps went to see about the trains.  I don’t think there is much convenience here for travellers, it isn’t like Shoreham.  I shall not be able to get away to go to Aldershot tomorrow, but I shall go next Sunday whatever happen, I will walk if I can’t have a pass.  I expect we shall be getting leave shortly, some of the Advance Guard are gone.  It is all the talk that our Division is going to India, but I don’t know true it is.  I know we are going over the water somewhere.  I am willing to go anywhere, but trust that God will spare me to return home again in Grundisburgh.  The three of us are doing our share for King and Country.  How nice it will be to get home again, all of us, and tell tales of what we have experienced in the Army in different places.  There will be a great improvement in things then, both for us and all of you at home.  No-one can call us slackers after the war is over, however things end.  There will be not much rest for them that haven’t tried to go, after all the boys come home.  They won’t know what to talk about then.  I little thought you knew much about this place, I thought you lived more in the town of Aldershot.  It seems quiet to us after [being] at Shoreham and Brighton, but we shall get to like the place no doubt before we go away.  Things are very unsettled for a time after a shift, and I expect that’s what it is more than anything.  We are getting more food again now.  We thought they were going to starve us when we got here, they would have starved us to death if it had lasted long like that.  It cost me 8d a day for food three or four days running.  It was no good making complaints.  The [?canans] some of them would have sold all their kit to get money for food, there was some started it.  The Norfolks had a riot over it, but that made things no better.  When I came from Shoreham I left some of my things behind, but I think I shall get them alright when the rear guard come.  I begin to want them.  We came away all in a hurry, so I never had time to pack all of them up.  I know where I was wrong, I never put enough things in my kitbag.  I left too many to put in the [?fluse], that is the pack.  My little razor is there too, I shall be sorry if it happen so I lose that.  If I don’t get them I shall get into trouble over it.  They will think I have told lies about it.  I sent a postcard to a chap what I know, stopped behind to clear up, so I expect he will bring them.  I explained everything to the officer about it, he said I should have to pay for a new turnout if they got lost.  They can’t do much to me for that if they are lost, because it would be the first offence against me, and I am not ashamed of that.  There is worse things that happen in war time.  I expect you will think I have done well this time, I have got a better chance to write than I have sometimes.  I am all by myself in our tent, all the other chaps are gone out.  There’s nothing to annoy me tonight, except someone playing an old cornet over the lines, but I can stick that if he don’t come too close.  I done a little drawing the other night in the tent for a change.  It looked alright so I thought I would send it home.  It will cost nothing in with a letter, I thought it would be a good [?] for Cecil.  The chaps here says I never ought to be in the army, I says I am only he[re] for [the]duration of war.  I drew the Suffolk badge on our hut door at Shoreham, and [?] crayoned it, it looked a treat for a month or two.  One night there was a storm blew right on the door and made it look dull.  If you had seen it you would never thought I done it.  I drew it with a piece of chalk, which I pick up outside at first.  It looked alright, one chap to[ok] a fancy to it and asked me if I would colour it if he bought the crayons.  I did it, I should like to have had you see it.  Now I think I shall have to close, with love to all, from your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy.,

9th Batt.,

Suffolk Regt,

Blackdown Camp,

Farnborough,

Hants

no date  [July 1915]

Dear Mother,

Thanks for your letter which I received alright, I expect you have been expecting answer before now haven’t you?  But I have not had a good opportunity to write till now, we have had a very hard week.  I received that parcel from Aunt Nelly, it was alright too, I wrote and thanked her for it.  I am going to try and get a badge for Aunt Nelly, I don’t like to take things off her without sending something, just to show good feeling, it is very kind of her to send it, but I could have done with it better when we first came here, as we didn’t live so well as we do now.  It was a lovely jar of jam she sent, strawberries and gooseberries home made, it seemed so nice to ours here.  I am now sending you that brooch which I got at Shoreham, I have forgot it every time I have wrote to you.  We had a kit inspection today so I turned it and had forgotten it was there till I saw it and so I thought I will send it today, and will put it with your letter.  I expect it will be alright.  We have got our proper service rifles now, and long bayonets, but I don’t think we are going out for a month or two now.  I thought about your brother John is dead then where was he living when he died?  I have often wondered about that Charlie too, I thought perhaps he was a prisoner in Germany.  I saw Charlie Lister’s photo in the Suffolk paper as being the youngest soldier, what Sutton had sent.  I expect his mother is a bit excited over that, I always thought he was older than that, because he used to shave before he enlisted, it’s a good photo of him

……

coming home next week, but don’t expect me because I don’t know if I shall be able to get a pass, so I can’t tell you for certain whether I shall come or not.  Sutton is coming too I think.  I shall send a card if I am pretty sure of coming, I shall go to Woodbridge station as is it more convenient for getting back.  I wrote to Arthur about a fortnight ago, but I had no answer.  Now I will close, with best to all, from

Ned

C Coy

Blackdown

Farnborough

no date [13-19 July 1915]

