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Copy of a six page letter written on 125 x 210 mm YMCA Stationary inscribed:

On Active Service

WITH THE BRITISH EXPEDITIONARY FORCE

“Sunny” France

Feb 11th 1916
 Dear Millie,

Many thanks for your welcome letter received today. I’m afraid I’ve not written for some time but it’s so infernally cold and we’ve been in the trenches so you will understand why.

Apart from the cold we had a very exciting spell in this last time having been treated to a liberal smell [looks like?] of shell gas by Fritz one cold still night. I happened to be back in the subsidiary … 
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… line when he fired them over and only got enough to make me cough without ceasing for half an hour. I very promptly put my respirator on when I sniffed it. I’m sure my lungs have suffered enough without getting filled with that devilish concoction of chlorine gas. I’ve been through a gas cloud just for a test practice but this time I got a sniff. It’s a terrible sight to see a gassed man. You should have seen the dead rats about next morning; it would do your heart good. I hear that Captain Turnbull has joined the great …
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… majority through the gas.

I picked up several nose caps and shell bases next morning and they made a black blotch where they hit the ice. The ice is about twelve inches thick now and to get water we have to take to it with a pick.

If I have a drop of tea in my dixie till next meal I have to dig it out. Even the bread and bully beef gets frozen and we have to thaw it. The cold is so painful on the ears and fingers and toes that it is apt to make one very bad tempered and consequently we all get very bad livers.

I was very sorry to hear about … Page 4

… Wilkins not being very well.

I have been on active service over a year now and hope to get leave to England shortly and become civilized for about ten days.

We each get a tot of hot rum every night in the trenches. Just before we left the trenches the Huns put over about three hundred minenwerfers on one spot and a big party were working all day laying duck-walks over the holes and of course I was included and one man was told off to watch for minnies. He [Fritz?] killed a 17th Reinforcements man just before we got there. It doesn’t pay Fritz …
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… to do these things because he gets back many more iron rations than he sends over. Our chaps have driven him out of his front line on this sector with trench mortars and he’s got practically no front line there at all now and uses his support line in lieu of it.

The lines are only about forty yards apart and one night I was walking about our parapet shoveling snow over some new sandbags we had put up. It was a very bright night and he didn’t fire a shot – proof enough that he is not occupying the line.

We do some great skating …
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… on the ponds about our billets.

Well, it’s too cold to write any longer now so I will close with best wishes and regards to all.
Your sincere friend, J Taylor
Copy of a two page letter written on plain quarto paper.

France

19/10/1916 [Thursday]

Dear Millie,

I don’t think I’ve contributed much to your active service mail lately. The reason why is because I’ve been in it thick and good at the Somme for nearly a month. At present we are in the trenches again only in a fairly quiet sector and making preparations for the cold weather.

After what I’ve been through I consider myself to be extremely lucky to be unhurt. I wish you could get a glimpse of a modern battlefield and get an idea what a war is like. It’s impossible to bury or own dead, let alone the Huns – at least until the line is advancing then everything is cleaned up. I was buried twice by shells and had to be dug out once. I went out over the parapet and dug a shell-hole deep so as to lie in and have a sleep and a shell landed in then trench wounding two and burying me – you may wonder how I could dig a hole outside a parapet.

At the Somme our artillery fire is so terrific and continuous …
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… that the Germans keep under cover all the time – they were in switch trench at the time the first trench we took when we started. The attack on the 15th was a picnic to what followed after – we struck several days wet weather and the trenches were little better than ditches. We did good work with the gun going over – got on to the Huns retreating from their trenches. A good many prisoners were taken – we were hoarding them up in batches and sending them back. I stood alongside a man and watched him shoot seven at short range after he got a bullet through the leg.

I’ve got a few souvenirs of the occasion – a pistol, a brass Bavarian helmet badge and a machine gun belt with ammunition and am using a Hun waterproof sheet and dixie. I found cigars, cigarettes, rum, wine and various comforters galore in their dugouts. I dressed several wounded Germans.

I’m still in the Lewis Gun section – there are fourteen of us left out of thirty two.

I got your welcome letter yesterday.

I’m in the best of health.

