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	Reply To: W. S. Morry
Company: B
Bat:
67

August 24,19156

Stationed at: Somewhere in France

Dear Mother:


I received your letter dated July 30. I was certainly glad to hear from you again. I like it fine over here, all kinds of excitement, you hear aeroplanes every day scouting around, & they are firing on them very often.


I have been in the trenches three times now & am getting used to it. Fred Lowther was slightly wounded two days ago; you know Fred, he has come up to the house two or three times with Herb & me. I guess Esther has written to me more often than the others but I have answered every one of her letters as far as I can remember, so I guess a few of them have miscarried. I got May’s letter, but have not time to answer it just now, but will do so at first opportunity. I also got Marjorie’s letter.
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I guess Victoria is pretty dead now alright except for Chinamen maybe, & I guess the 50th Gordons won’t start recruitiung for quite a while yet. Herb’s head us quite better again now, although it left a bald spot on the top of his head.

Richards didn’t even tell me he knew any of you at all. Herb & me are still keeping in the best of health, & so are all the other boys you know in the Battalion. Well Mother I can’t hink of any more news just now, & as I am resting this paper on an old coal oil tin, you’ll have to excuse the writing. I will close now with lots of love to all.







Your loving Son,








Bill

P.S. Can Thelma still pick me out on that photo?