Dear Mother

I received your postcard alright, glad to hear you got my last letter safe.  We shall not be able to come home for a weekend now, as there are no passes granted.  We are now on our last musketry course, and every man in the Batt. are needed for it.  I was rather disappointed when I found I couldn’t come, as I had made every preparation, but never mind, I shall have the chance perhaps later on.  I was surprised to see Joe Harvey’s boy yesterday, he came up to the camp on purpose to see me.  I didn’t know who he was at first till he told.  I thought his son was as old as Cecil.  I had quite a conversation with him, he seemed to know as much as a man.  He told me all about George, he seems quite a sensible lad for his size.  He asked me to come to Aldershot and see them.  I told him I would come on Sunday.  I should have went before, but one thing and another came in the way so I didn’t go.  We are not quite so free as people sometimes think.  I asked him how he knew I was here, he said his father told him, so I knew no more than I did before I asked him.  He didn’t say who told his father.  I shall be the last to go to France now then, out of the three of us, if Arthur is going on the 27th.  I expect we shall be close behind him.  I think the 8th Suffolks are close on going now, as some of my mates have letters from chaps in it.  We have to wear a light blue ribbon on the backs of our collars now, we can not make out what it’s for.  Some say it’s honours won by the Suffs in France, but I think they will tell us, if not they ought to.  It is pouring with rain now, and have been all the afternoon.  It is getting a bit unpleasant in our tents, it drops through, but it will never be like the tents at Shoreham, as we have a solid bottom to walk on.  We can stick this after that Shoreham mud.  Cecil have got back to Hunt’s now then, he finds the difference in the walk I expect.  Hunt’s is alright if their money is alright, that’s what done me.  I thought perhaps Gerald Smith had altered a bit by now, as there isn’t many men about, but I expect he still have fits.  He wants to reduce his stomach a bit.  I should be very pleased if you would drop some Beecham’s Pills in your next letter, if you don’t mind me troubling you for them, there isn’t much chance of getting them here in the woods.  They don’t keep them in our canteen.  It is too far to go to Frimley for things, then perhaps there is not any there.  I always thought till now they were quite common all through England.  I don’t think there is anything very common here, only heather and fir trees and soldiers, but it is healthy, we don’t get much town smoke.  That is far far away.  We get a nice breeze of dust now and again, but I think it is laid now for a day or two.  I am glad Cecil liked his card.  I thought it was a very suitable [one] for the purpose.  It only came into my mind by chance about his birthday.  I thought I would just let him know I still knew him.  I expect I shall have a message for Father if I see Joe Harvey on Sunday.  I shall walk there, I should want a pass if I went by tram or bus.  Now mother, I think I have told you as much as I can think of.  Trusting you will write as soon as you can, and don’t forget the pills.  With best of thoughts for you all

Your affectionate

Ned

C Coy., 9th Suffolk Regt.,

Blackdown Camp,

Farnborough

Hants

no date [c.22 July 1915]

Dear Mother,

Thanks for your letter I got this morning and also the other little things.  I thought I told you before I got George’s letter with yours, but I may have thought about it and never told you.  I never went to see Harveys after all.  We are nearly all on officers mess, time the regular ones are doing their firing, and then after they have done, there will be some sent to relieve us, so we go firing then, that is how they do it so every man do his firing.  I am afraid I shall not have a chance to come home now, before we get our leave, they have stopped all the weekend passes, as were all to have leave when the firing is done, but it is not war leave.  We have got to pay half fare, we shall go home twice more before we go away, if there isn’t anything so it is altered.  I should like to have seen Flo and Hilda next week, but when I will go they won’t let me.  I reckon we shall be home before Aunt Nell go back, perhaps I shall go to Capel, if I have the opportunity, but they won’t let us keep at home long enough to have a good look round.   I ought to have a bad foot like George and have six weeks.  Sutton was going home last week, he was like me he had to stop instead.  I expect there are some nice new potatoes in the garden by now.  I haven’t had an English new potato yet, only about 5 Jersey ones, but we are not taking harm now.  Now I will close trusting this find you all well.  From your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy,  9th Suff

Blackdown Camp,

Farnborough,

Hants

26 July 1915

Dear Mother,

I don’t know if you have answered my letter, if so I haven’t received it yet.  Perhaps you have got company so you have not such a good chance and something take your attention.  I hope you have, as I know you have been a bit lonely since we left home.  If you have, give them all my best respects, and I should [love] to be at home with you all.  I went to see the Harveys and I enjoyed myself too yesterday. I got a ride there by bus from Frimley, but I had to walk back.  Joe and his wife, and boy, and another young lady came about half way with me.  Joe shew me the barracks which Father helped to cart the bricks for, it seemed his delight to show me round a bit.  I never got there much before five so I never had a long stay there.  It poured with rain when I wanted to go, I gave it up about going, but it held up a bit so I put my coat on, and went after all.  It’s a long way from Blackdown Camp to Aldershot, Joe says it’s seven miles and a half.  The best way to go from Frimley, he says, is to go alongside the canal, but it’s rather risky on a very dark night.  Some of our chaps have already had a ducking, but I suppose most of it is because they have been wet inside too.  That makes all the difference.  Don’t forget to tell me how George and Arthur get on every time you write, ask George if his hair has got its usual length yet.  Joe Harvey said he had it off quite short, when he came in one day it altered his appearance so.  I expect it did too, as he was always very particular about it.  I shouldn’t have kept from laughing if I had seen him then.  I am going to put a week end pass in for Aldershot next week end.  I don’t know if I shall succeed in getting it.  If I don’t I try and go on the Sunday.  I know exactly where to go now.  I had that to find out the first time.  I, Sutton and three more got let off this afternoon parade as a reward for good shooting this morning, so I have got a very good chance now to write.  Bisley ranges we fire on, it seems a very damp place down there.  We have had some heavy storms lately so I expect that makes a difference.  I and Sutton are both good shots, we seem to keep together in everything, and we are going to, as regards to the army, as far as we can.  Now Mother, I shall have to bring this letter to a close, trusting it will find you all well, and in the best of spirits as it leaves me.  With love and best respects to all, Your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy  9th Suff Batt

Blackdown Camp

Farnborough  Hants

no date [Minden Day is 1 August, so this is 3-7 August 1915]