With kind regards & best wishes to all

I am yours sincerely, J Taylor

Copy of a letter written on three 125 x 210 mm pages of YMCA Stationary inscribed:

On Active Service

WITH THE BRITISH EXPEDITIONARY FORCE

France 

23/10/1916 [Monday]
Dear Millie, 

Just a little note to let you know we are jogging along. I envy you just getting into the summer weather. It's very cold here now and we have leather coats, cardigans, jackets, gloves, mittens, etc and in the trenches have gumboots to wear. The Germans say "Gott mit uns" so now we also can say "got mittens". A good many Hun badges and belts have on them "In treue? fest?" Meaning in true faith. 

The Otago Battalion have got a …
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… decent band & give concerts occasionally at the YMCA. They were playing two nights ago and the next morning at 7.30 were up in the front line on fatigue. There's practically no strafing on this sector at all - only aerial activity. I've seen a good many planes come down now. 

It was good at the Somme to see our airmen dropping liquid fire on the Huns observation balloons and he winding them down as fast as they could. There were as many as thirty of our observation balloons up at a time at the Somme.
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Mr Massey [Bill Prime Minister of NZ] J Ward, [Sir Joseph Ward] are just across the channel. We were inspected by the general commanding the Fourth Army this morning and turned out in all our finery.

I'm sending you a little souvenir - a German tin pfennig (?) you will guess where it came from. I'm in the best of health and far from being disheartened. Give my kind regards to all. If you see or hear of Miss Nixon remember me to her.

I remain, yours sincerely J Taylor

Copy of a letter to Millie on two plain pages 168 x 210 mm.

The Trenches
France 

5/1/1917 [Friday]

Dear Millie

I've just had my dinner (bread butter and tea) am feeling very contented so' will set out to write a few lines. It's quite a fine day today - sun's shining but its very cold. I got a letter from you last time I was out. I might mention that we had a very good Xmas out & made things very merry for a few days. Consequently we were all stoney broke by New Years day. They only paid us 50 francs but supplied us with cigars, cigarettes and two bottles of English beer per man. Believe me, many were very merry long before the Christmas …
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… dinner started. The Lewis Gun Section & the Battalion or Battery [?] bombers dined together and we had a very respectable spread. In the middle of our dinner one merry maker wanted to stand on his head on the table - just to show there was no deception - needless to say he was pulled or rather fell down. I don't think Fritz had such a good time as us for on Christmas Eve our batteries sent over a plentiful supply of iron rations to his billets. 

I spent my twenty first birthday in the front line on the 20th of December and the ground was covered in snow and the two parapets looked very pretty. I got stacks of parcels. 

Being a clear day today the air is like a beehive with aircraft of both sides and batteries are being directed …
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… on to different places. One of our gun team got badly wounded last night. Fritz had a few mad moments and put up a barrage. Its very hard losing one's mates Millie. We've got the photos now of some of those killed and wounded at the Somme. Last time in, we had a very successful raid - a silent raid with bombs - killed thirty and brought back nine prisoners - one a soul who imparted valuable information. 

I shall expect you to continue writing for you have more facilities doing so than I have. I shall expect to hear about a fancy dress ball soon. 

Give my best wishes to all and accept same yourself.
Yours sincerely, J Taylor 

Copy of a letter on two plain pages 210 x 220 mm.

France, 

17/1/1917 [Wednesday]
Dear Millie,

It’s now some time since I last wrote. We’ve been in the trenches a good deal lately but at present we are out in the billets for a fair spell. There’s been a good deal of snowballing today. It’s been snowing now for three days – it’s very thick and extremely cold.

Yesterday our LMG section [Lewis Machine Gun] had a good old game of rugby and I’m very stiff today as a consequence. This afternoon was a holiday and I went down to the YMCA and had a game of billiards on a half size table and it reminded me of old times. Needless to say I’m more or less a duffer at the game now.
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I’m sending you a souvenir sketch book next mail called ‘Shell Shocks’.

Things are fairly quiet on the front now and there are not many casualties. Fritz puts over a few minenwerfers and pineapples and we respond with luffs [?] stokes & pigs. We have brought off two very successful raids lately – in one we took nine prisoners and the other nineteen. On each occasion we suffered one killed and about two wounded. We lost a good man from our team last time in. Huns put up a barrage one night and a shell burst on hitting a tree and he stopped a lump of shell.

I shall soon have completed twelve months active service. I’m keeping very well considering the conditions I live in at times.

Last dugout I was in I had to sleep up near the roof to get clear of water.

