Letter 11 (44).

To Mrs. Smyth from her son Gordon “On Active Service” dated Tuesday Sept 12th.

My dear Mother

I am sure that the death of Eric came as a great blow to you all.  I know that I was absolutely stunned when I heard of it.  It happened on the afternoon of the 28th. August.  He was killed by a trench mortar which lit right into the trench.  I believe that he was hardly cut at all but died instantaneously owing to the shock of the explosion.

It is a great blow to us all but we must bear up and try to be cheerful.  He was buried in a military cemetery behind the line and as soon as I get the opportunity I will go and see his grave.

I am at present at a general course at the Divisional Schools.  We are about 20-30 miles from the line, and so I can’t get to see his grave until I return.  I will be here until about 28th.

I am very comfortable here; have a good billet and get plenty to eat.  I am billeted in a French house have a large room with bed, blankets, wardrobe to myself.  About 6 officers mess together and for breakfast we have tea bacon and 2 eggs.  For lunch we have meat potatoes and vegetables, pudding, fruit and tea.  For dinner we have soup and the same as for lunch.  As well we have afternoon tea.  I rise at 7.30 a.m. and the French people in the house always give me coffee.  We have breakfast at 8 a.m. parade from 8.45 - 12.30 and have lunch at 1 p.m.  We then parade 2-4.30 and then have afternoon tea.  There is a lecture at 6 and we have dinner at 7.30.  I go to bed usually at 9.30.

So you see that I am having a grand time.  The French people are very decent to me and give me pears often.  We are about 6 miles from a very large town so I hope to get there some of these days.  I will then be able to buy things.  Tell John that I have enough cigarettes at present Ivan McCaw is at this school with me.  I ran across Andy Patterson of Dundrum the other day.  He is an officer in the "Skins" [the Royal Inniskilling Fusiliers].  All the money left over is for you, so don’t kick up any row.

I saw an officer the other day who was in Erics Co[mpan]y, I got the details from him.  He also said that all Eric’s kit had been sent home.

Mother don’t worry too much about Eric.  It is hard to think that he will never return again but he is now free from all trouble and is now in His Fathers keeping.

I hope that you are well and not working too hard.  I am in good health and form

With much love

from Gordon

Excuse scribble as mail is going