Dear Mother,

I received your last letter alright, glad to know you are all well, did you get my letter?  I sent it one night and got yours the next day, and am now answering it.  I have been waiting for an answer for mine, and I expect you are waiting for an answer for yours, so we have got crossed over and waiting for one another  to write, we shall not get on very fast like that I am afraid, so I thought I would answer yours, as my answer seems slow coming.  It will be funny if the same thing happen again this time.  We shall have to fix our days to write and keep it up if possible and then we shall know better how to go on.    I’ll write Sundays or Mondays and you write Wednesdays or Thursdays, do you think you can manage that, I think I can.    I went to Aldershot from Saturday afternoon to Sunday this week and had a good time there too, walked there and walked back.  I didn’t mind that as long as I got there.  It doesn’t seem so bad one way one day and one the other, it is better than walking both ways in one day and then walking about there as well.  I had a pass, I didn’t think I should get one but as luck happened I did.  I see three or four of Joe’s brothers, two we met in [a] cemetery as we were having a look round.  We had a chat between us about one thing and another.  Joe and his wife wished me to remember them to you and Father, and any time you like you can and see and stop a few days, and they would be very pleased to see you and Father in Aldershot once more, that is if you wish to come.  They are all very good to me, and I think they are to George.  Mrs Harvey said she sent a parcel to George last week.  They told me the next time I come I could bring Sutton if he wished to come.  On Sunday we had to wear the rose, that is to keep in memory the battle of Minden which the Suffolks took a good part in.  Every man if he wished to could go to the canteen and drink the health of the Regt free.  I expect some of the farmers in Suffolk have started harvest by now, I saw some oats cut here yesterday. It is very bad weather for harvesting here, I don’t suppose it is much better in Suffolk.  Now Mother I think I shall have to finish, to catch the post in time as it is getting late.  With love to all at home, Your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy.  9th Suff  Batt,

Blackdown Camp,

Farnborough,

Hants

12 August 1915

Dear Mother,

Thanks for your letter I received this morning.  I am pleased to hear you are all well, and that George was alright when you last heard from him.  We have had a very lively morning, Lord ?Kict [Kitchener?] has been and expected us on the downs, I should think there were 30 or 40 thousand of us.  You can guess we were all eager to see him but were not sorry when he had gone, as we were getting sick of the strict position we hand to stand in, with our full equipment on and weight too.  I and Sutton went to Aldershot again on Sunday, George Abblitt was there from Capel, used to work at Uncle’s, he is in the A.S.C. [Army Service Corps].  I don’t think I shall be able to get home the beginning of next week, Sutton will, as he is going before me, I think I shall come home the following Friday, I will let you know before then when I am coming.  S Clarke and A Last are gone, they are sending 10 at a time out of each Coy.  I should think by now Arthur is settled in some Batt.  Now I will close with love to all.

Your affectionate son

Ned

C Coy,

Blackdown Camp,

Farnborough

Hants

no date [c. 15 August 1915]

Dear Mother,

A line thanking you for your letter received this morning.  Glad to hear you are all well, as your letter found me.  We are going to have leave the week after next, the machine gunn[?ers] start Monday next, as they have done their firing before us.  I should like to get home before Aunt Nellie is gone, as I should like to see her.  Give my best respects to her and the children.  I think we are going to have four clear days at home, and then I expect when we get back we shall have to pack up for a shift, to make ourselves known in France or Dardanelles, according to what our officers say.  Well I think Mother we are fit to stand a bit, I feel I could knock a German down with my little rifle at any distance if I got a clear shot at him.  I have done well in firing and have proved to be a first class shot all through my firing, but we are to go off for marksman now.  

Arthur [is] in the 1st Suff then, I understood in one of yours he was going in the 7th with George, but I suppose he had to go where they put him.   I am now putting in another pass for Aldershot on Sunday, I don’t know if I shall get it, I hope to.  I don’t expect I shall have another chance after next Sunday, and shall not have another chance till we have had our leave.  I should like to have seen Cecil fire the first shot, especially if he has the No. 2 Lee Enfield.  I reckon if the truth is known he shut both eyes.  I shall come to Woodbridge station the next time, and come home with the milk cart.  Is Alf Quinton gone to France with the 2nd Suffs?  or is he in England, how is it he left Ted and Joe Button?   There’s a chap in our Batt. the name of Lloyd, his home is at Melton.  He has got five brothers in the army and there was a piece in the paper about it.  He told me his mother has a letter from the King.  Now I will close, with best wishes to all.  From yours truly

Ned

postcard

no date  [c.20 August 1915]

Dear Mother,

I am coming home Sat night but we have got to be in at 9.30 on Sunday night.  I sent my shirt home by Sutton’s sister.  We are all going to have passes so that we can come home by train to Bealings station.  I expect we shall get there about four o’clock.  We are now going on drill.

Yours truly

Ned

C Coy,  9th Suff Regt

Blackdown,

Farnborough   Hants

28 August 1915

Dear Mother,

Just a line or two letting you know I got back to camp alright last night.  I am pleased to say I have made it alright about my extra day.  It was rather a rough ride back as there were so many troops on that train.  We had to change at Ipswich, and went back by a special train to London.  We found our way by the tube, so we got to the other station just in time for the last train, and there was a rush there too.  There were nothing only soldiers on that train, and it was packed of all sorts and nearly all regts.  What made it worse, the station was packed with women and children to see them off, so with them and us you can guess it was a tight fit.  I hope you and Hilda got home alright, but I think you must have both [been] tired by the time you got home.  I am just stealing a minute or two to write this letter, as I am supposed to be helping to pack the tents up ready for a shift, our transport are gone this morning.  Now Mother I must close,

With love and best wishes to all

Your affectionate

Ned

I will write more next time

BEF

France

3 September 1915

Dear Mother,

I expect you are anxious to hear how I am getting on here.  I am getting on alright as yet, and hope this will find you all well and happy at home.  I have not seen George nor Arthur yet, I expect we are miles from them.  I haven’t seen anyone from the old parish, I expect I shall come across some of them as we shift about.  We are billeted in farm buildings for a time.  It seems quite different in the way of farming as it does in England.  The country is not very thickly populated where we are now, but we have some amusing conversations with what few people there are about. There is nothing much I want just now, only when you write please put two packets of cigarette papers in the letter.  You can get some at Mr Fosker’s, and if you can find that little book of French you can send that.  I suppose you got my postcard alright, I sent it off the next morning after we arrived at ──.  We had rather a dark passage over, but the water was not very rough, so it didn’t take much effect on us.  I never saw so many apple trees before as I have what little time we have been here, and the trees are full of fruit, but they are not quite so good as ours at home.  We are getting plenty of wet here now, I expect you are too.  When you write, instead of any camp, put British Expeditionary Force and name just as if I were a civilian, in full.  Joe came to the station with us, he says he is coming over when Uncle John’s sale is, so you will know when to expect him.  I gave him my stick, and he said he will take it over when he go.  I expect there are several people have asked about me lately, you can tell them all I am happy and well, just as if I were at home.  Now I have said all that I dare Mother, so will close trusting this letter will reach you alright, and Best Respects to all from