Well Millie I’ll cease now with best of wishes and regards to all.

Yours sincerely, J Taylor.
Originals of thirteen breast pocket sized pages 98 x 158 mm.
The Trenches

France

23/7/1916 [Sunday]
My Dear Mother,

This evening I received your welcome letter of May 17th. It was a bit overdue but I knew it would come. I only wish you could see me this very minute hale and hearty and I know how contented and happy especially to know that your letter is cheering me up so much and filling me with …
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... confidence.  It is so nice to hear you are well and happy. I think it is a good idea to have Mr and Mrs Reeves staying with you. They are nice folk and Mrs Reeves will be good company for you.

You will soon be looking forward to summer again; and us to winter. I think the war will be decided by winter.

Tomorrow we are going up to the firing line again and we machine …
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… gunners always have to be in the firing line whereas the Company are in the front support subsidiary lines in turn.

I’ll add a little to this letter every day for a few days. Everything I tell you in my letters actually happens – there’s nothing enlarged upon in any way whatever – I only write the truth. It might seem incredible to some that the shell went clean through …
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…. my dugout, but worse things than that happen.

A few nights back one of our fellows – a big fellow got hit with a piece of shrapnel and when he saw the blood he lay down and yelled “Tell em I died game.” Someone came along, swore and told him to get up. I suppose there’s no harm in telling you that our major and doctor were both killed one night because it’s been published in the English …
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… papers. I suppose the NZ papers are publishing the casualty lists now and I can imagine how eagerly they are read through.

25/7/1916 [Thursday]
We’re now in the dugouts in the main line again in a part that you will hear about some day. I and two men are taking the gun out to the end of a salient tonight and come in after stand-to in the morning.
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You’d hardly believe that I am smoking a cigar. A chap goes into town every day so we get him to procure for us anything we may want. It’s a great scene.

7.00 pm

Sitting on the fire step smoking a cigar and writing home from the firing line on the Western Front - in my wildest dreams I never hoped for this – even when the war started.
Page 7
The artillery is quiet at present but every now and again a German bullet finds lodgment in our parapet with a distinct plop or ricochets off singing a great tune. There’s great trees cut clean in halves with shellfire. It is said a person in the trenches nowadays hath little to fear if he exercises a little caution - I beg to differ on this point …
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… and would like to them see a high explosive or mininwerfer going off – they’d soon sing a different tune. Gallipoli men all vow that the Dardanelles was mere play compared with this excepting for hardships - more tomorrow.

26/7/1916 [Friday]
We had a quiet night last night and the only things flying about

were bullets. 

There’s such a lot …
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… I could tell you about the salient but the censorship is very strict at present.

At three this morning I started to come in to make tea for those coming off after stand-to-arms but I got “bushed”. I was wandering around for half an hour & then finished up where I started from. The trenches are simply amazing - it’s the …
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… easiest thing imaginable to get lost  -  it’s heart breaking & of course very amusing to see different ones looking for different places when someone in front loses his way & finds he has taken you a mile or so too far there’s a real genuine swearing match.

I made custard yesterday but it was a sad failure – it’s no use making it with water. You …
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… must not take any notice of me when I get home if I eat my meals on the floor & at all hours - there’s no regular hours at this game at all. If I get six hours sleep in 24 I’m lucky. The mosquitoes here are all whoppers and the rats - we often turn the machine guns on them. One would rush its way in the door & then we tackle it with a bayonet till we kill it and then two of …  
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… us carry it away & bury it & some of the rats are as big as horses more or less??
There are a good many little wooden crosses scattered about marking the last resting places of soldiers - one says “here lies Fritz - fill no sand bags here”. 
Well dear mother I’ll close now and hope this letter finds you all well. Remember me to all friends and keep the …
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… home fires burning for I don’t think we shall be long now.

See that my violin is kept in good order – I’d like to have a tune on it now and don’t forget to have the piano ready.

My best love to you all

From your loving son

Jack.

