Joe wrote a five page letter to his brother Ted from hospital in the UK.  Ted was already back in NZ, stationed at Trentham Camp.  It is a bit hard to read and his niece Heather Baigent has transcribed it below:
..................................

                                                                                                         No 2 N Z Aux Hosp
                                                                                                         Gatland Park
                                                                                                         Weybridge.  19/2/18

Dear Ted

I expect you think me a nice sort of chap for not writing to you before this..  I fully intended to write you a long letter before I got this issue in France, especially after receiving that cable of congratulations from you [presumably on award of Military Medal], which I appreciated a great deal. However you see I put it off too long, as I tried to stop a shell with my right arm, which lucky for me was not successful, as it went further on before bursting.  I was standing up at the time, but of course don't remember anything until I came to lying in a pool of blood, with my arm off all but a piece the size of your little finger hanging  on the inside.  I pulled myself together grabbed my arm and ran back to a trench where lucky enough I struck one of our stretcher bearers, Lionel Smith, who at once racked me up and stopped the bleeding and finished my arm off with a pair of scissors.  He then helped me get out to the dressing station about a mile's walk overland.  
I can tell you I wasn't feeling too good and old Fritzy was playing merry hell just at that time, with artillery and machine guns so Lionel wouldn't let me have a spell. I did my damnedest to stick it out but had to give in for a time, when he picked me up and tried to carry me on his back, but I soon kicked that and got down and walked the rest of the way.  Got to the dressing station where was our own Quack and Padre who both knew me so they put me on a stretcher and fixed me up properly, which made me the first stretcher case in.  They made me stop there for a time as old Fritzy was strafing heavy all round.  When he quietened down a bit I was the first to get away; was carried by two reliefs out to next dressing station, in Ypres, was dressed again there and had some dope, then on again to train which took me to CCA where I went straight under operation and stayed in bed there for three days.  Then I got a move to 6-3 Gen [?] Boulogne, stayed there another ten days where I had some painful dressings as my arm was just an open face, like a leg of mutton cut in two.  You can guess what it was like with all the nerves exposed and the dressing stuck.  It took them six days to get the first dressing off, then the others weren't quite so bad.  
I left there on 11th Dec for Blighty and landed in a Tommy hospital at Hampstead.  Mrs Freeston came and saw me the first day and came every week till I was able to go and see her; she is very good.  I have been out several times.  All together we had a pretty good time up there and the nurses did their best for us.  There were about 30 NZers there so I was not lonely.  I picked up with an artillery chap who came out with the main body as Infantry in the Waikatos. He has seen a lot of service and is suffering from general breakdown.  We are together in the same room.
Well I was at Hampstead just two months and came down here last Monday week.  My stump has just healed up.  They strapped the skin over the sides until it filled in the centre, but that was not the finish as yesterday I had to go under operation to have the scars cut out of the face of it and get it sewn up neatly.  So you can see I am in bed today.  These operations are funny affairs.  I walked down to the theatre and got on the table where of course I got the chloroform and don't remember any more until 2 hours later when I woke up in bed in my room about three parts mad, would say something and then wouldn't  know if I said it or not.  I tell you it's a funny business.  I feel a bit thick in the head today and my arm is a bit sore but that's nothing. It will be healed up again in a fortnight and then I expect I will get fitted for an arm and then will get a month's leave to let it harden and will come back here to get used to it for a time before coming home.  
Of course there is a lot of fiddling about with limb cases so it is hard to say just when I will be coming.  There are several chaps here out of the Coy., Gordon Stapp, Everett, Bert Simpson, and Peter and Eric Snow at Walton.  There are not many old hands left with the Coy. now. Perc Code is [?] Sgt, Pete Black got one again and Tracy is Coy. Gunner [?].  Charlie Hill is over here getting his Commission.  Ted Eden has joined the Coy. up again.  I saw him when he was over on leave, with Dick Ball. He was looking well and is just as fine a chap as ever.  He had been out to Bob at Sling [camp].  I put in half a day in the city with him before he went back. I see quite a lot of chaps out here from the Coy. that you wouldn't know.  
Well Ted what do you think of my issue?  I reckon myself damn lucky to get out of it at all after seeing as much as I did.  Still, I won't have anything to complain of with 32/- per week [$3.20 in 1918 money] and what more I can earn.  At present I reckon on taking up a sheep farm and doing a little dealing etc.  it's no use thinking of doing hard work with left hand so I think that's about my best game.  However we'll see as time goes on.  I only received that letter you wrote to me in Trentham on 16th Oct today.  I don't know where it has been, but it certainly has had a big round.  Still I was glad to get it with so much home news in if it is four month's old.  So you see I have attempted to answer it at once.  It is awkward writing left hand in bed so must ring off.  Hoping you are having a good time in Trentham and are doing well.
With best of luck from Joe 
...............................

Ted achieved rank of Sergeant and was Instructor in musketry.  He joined up in August 1914, landed on Gallipoli on 25 April 1915, was wounded on 7 August 1916 and hospitalised on Lemnos.  He recovered and saw service on the Western Front before being appointed to a training role in UK.  He was "discharged on termination of period of engagement" and embarked for NZ on 23 July 1917.  He continued as training Sergeant at Trentham until December 1918. 

Joe achieved rank of Corporal.  He joined up in 1916 and served on the Western Front.  He was awarded the Military Medal on 31 October 1917 "for Acts of Gallantry in the field".  He was wounded in France on 15 December 1917 and, after treatment, was discharged as "no longer physically fit for service on account of wounds received in action". He embarked for NZ on 31 July 1918.