Your affectionate son

Edmund Goodchild

PS I am sending four penny stamps as I have no use for them now

[added by censor presumably]
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British Expeditionary Force

​​​​​​​​​​​

FPO  [France]

11 September 1915

Dear Mother,

Thanks for your nice letter I received today, it is the first letter from anyone in ── yet, I should have wrote to the Harveys before now, but we are in an out of the way place and there is not much convenience for a lot of writing.  I think I shall write to them between now and Sunday.  I was very pleased with the cigarettes you were kind enough to send.  I never told you to send any, but after I wrote the first time I was sorry I did not, as we cannot get any English where we are, and the French cigarettes are too strong to smoke.  They are all the same, no different sort like at home.  We are still in the same place as when I wrote before, and I think we are likely to be for a time.  I don’t mind being here, we are just as happy here as at home, but not quite so comfortable, and of course we cannot expect to be.  We take no notice of that [?seeing] as we are getting quite used to it.  It is a very old country place here, nothing but small farms and a few cottages and some very old churches which look to be the pride of the villages, and now and then alongside of the road there is a crucifix, an old wooden cross and a lot of small ones stuck round the bottom of it, look as if they might be gifts from different people in the place.  There is one about twenty yards from where we sleep.  The women about here goes to work on the farm just the same as a man, cart the corn and help to stack.  It is very rare we see a man milking, the women do all that, and feed the pigs.  They wear great old hard boots just like a man, and take no more notice of farm work than you do housework.  They seem to be brought up to it, it looked a bit strange to us at first, and of course we had to have a laugh over that, and the ways they have, but they are alright, not so much pride as English.  I and Sutton are both writing together in the orchard, in the shade of an old apple tree, the trees are full of apples, and there [are] some trees nearly smothered with mistletoe, the berries are just showing themselves, and look as if there will be plenty for Xmas here.  There are some very nice horses here on the farms, nearly all of them are grey, and look to me to be a better shape to most of ours.  I haven’t seen a black one since we have been here yet, the way they harness them took my attention at first, and when they are carting corn they have a basket strapped to the horse’s head, so as to act like a muzzle on a dog, to prevent them eating the corn.  They look so comical as they go about.  There are no thrashing engines here, it’s all done by horses and hand.  It is rather an artful dodge of yours, getting the plums off before the soldiers come.  You are going to save them the job, “well I don’t blame you”, if they are anything like some of us they would soon shift them.  I am glad to hear you are all well at home, and also to hear that Arthur is well, and I expect George is.  I am pleased to say I am, my cold is nearly gone now.  If you don’t mind you can send some cigarettes every week like you sent today, while I am here.  We might shift next time to where I can get some, and then you won’t want to send any.  We have been paid once since we have been out here, that was not till yesterday 10th.  I expect harvest is nearly finished in Suffolk by now, but here there is a lot of corn about in the fields.  There is nothing else I particularly want only cigarettes, two packets will do like you sent today.  I think I shall have to close now, as I have no more room.  I am trusting this letter will find you all well at home, and may God spare us all to return safe, and then we can tell tales.  With Best Respects and Fondest Love to All at Home, I remain your affectionate son    

Ned

PS we can hear the guns in the distance

[France]

30 September 1915

Dear Mother,

Just a line to let you know I am well, and have received your last letter, and thanks for the cigarettes.  I dare say by now you have heard we have been in action, but we are now out for a rest.  I have seen the First Suffolks, but am sorry to say I never saw Arthur.  I saw Walter Pipe, he was the only one I happened to see what I knew.  You never told me in your last letter how George was, but I expect he is like me, he have to write when he can.  I should like to tell you more but I shall have to close, trusting that God will spare me to get through the next lot safe, with love to all

Your affectionate son

Edmund L Goodchild

Ps please let me know if you get the cards alright

6 October 1915

Thanks very much for the two little parcels and letters I have lately received from you.  I am very sorry I couldn’t write till now, as I know you are so eager to hear all you can from me in such times as these, but I will always do my best, and write as often as possible.  I am very sorry to read in your last letter Sutton’s brother Jack has been killed.  I expect it has properly upset his parents, I feel sorry for them, especially his mother who is often ill.  Sutton has left us now about five days, to go through a course of trench work, but I expect he will soon be back now.  I had a nice parcel the other day from the Harveys.  It was arranged a treat for me, and I found it very useful as we had just come out of the trenches for a week.  The next time you write Mother I should be very pleased if you could send my gloves and two handkerchiefs instead of cigarettes, I can do without them well.   Two more cards I am sending, let me know if you get them alright.  You must excuse me for these few lines this time.  Now I must close with Love and Best Wishes to all at Home.