PS I wish I had some of the souvenirs here on our mantelpiece. 
Copy of an incomplete letter [source of original is unknown]

France

11/11/1916 [Saturday]

My Dear Mother,

It’s Saturday night now & I’m in a little room in a billet in a shell ruined village just behind the firing line.  I didn’t write last Sunday as we were in the trenches in the front line for two days. Had a good lot of rain and a good bit of strafing. About ten minutes ago I got my usual home parcel with the tomato sauce, biscuits, nuts etc.   The address was printed very flash and I presume Mr Reeves did it. This life is getting very hard I find, not even having a month out of the trenches after the Somme. We are out for a few days now but every day we have to leave billets at 7.15 and go to the trenches on fatigue.   Only yesterday three of my old platoon mates were killed by a HE not far from where we were working. I was in a canteen up near the trenches today (I had just finished work – fancy me mixing concrete on a board to make dugouts) when “By Jove” I thought I knew your dial” so I looked hard at a big gaunt soldier with some whiskers on his top lip and said ….
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…?? it’s you Chat – it was Chat alright and I was very glad to see him. [cannot identify]
CC Taylor note.

 A Mr? Bill Chattaway? whom I met in Christchurch when I was a boy – big cheerful round faced man then.

He is in the second Battalion of this brigade – he says I’m looking great but a little thinner – if he had seen me after I had come out of the Somme inferno he would have thought I looked a bit scraggy.

He joined up as the Somme but never took part in any of the fighting mostly pioneer work back at the dumps and he had the cheek to say “hope they don’t take us back to the Somme again”

I’ll tell you about Barry Smith as you mentioned that they are always talking about him. I first met him in a coffee house in Armentieres on my way back from the trenches. He was a typical chocolate soldier with polished brown boots riding trousers and coat and tunic tailor- made nails polished. At the time I was all covered with mud and my whole rig out was much the worse for wear work. He is a lance-jack in the engineers but spends most part of his time with this church work and bible class business and does nothing of the practical necessary work. He was always at the YMCA officiating and carrying on as though he was a spare colonel.  However, I suppose he is alright in his own way.

The day we went over at the Somme the Huns had no fight in them at all but their artillery was murderous. I took about half a dozen prisoners myself. I stood some yards away from their dugouts ready to shoot them as they came out but they came running out with their hands up screaming for mercy and I hadn’t the heart to shoot unarmed and defenseless men so I just waved my hand to our lines and away they went as fast as they could go. It’s quite a different matter if they show any signs of fight.

I witnessed one disgraceful thing and I could hardly refrain from shooting the fellow although he was one of our fellows. A German Red Cross man was binding up one of our badly wounded fellows and he went straight up to him and put his rifle to his head and shot him dead – I think it was a very cowardly act.

We are getting the same old tucker bacon for breakfast bread and butter for dinner and stew for tea.

Sunday afternoon [12/11/1916]

It’s a misty day and I’m going up to the trenches on night fatigue at five and its four now. I don’t mind it for I will have tomorrow off.

It’s getting on for a year now since I left home and I think it’s time I had a rest. I would like to be home very much. It’s a hard war this when one sees the mangled men lying about & the groans of the wounded. The Huns have photos on them of their mothers, sisters, etc and it does seem sad that this is the way nations settle …
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… their arguments. One of our men was killed by concussion and remained on his knees – all the dead quickly turn black.

Monday [13/11/1916]

I’ve been up on fatigue to the trenches again today & am pretty tired in consequence. It’s only a matter of a few days now before we will be taking over again and I won’t be sorry for in the trenches we only have to do our guard and clean the gun and cook. Fritz sends over a good many minenwerfers [German mine thrower] in the front line but if we can see or hear his gun go off we can always see the minnie in the air and clear for our life down the duck walks away from it.   They are about the size of an oil drum and are fired from his front line. They make a hole big enough to hold Peter’s workshop easily.

I hope my luck will stay with me throughout now. I have been very lucky to get through what I have Scot free.

I’m afraid this Xmas will be a very bad one for a good many mothers in New Zealand. I expect the casualty lists will be in full swing ere this.   The Germans admitted ….

End of written material there must be another page!!!! 
Original of a letter written on five breast pocket size (100 x 140 mm) pages.

Somewhere in France

19/2/1917 [Monday]
Dear Mother

Just a short letter to tell you that only yesterday I found in my pocket a letter I wrote to you on February 9th and forgot to address it. I thought I had posted it safely. I only wrote a day or two ago and there is no news to tell you.

At present we are staying at a farm and when we came here we had to drive six …
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… pigs out of the billet, so you can imagine the kind of place it is. Another parcel has arrived for me but I have not got it yet and I am very anxious to though.

