
                                                                                                     Margaret Elizabeth Bush,  

                                                                                                     10 downing street, 

                                                                                                     748961001 

                                                                                                     London, England 

Dear Margaret, 

 

So many things happened today. Let me start at the beginning. In the early morning I woke 

up. Trying to stay as warm as possible, I rejoiced at the sight of solid ground: as many 

soldiers have suffered from the disastrous disease- trench foot. People all around me were 

groaning, dreading of what the day holds: pain, heart-ache, distress, countless misfortunes. 

Daring a peak over the trench, I saw the undisturbed crisp white blanket that lay delicately 

on the earth's surface. It was truly beautiful. As usual, we got our plain, boring breakfast- 

energy for the day. I was just sitting there when I heard voices, German voices, singing 

‘Silent Night’; we joined in, happily. 

 

Later on, after we finished our breakfast, a huge commotion was going on and I heard 

people shouting: “German! German!” I peaked over the frozen edge- purley out of curiosity. 

He had his hands in the air and said in a small, frightened voice: “Me and my fellow soldiers 

would like a day of peace, if you agree we don’t have to fight.” 

Our General beckoned: “STOP!” 

Dangerously, I stepped over the treacherous trench, people warning me how dangerous it 

was. I didn’t care. Cautiously, I stepped out of my trench and walked closer to the German. I 

held out my cold, slightly tinted purple, dirty hand. 

 

He shook it. 

 

After that, men started (one by one) coming out to join us. Our day was filled with peace and 

fun. I have got a friend called Leon. He is really nice and generous; he shared his chocolate 

bar with me- that his caring wife gave him. Since we had a whole day ahead, we paid our 

respects to the dead and buried them, although some of the bodies were adhering to the 

ground, due to the cold weather, so we didn’t bury them. 

 

We played football, you know? Despite that we lost, it was the most fun in months! After all 

of that fun and laughter, we exchanged addresses and promised to stay in contact if we 

survived the war. Unfortunately, we didn’t have fancy gifts to give each other only our 

friendship. Sadly, we had to leave each other and go back to horrible daily life in our 

trenches. 