Your affectionate son

Edmund L Goodchild

[France, green envelope not censored]

16 October 1915

Dear Mother,

Thanks for that little parcel and letter I received about a week ago, and a nice letter you sent dated Oct 11th known to us as Michaelmas Day.  I sent a field card to you yesterday as I did not know when I should be able to write a letter, but now I have got the best chance to write I have had lately.  I am pleased to tell you I haven’t had any use for that powder yet, but I have been pretty near it, we went down to the Divisional Battery [?Baths] this morning and had a nice disinfecting bath every man, how we enjoy it.  Don’t worry yourself about me any more than you can help, for I am pleased to thank God that I am in the best of health and spirit, in spite of all that we go through in facing our foe.  We have had lecture[?] by our general “and he says” he is very pleased with what our Div. has done in so short a time, and our regt. has won an honour which will never be forgotten, and now our regt. has been transferred out of the 24th Div. into the 6th and we have now marched  to our winter quarters in Belgium and are going into action again in a very short time.  We are a good thirty miles off where we had that great battle near hill 70.  We marched 70 miles and went right into action all in one stretch.  I am like George, I saw some sights there I shall never forget, and we all think it marvellous how so many of us got through.  It took about three days to get our Batt. together again, and then we found there were only 127 casualties.  Amongst them were the colonel in command and our major, who we greatly missed as he looked after us so well in the way of food and clothing.  None of the chaps I know from our place are killed or wounded.  I expect Mother you remember that chap that I spoke to, and called into the waiting room at Woodbridge station, that used to be in Arthur’s tent, he was one of the dead.  Middleditch his name was, you can tell Arthur as he would be pleased to know.  I and Sutton were together and we got slightly gassed but nothing to hinder us in any way.  We can only thank God we got through at all.  I am pleased to hear that you have had a letter from George, as I expect you began to get a bit uneasy about him.  I should like to see both him and Arthur, but there are so many different Batts. it is a job to pick them out if even we were anywhere near them.  I haven’t seen any of the 7th Suff at all yet.  I have seen the 2nds but never saw Alfred Quinton, but I saw a chap who knew him and he said he was alright.  Viv Hardy is in B Coy, I have seen him but have not had a chance to speak to him, we looked at one another well then I expect we both began to think I did I know.  Bill Chenery is in our Coy. too, he came with the last draft from Felixstowe.  Now Mother I will tell you I have [taken] to the job as one of the barbers and am getting on well at it.  They have bought me some machines for cutting and some razors and I had some scissors, and now when we are out of the trenches I have to get to work, but I shall never neglect writing time.  I can get the paper and envelopes, don’t forget to enclose some as they are very difficult for us to get although they are common enough.  I am looking forward for a good settling up with one thing and another when this lot is over, if I come out safe which I hope God will spare me to.  Sutton is Lance-Corp so we seem to be jogging along alright together.  Give my best respects to all who ask about me, and tell them I am happy although in a great trial.  We are all doing our best, and are going to as long as God give us the power to.  Mother I think you have had a letter from Brighton, you haven’t told me yet, but never mind, there’s nothing there I am ashamed of, I have sent a card or two to let them know I am alright.  Some of Sutton’s friends sent me a good pair of knitted socks from London, as we had to leave nearly all our things on the scrapping field, but we are getting them back gradually.  I have got two more cards I am going to send you in a day or two, we are only allowed to write a letter once in two days.  I don’t think Arthur is not the [?is the] only one that wish that, he wants to keep cool and put up with it and wish for better days to come, although we know it is rather hard.  I quite expected this before we came.  Now Mother I shall have to draw to a close, please excuse me for all mistakes as I have been writing beyond my usual strook [?stroke].  I am trusting that you will get this letter alright, I shall be very disappointed if you do not.  Oh don’t send me any more cigarettes, the next time you send anything if you don’t mind send a mouth organ, that is if you are going to town.  Get a good one, you shall have the money back whatever happen.  With fondest love to all at home I will close, trusting will find you all well and happy.

Your affectionate son

Edmund L Goodchild

FPO

[France]

23 October 1915

Dear Mother,

Thanks for your nice letter which I have received this morning.  We have just been relieved from the trenches, so I have now a good chance to answer it.  Thanks for the buttons and thread which I have found very useful already.  I had a nice letter from Joe Harvey yesterday, he told me Uncle John’s things sold well.  Joe said he went to the sale and saw everything sold, altogether they made £1700, he also says he hasn’t heard from George lately, but he is going to write to him.  I am glad to hear you are all well at home, and am very pleased to hear you received my last letter alright.  I am quite well at present, all except a slight cold which seem to be getting quite common out here, well, we must expect them now as it seems plenty cold enough already in the trenches, especially at night time.  But we shall have to make the best of it, and get along the best we can together and look for better time to come.  I could do with some more vaseline now as soon as you could send it, the last lot I found very handy indeed.  I told you not to send any more cigarettes the last time [I] wrote but now I want some.  The last time I wrote I was where I could get plenty, but we have shifted from there now, and I have been short of a smoke ever since, so you can send a few the next time you write.  I am enclosing two postcards which I thought would interest you a bit, I have carried them in my pocket about three weeks, as I hadn’t got an envelope large enough to put them at the time, so that I could  send them home, but I don’t think they are much the worse for it, and I hope you will get them alright, as something for remembrance of France.  Don’t write to Brighton any more, I think in your letter you speak very sensibly of it, and I agree to what you say, so I shall not write any more.  We were shelled well yesterday, Sutton had a piece of shrapnel cut his tunic across the shoulder, but as luck happened it didn’t touch his skin.  There were two wounded at the same time, no more than five yards from where I stood, but it was not so bad as the first place we went to.  Now Mother I don’t think there is much more I can tell you this time.  So now I will close trusting this will find you all well as it leaves me the same.  With Love and Best Wishes from your affectionate son