The weather is cold and foggy at present and I think a spell of rain will follow. We get very little food just nearly enough all the time.

They had us going up to the trenches …
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… from two in the morning till breakfast-time wiring with only a tooth-full of rum in our stomachs and it was three miles to walk each way. One didn’t feel much like working when he got there. We had to go up at night because Fritz shelled us out of it with Whizz-Bangs. He only got one chap in the back.

These little [writing] pads were …
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… given out about Christmas time and are very handy to carry in the pocket. 

Everybody is longing and hoping for the end of the war to come.

Eggs are four pence each and butter is four francs a pound and all things are very dear. Coffee is a penny a cup, French beer a penny a glass and [unreadable word] beer six francs a bottle and wine is two pence or three pence a glass [These figures may be incorrect as they very difficult to decipher].

The French …
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… people are terribly mean yet they get hundreds of [unreadable word] off the colonials.

Will close now with the best of wishes to all,

Your loving son, Jack

A letter to his mother written on eleven breast pocket-sized pages 110 x 140 mm 

provided by the New Zealand YMCA.

Somewhere in France

3/3/1917 [Saturday]
Dear Mother

You will see by the enclosed letter that I have been very neglectful lately. We have been having a very lively time lately one way or another. I got your very welcome letter today written about Christmas time and with it the photos and thanks for them. I also got the parcel socks, pipes and cocoa and we had a few very nice drinks …
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… with it.

Well mother my rare [?] luck is still sticking to me. You would have been thinking hard if you could have seen me between five and six o’clock the other morning. The Germans under cover of an exceedingly heavy bombardment raided the part of our line our two platoons were holding. He put over minenwerfers [two unreadable words] on the same spot for three days running …
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… broke up the wire and trench and made it unsurpassabale [CC Taylor’s word]. There were lumps of earth lying about the size of our shed. It was a foggy night and very trying for us. About five, I got up off the ground for the morning stand-to. I had about 40 winks and got up just about frozen. All was quiet for a few minutes and I was chafing and poking fun at one of our team when …
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… all of the sudden there were numerous dull reports in the Hun trenches and then the fun started. He put up a barrage with trench mortars and artillery in the rear, front and both flanks of us, just left a passage for [unreadable word] to come through. Needless to say he came about 200 strong and walked over two sentry groups and left them for dead. We moved a little …
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… to the flank and were waiting with the gun ready and bombs for him to come in, in front of us. We could see a little until he sent over smoke bombs and put everything into darkness. The next thing we knew that he was in the next bay throwing his stick bombs over the [unreadable word] into ours. They are defending things and mostly landed on the …
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…. parapet and padranda [CC Taylor’s word]. One landed in the sap and got four but only wounded them more or less seriously. Of course we retaliate. One of our bombs stuck in the mud in the side of the trench and just as the Huns first bayonet man got around the corner it exploded in his back and killed him instantly. And this, the Huns went for their lives …
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… and machine guns our right and left opened out on him. We took back with him two of our stretcher bearers and another chap but when they got him back to their wire they shot him through the shoulder and left him for dead. He was shot through the arm too so I think he did very well to get back. It was by far the heaviest bombardment of never been … 
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… in and I’ve been in a few by this. Our officer put up the SOS flares but the fog was so dense that couldn’t be seen. He had his arm broken and two revolver shots through it also. I won’t mention the figures mother that it was a pretty small platoon when it was relieved about two hours after. The next day the rats had beaten nearly all the plaster of the arm.
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I got several souvenirs off the Hun including a trench dagger, a lot of German money and his hat which I handed in for information. The Huns are still retaliated on the Ancre or Aucre [CC Taylor’s word].

A few mornings after the raid I got into three Huns on their parapet at daybreak with the gun and the captain was as pleased as punch.

Mud is pretty thick …
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…, one man in gumboots got bogged so in the middle of it he got out of his gumboots and started to pull them out with the result that he went in knee deep in his bare feet.  It was very funny, however he eventually got out.

It’s still very cold. Next month I have been in France a year …
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… I’ve got an excellent record in that time, having been with the battalion through everything. I’m very sorry not to have posted my letters more often mother.

I will close now with fond love to all.

I’m keeping very well and had to be well home by this time next year.

[End of letter]

The original of letter to his mother on seven 110 x 140 mm pocket sized pages.