Edmund L Goodchild

PS thanks for the paper and envelopes

C Coy,  9th Batt,  Suffolk Regt

6th Division,  BEF

16 November 1915

Dear Mother,

I am now answering your nice letter I received last night, thanks very much for the gloves and other things which you were so kind to send.  I thought I told you before, or perhaps I forgot, that I had received the mouth organ.  It was a very good one, but when we were in the trenches last time the weather and mud did not suit it, and so it got spoiled.  I had it in my top pocket too.  I tried to play it after then, but it made such a tune, so I will leave it to you to guess what I done with it at the finish.  There isn’t much convenience for them sort of things in the trenches, and if I had known I should never have troubled you for it.  For what I know I shall be just as well without it.  I am sorry to hear that George is wounded and I wish him every success in recovery, and hope now he will have the winter in England, as it will be hard for [him] to go into hospital and come out again during the bad weather in the trenches.  I was not a bit surprised to hear he was wounded, and I wonder the three of us have got along as far as we have without something of the sort happening before.  I hope Arthur is alright as you say you haven’t heard from [him] since Oct 19th.  I haven’t heard anything of them going to Serbia, but I know there are some go from this country.  We have been in a barn for about four days, about three miles straight across country from the firing line.  It was pretty quiet till last night.  The Germans started to shell us, and we began to think we were in for a rough night.  They put between twenty and thirty of their coal boxes [a shell burst causing a cloud of black smoke] over, but as luck happened they didn’t do a lot of damage.  One hit the corner of the barn and shifted some bricks.  After they started, our Guns started from all round us, and they poured some of our nice little shell over, and within an hour our guns had silenced the Germans’ from that quarter.  The guns flashed from all round like a very sharp tempest, and the old barn seemed to rock like a boat on the water, but still our chaps were cheery and some were singing.  They didn’t seem to take no more notice than if there was nothing happening, we have got so used to it.  Some of the Germans’ shells are very powerful, and some are not.  If you were to see some of [the] holes a Jack Johnson [large shell so called because of its power and black smoke, after the black heavyweight boxer] make you would be surprised.  They are like a decent-sized pond, and after a great battle our people have buried as many as forty-five in one of them, so it gives you a little indication what they are like.   They are very good drains for the trenches as the water gets a good fall into them.  There was some come over here onto the road at the back of us and upset a transport going along, wounded some chaps, and they called out for the 9th Suffolk stretcher bearers.  So they took the stretchers and were looking after these chaps when another shell come and knocked four of the SBs out.  It’s handy when the chaps were doing their best for them that were wounded, and then to get it as well.  That is how the Germans treat our stretchers, it seems to me as though there’s nothing too bad for the devils.  We are off to the trenches again tomorrow night for not quite so long as we were in before.  I dare say they will give us a warm reception, and so we shall them.  We have got some of the ammunition, they haven’t got it all, nor have they got all the rifles.  We go to the trenches nearly every night when we are out to carry things up there for use in the trenches, and sometimes we have to do them up where they have fallen, or where a shell have knocked them down.  It is rather a dangerous job.  Sometimes they turn machine guns on us, and sometimes they send us some shells, but we have got pretty keen so we know exactly what is coming off very often, and do our best to dodge, but it’s all a job sometimes.  Well Mother, we are getting some of the winter weather here now and I expect you are at home.  The trenches are in rather a poor condition where we are.  When we were in them the last time, the water was a foot over our knees and the boards were floating on the top.  I don’t think they are much better now.  The fall of the water runs towards the German trenches, and the devils stop it so that it cannot get away from ours very free.  But they haven’t drowned us yet.  They are up to everything of the sort, and we must be the same.  Lately we have had some sharp frosts so that the ground have been hard to walk on, I don’t mind them, they are better than the mud.  There are several of our chaps gone with frost-bitten feet, and I expect there will be more go yet.  It is the report that we are going for a month’s rest from the 21st of this month.  I hope it’s right, we can all now about do with it.  We are to go right back from the noise of guns.  When we were in the trenches before, a chap had only just relieved me when a shell came in the same spot where I was on guard and blew the trench in and wounded the chap.  If it [had] been a few minutes before it would have been me instead of him.  I was not far off at the time, some of the stuff fell on my back but it didn’t hurt me.  I can tell you I thought myself lucky, although it’s no more for one than another.  I couldn’t see for smoke for several minutes.  When you write again I should like some of Mrs Fosker’s peppermint sweets.  You know, the ones with “extra strong” on them, they will keep alright.  Don’t send anything else this time.  I hope Mother I don’t trouble you too much, but I know you are willing to do all you can for us, and may God speed the war to the finish and take us all to the old Home again.  That will seem like going to Heaven to me, and will be a great relief to you all at Home.  I must now close, and trust you will get this letter alright.  I am quite well and am trusting that this will find you all the same at Home.  With Love and Best Wishes to all