France

19/3/1917 [Monday]

Dear Mother,                       

Just at present we are enjoying a few days out of the trenches so I’ll take the opportunity of writing again.  It’s certainly a well deserved rest for towards the finish I did nearly forty hours without a wink of sleep. During that forty hours I did guard in the front line and we were shelled very closely for a while – in fact we are all agreed that he intended raiding our sector only for the suddenness which our artillery opened out on him or his parapet.

Also, I did some very hard work part of which consisted of building up our parapet where he had blown it in. In spite of all these hardships, however, I am keeping well although I have felt not quite myself since I got a smell of the poisonous gas.

I received a parcel and many papers a few days ago in the front line.   They were very welcome and much enjoyed.  The parcel contained socks and cocoa – both very useful.

One night about 11 o’clock we were on guard - our nerves strained to a high pitch for we could hear him working more than he usually does, when he opened out right in front of us and sent over hundreds of gas shells. It was a great relief to us for they were about a mile behind us and we could see them going over and leaving a trail of sparks behind them.  My word mother, there is such a lot I could tell you.

Just at present the war news coming through is very good. They have lost Bapaume and many other places of importance. I should not be surprised to see them evacuate on our front any time now.

There are signs of spring now and the Huns will be on the run when the fine weather begins.

It is great news to know that Dad has started again. It will be a great relief for you and things will soon begin to look up.

I’m still on the Lewis gun. In the trenches we get a lot of rum night and morning and it warms one up – in fact it tends to make one merry in the morning on an empty stomach – of course it depends on the size of the tot or maybe someone doesn’t want theirs.

From daylight till about nine is always the quietest time on the front. In this part of the line we are giving at least six to one everything the Huns put over – that is to say if he puts over a pineapple we put back six or more Stokes bombs and if he puts over shells we ring up at once for our artillery.

I think I will turn in now and have a sleep. I will write again shortly. We were in for a bath today and change of clothing and needless to say I got a good feed of eggs and sausages. It cost seven francs or? four pence for two – that included chips, bread and coffee.

Well, au revoir. Give my love to all

Your loving son, Jack  
Original but probably incomplete, unsigned letter, pencil written on two sheets of 

ruled 110 X 158 mm paper.

France

4/5/1917 [Friday]

Dear Mother,

Just a little news to tell you I am still quite well & everything is going along in the same old way. We are having a spell of the most perfect weather now, and are camped in a wood and the trees are all in bud. Yesterday I got a real good parcel from you with fruit salts, soap, tin of coffee and a good stack of lollies and nuts. 
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They were just the thing & everything was in real good condition.

We are all due for the trenches again in a few days. Lately we have been working in the trenches & twice Fritz has shelled us on our jobs. You will be getting a touch of cold weather in good old NZ now.

I’m due to go up to the trenches in a few minutes on fatigue. Now that the fine clear weather has started our chaps are bringing the Bosche planes down every day ….

End of letter

Original but incomplete letter, penciled on 122 x 164 mm, 

Graph-lined paper.
Hornchurch

Hants, England.

Hut 32

26/2/1918







My Dear Mother, 

More souvenirs – but very little news. Today I went with a sight-seeing party to London thence to Windsor Castle. I enjoyed myself very much and Windsor is almost beyond my description ‘tis a magnificent place. The King’s stables would shame most houses in NZ as far as the buildings and fittings are concerned. He must have about two hundred horses and about fifty carriages. The interior is just one grand mass of portraits souvenirs from different wars – all pertaining to English history in a beautiful state of ….

[The letter ends here.]

This incomplete letter was contained in a plain envelope addressed to:

Mrs Frank Taylor

“Osborne”

Tuam Street

Linwood

Christchurch

It bears a handwritten ‘On Active Service’ and the circular postmark”

NEW ZEALAND / 27 FE 18 / NO. 2 / STA. POST OFFICE

[This a Stationary rather than a Field Post Office]

A two quarto sized page letter from Jack
The original of a two quarto sized pages to his mother.
Hut 27

Hornchurch, Essex

England

14/4/1918

My Dear Mother

Since my last letter I have seen Peter a good bit and he has now departed to go to France. I believe he goes across on Sunday. I wished him all kinds of good luck and was very sorry to have to see him go. Things are very serious over in France now – more serious than people imagine and Sir Douglas Haig has just issued an army order that all ranks must fight to the last and not retire.