Your affectionate son

Edmund L Goodchild

From:   Edmund, C Coy, 9th Batt Suffolks, BEF

To:        George, Bed 53, Queens E1, Graylingwell War Hospital, Chichester

21 November 1915 (postmarked Chichester 25 November)

Dear George,

Now a line to let you know I received your letter on the 19th.  I was in the trenches then, I wondered for a moment who that letter was from, but I soon found out when I opened it, it is quite a long time since I had a letter from you till then.  Mother told me in her last letter that you had been hit, and that you were expecting to be sent to Bli[gh]ty.  I am glad to hear you are going on well, and am glad to hear you were not wounded more seriously.  I wish you every success in recovery, and hope you will have a good rest and a happy time in England as I know you are like us, you have [had] a hard rough time out here, and deserve a good rest without being wounded.  We came out of the trenches on the 19th for a month’s rest, and were relieved by the K.R.R.s [Kings Royal Rifle Corps] of the 14th Division.  We have been round this quarter ever since we left Loos, at Ypres we are, I don’t know if you know much about this part, if you did, I could explain exactly the parts we have been laying.  The trenches here are in a poor condition, plenty of mud and water in them, and the dugouts were like some of the ruined buildings by Ypres.  I thought when Mother told me you were wounded that [you] were hit by a piece of shrapnel from a “wiz-bang” as they have been very plentiful where we have been, and they don’t give one much of a chance to get down.  We have not been troubled by many bombs, only when we have been out on patrol, but we have had several rifle grenades in the trenches and all sorts of other weapons, as “I dare say” you know all about.  We have all had very narrow escapes, and can think ourselves lucky we are still alive.  One day Sutton had a piece of shrapnel cut the shoulder of his tunic and it even cut his shirt but it did not break the skin.   Will Chenery from Burgh is in our lot now, he came out with a draft from Felix[stowe], he had his overcoat rent in several places by some shrapnel and a small wound in his arm but not enough to go to Bli[gh]ty.  Viv Hardy is with us too as a Second Lieutenant.  We have been transferred into the 6th Division since we left Loos.  They have started life [leave], and I think we are going to have seven days in a week or two.  I will let you know about that later.   I hope they won’t disappoint us, as it seems to me to be too good to be true, but it’s in orders about the 9th Suffolks 7 days.  That will seem like going from hell to Heaven to us now.  Lance Corpl. S.C. [Sutton] Smith lay by my side writing too and sends you his best respects and wish you a good recovery and a happy time afterwards.  I understood in Mother’s last letter that the 1st Suffolks were off to Serbia, so I suppose that Arthur is out of France now.  She said she hadn’t had a letter from him for a long time, so I expect he is on the move.   I had a nice parcel from the Harveys a little time back, and I also had a nice letter from young Arthur [Harvey] today.  I think it’s rather sad about Jack Smith and George Martin, but we must expect such things in these times, and I wonder us three have got through as far as we have.  In these storms of shot and shell, people in England who have never been out here will never realise what it’s like, they can read papers till their eyes drop out, if they never experience it.  We are getting some sharp frosts here, and when we were in a dugout in the trenches trying to sleep, I and another chap had a pair [of] long boots on, and of course you know there was some mud on these boots, he had one of his legs touching mine and we both got froze together.  We have had a little snow but not enough to lay.  I pity some of the poor chaps in England who are sitting with a pint mug over a great fire, they need every comfort.  Now George, I must close hoping this will find you doing well, as this leaves I and Sutton quite well, and I hope God will spare us all to meet again in the old Home down the lane.  

With best respects to you, from your affectionate Brother

Edmund L Goodchild

Ps Don’t forget to put your address at the heading of your letter, as I am likely to forget it, and a paper gets dirty and spoiled in pockets, and thanks for the green envelope

C Coy.,

9th  Batt. Suff.

25 Nov 1915 [25 later crossed out, 27-29]

Dear Mother

I have received your letter and with the peppermints, I got them yesterday 26th.  I am glad to hear you are all well, and I am pleased to tell you your letter found me the same.  We are now in a great building in Poperhinge, we marched here today from some huts in the centre of a wood about six miles from here, as near as I can tell you.  We are now about 11 miles from the firing line, but we are still in the reach of the enemy’s shell-fire but they don’t worry us a lot here.  I got George’s letter alright when I was in the trenches and crept into the dug-out and read it.  I couldn’t make out who it could be from till I opened it, and then I very soon found out.  I am pretty sure the 1sts are in Egypt as yet.  Tell George I know a bit about Armentiers but we were only there a short time.  I answered his letter two days after I received it.  Arthur came across on the King Edward “did he” and I came across on the Queen.  I am glad that Father [is] too old for this.  Where we have been this last two months is Ypres, no doubt you have seen a lot in the papers about it.  We marched through to get to our place in the trenches.  I expect by the look of it Ypres was a beautiful place before the war, but it looks to me as if it has well felt the effects of war now, “they still shell it”.  I saw Frank Reach the other night, he’s alright.  ?Cox of the Malletts are with us now, Chummy’s son.  I had a letter from the Harveys too, about four days ago, it said they were going to see George, as it would be now last Wednesday.

Dear Mother, I will now finish writing your letter as I had to leave it a day or two on account of a sudden call out.  We were up at the trenches again last night 29th putting up barbed wire.  We came back lucky, only one casualty, it was raining fast all night.  I have been looking at the old Suffolk paper this afternoon.  I saw a little piece about the Grundisburgh shooting, I saw a Goodchild in it and was wondering if it could be Cecil.  There was only the bare surnames, it seemed to me to be rather a mixed up lot.  There’s a lot of talk about us getting leave now shortly, but I won’t say too much about that as perhaps I may get disappointed.  I will let you know more about that after I get inside the gate.  I am expecting a letter from George now, as he said he would write to me.  I hope he is getting along alright.  The weather is turned a bit milder this last day or two, the frosts are gone and the rain is come.  I saw some nice little German helmets in a shop window I should like to send home to you, but I dare not trust them in a letter, they are not very large, about the size of a walnut and everything complete.  They are made from shrapnel, I will have some of them home somehow after a bit.  I will now close Mother, trusting this will find you all well and in the best of spirits as it leaves me.

Your affectionate son,

Edmund L Goodchild

PS  Please send some cigarettes and cigarette paper when you write again.  When I found I couldn’t finish this letter I sent a field card.  I suppose you got it alright.

[Poperinge is west of Ypres on the N38 road]

FPO 17 Dec 1915

9 Dec 1915

Dear Mother,

Just a line, trusting you are all well, I hope you received my last letter alright, I have heard nothing of George since I wrote to him, I had been thinking I ought to have had an answer from him before now, but perhaps he hasn’t had the chance to write, and another thing too, they may have operated on him for some shrapnel that might have stopped there, but I hope he[’s] getting on alright whatever is the case.  When you write to him again, just ?bit him up and tell him to write, I suppose he got my letter alright, if not, it isn’t because I never put the address on right as I was particular about that.  How is Arthur?  I expect he has been in action before now out there.  I think we are going into the trenches again in about four days time, but not exactly in the same place as before, a little to the right of where we were before.  There have been a lot of artillery fire here lately but it seems a bit quieter now, but I reckon they will soon strike up again and have another day or two of it, just to let them know Old England is still alive.  The weather here has been a bit milder lately but we still get plenty of wet, and here the land is so flat that it takes a long time for the water [to] run off.  I haven’t had a letter from the Harveys lately, in the last letter they told that Hilda was getting married to the man that’s taking Uncle John’s farm.  I was like Fred Garnham, I thought it was rather sudden as I had heard nothing about that before.  I am writing this letter in a YMCA.   Sutton is on my right writing too, and there’s another bloke up the corner playing the piano, so you can guess we are not in the trenches now, “far from that” in our minds.  I wrote a letter to Mrs ?Fosker last week, I dare say you will hear about it.  This letter will make no difference to me answering your next letter, as I will answer that as soon as possible, this is an extra one for you.  I will close this letter now, and am trusting it will find you all well at home as it leaves me.

Best wishes to all,

Your affectionate son

Edmund L Goodchild

PS  I hear very little about that poor little chap Cecil, but I am trusting he is alright and wish him a Merry Xmas

C Coy.,  9th Batt.,

Suffolk Regt.

B.E.F.

15 December 1915

Dear Mother,

I am now answering your nice long letter I have received this afternoon.  I am glad to hear you are all still well.  Poor Sutton left us December 9th, he was taken rather queer and I expect now he is in some hospital.  I haven’t heard anything of him since he left us, ask his mother or sister if they have heard anything of him lately, then let me know if they have or not.  I had a very nice letter and Xmas card today from Mr Thompson of Grundisburgh Chapel, and after I have finished your letter I will do my best in answering his.  I hope George’s wounds will soon get better so that he can get about.  I expect he is getting sick of laying in bed and having them dressed so many times.  I suppose you have got my letter by now which I dated December 9th, I had a little time to spare then so I thought I would write as there was every opportunity.  I see according to the paper that D.C.M.s are coming very close to the old parish, I expect we shall have one there before we have done.  Now Mother I will draw this letter to a close, there’s not quite so much news as you sent, but I shall [have] write more next time.  Wishing you all every success for a Merry Xmas and Prosperous Happy New Year

Your affectionate son,

Edmund L. Goodchild

Thanks for the cigarettes and postcards.  There’s nothing I want next time.

[The FPO stamp is dated 23 December and the envelope appears to have been addressed and signed for censorship by (Captain) SW Church who also wrote to Edmund’s parents to tell them that he had been killed on 19 December]

C Coy,  10 Pltn

9th Suff Regt

BEF

18 December 1915  (postmark 19 December, day he was killed)

Dear George,

Thanks for your nice long letter I received yesterday.  I am pleased you are getting on first class now.  I couldn’t introduce your letter to Sutton, as he left us Dec 9th.  He was rather queer then, I don’t know how he is getting on, as I have not heard nothing from him since he left us, but I hope he is doing well.  I had a nice letter from Mother about four days back, and I have also received a parcel from Mrs Taylor containing some useful things, which the Grundisburgh people had kindly subscribed and arranged for every man on active service of the parish.  I couldn’t hardly believe my own eyes at first, as I thought it was very unusual of them “you know”.  You have had a letter from Cecil then, I have tried him but can never get one from him.  I should like to though, just for the fun of it.  You say it was like Comic Cutts, and I quite believe it was, if it was anything of his style.  Have ever Mrs Harvey been to see you yet, as young Arthur told me in his last letter they were going to see you.  I haven’t heard from them lately, but I am expecting to have a letter at any time.  I expect they are busy.  We are still out of the trenches, but I shouldn’t be surprised if we go back at any time now.  There has been a heavy bombardment by our artillery today, and this morning the Germans made a gas attack on our front, but as luck happened it didn’t take much effect.  Well George, I don’t think I have much more news at present, and will close wishing you every good wish for Xmas and the New Year.

Your Affectate. Brother

Edmund L Goodchild

9th Suffolk Regt

BEF

Dec 20th  1915

Dear Mrs Goodchild,

I deeply regret it is my duty to write and inform you that your brave son was killed in action early yesterday morning.  It grieves me greatly to have to write the sad news, and I hope it will be a little consolation to know that he died bravely under most trying circumstances.

It was during a gas attack and he was killed by a shell while acting as guard on a barricade in a little village.  The same shell killed the officer of his platoon.

He was buried last night by our chaplain and rests in a little village in a graveyard for our regiment outside of Ypres.

I sympathise most deeply with you in your sad loss and to me he also is a great loss being one of my best and bravest soldiers.  

He died with his rifle by him ready for the enemy.  No man can do more.

Yours very sincerely,

Seymour W. Church

Capt,  C Company

Last letter from Grundisburgh to Edmund,  28 December 1915

My Dear Ned,

Just a few lines in answer to your nice letter.  I hope you are still alright.  George is getting better, he told me he had a letter from you last week, and Mrs Taylor sent me word you wrote thanking her for the parcel.  I did not send you anything for Xmas but will send a cake soon.  I thought perhaps you would have enough just now.  Sutton is in a hospital at Boulogne suffering from enteric but not very bad, he is able to write to his mother.   I have not heard any more from Arthur, I am afraid he is far from comfortable.  Tom Nunn and Peter H are in Greece too.  The weather have been very wet (I expect you know all about that) but last night it dried, the wind was something awful, bad for those on the water.  Xmas passed over alright here.  Cecil and Hilda had a few games, we should be dull if it were not for them, they make us laugh sometimes.  Tell me if I can send a little loaf of bread, you only have those biscuits do you?  The bread is dear to buy I think, do you want any vaseline candles or matches, Arthur used to tell me what to send.  What kind of Xmas did you spend?  Pray to God the New Year will bring peace so that you can all come home again.

Love and best wishes from us all,

Your affectionate Mother

The envelope was postmarked Woodbridge 28 Dec 15 and addressed to

15176

Pte. E. Goodchild

C. Coy. 9th Suff. Regt.

British E. Force

France

As well as the returned letter the envelope includes a packet of French cigarette papers and the envelope is marked “Cig Papers” in blue pencil.  How and when did they get in?

The envelope is also marked in pencil “Killed in [?theatre or the ???], signed by [?VJ Huntley] and initialled.   It is stamped Record Office  Warley, 8 Jan 1916