If the enemy captures Hazebrouck and the railway, things will get very serious up in the little Ypres front. The whole issue is at stake now, however things may yet take a turn for the better.

Peter met quite a lot of pals he knew in this camp. I am going to get the photos this afternoon and will send some to you.
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Peter was telling me all about the home, the electric light and how it is painted and everything – it makes me long to get back. I will write to Peter very often now he is over there because I know how he will appreciate mail. He told me all about the pipe he sent to Dad.

Try and keep yourself on with the doctor till the cures you and tell Pip to write more often than he does.

This continuous foggy weather is helping the Huns no end and their generals are marvels in strategy, especially old Hindenburg.

I am still making progress here and I think I’ve had a pretty good spell by now so I don’t mind what they do now. I’ve got my leave to look forward to yet.

Now I will close, with fond love to you all, from,

Your loving son Jack.
The original of a letter to his brother written on three sides of quarto paper.

Home Mead

Lymington, Hants,

England 

29/1/1918

Dear Pip

I was surprised and very pleased to get a letter from you because you see you don’t write very often. I’m glad to know you are doing so well but I expect you get lonely and have a longing for us at times. Just at present I am having a very happy time – a proper rest, and the only work we do is to play bridge, chess, billiards and bowls etc. 

This afternoon I am going out to a whist drive at Sutherland House. Miss Balfour asked me out – she’s related to JA Balfour so you will see she belongs to the krastockacy [CC Taylor’s word] - is that spelt right? Perhaps its aristocracy – doesn’t matter anyway.

I am sending you some postcards of Armentiers *bought just before Messines) but Armentiers (pronounced ar –mon – te – air)
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Re those glasses! [This seems to be a reference to an earlier letter?].

The morning of the attack we bombed a strong cellar right under Messines Church or rather heap of bricks then we threw mortar bombs down and drove out any Huns that were left but they were all blown to bits about eight of them. One of the bombs set fire to a heap of Hun gear so I scattered it about with my rifle to put it out and found the glasses just about to start to [burn?]. The strap attached to them was burnt so we collected all the Hun water-bottles and put it out with coffee. Next morning under heavy fire we dragged the bodies out up the steps with a rope and dumped them in a shell hole. We collected about 30 altogether and had a great heap of them and then we covered them with planks and bricks but they were soon rooted out again with another shell and thus the war goes on.
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[This page does not quite seem to join the previous page, there could be one or more pages missing]

… is now more or less a heap of rivers.  

Ypres is pronounced eeps, Boulogne bore – loin.  The French for good day Mr is bon Jour Monsieur and the soldiers have converted it into (bum sore manure) the same for how are you – (comment allez vous) to comment allez PLONK – or comment allez FLUGO. The doctor is always - quack, food – scran, rifle - bow and arrer, beer – dope, drunk – stunned, butter which we never get – roll me in the gutter. I’d better not teach you too much army slang.

Well I don’t think I’ve told you much news but you will be pleased to get a letter so au revoir for now.

Your loving brother Jack.

PS I got mum’s letter this morning and will answer it too. I was very sorry to know she is not well.

Original postcard to his brother Reginald Arthur Taylor
 bearing the NZ Army Postmark:

NEW ZEALAND / RIFLE / 23-MR-16 / BRIGADE / FIELD POST OFFICE

Master R Taylor

509 Tuam Street

Linwood, Christchurch

Dear Pip

Things are very interesting and here, three or four aeroplanes fly over the camp every day.  I saw a mirage today.  

Best wishes, Jack 

The reverse of this sepia coloured postcard is a view of several men on the River Nile captioned ‘CAIRO – Groupe of Crocodiles’
Two envelopes belonging to CC Taylor

A 132 x 80 mm envelope from New Zealand addressed:

Corporal J Taylor

New Zealand Regiment

Hut 72 Hornchurch, Essex.

It is rather dilapidated and has had its postage stamp removed.

An official green

ON ACTIVE SERVICE envelope 153 x 100 mm

Addressed to;

Mrs Frank Taylor

“Osborne”, Tuam Street

Christchurch

It has been certified by CC Taylor as containing no war secrets.

It bears an indistinct British Army postmark

FIELD POST OFFICE / x / 7? MR / 17 / C??
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