
Todays been a strange one, I'll tell you., Aa normal day I thought it would 

be sitting in the filthy trenches freezing and ouran our feet getting even 

colder. When I woke up, there was a thick frost and a sharp smell of the 

midwinter air that brought back happy memories of home. It was 

Christmas day today,you see, and I received a bundle from home, which 

was delightful as it didn’t occur very often:,  chocolate and a letter from 

the family wishing me a happy Christmas. I never told them what it was 

actually like here on the western front- the terrible conditions and the 

constant feeling of fear. I never wanted to worry them so I kept my letters 

happy. 

 

As we shuffled through the narrow gap between the walls of the trench 

to our post, the sound of murmurs echoed in the air. “Hurry up!” snapped 

the commanding officer, “Kkeep moving!” As me and Tommy reached 

our post, the murmurs were no longer murmurs;, it was a tune and it 

sounded like Christmas Carols coming from the German trench. I 

thought this was awfully strange at first but then it came to me that 

Christmas is special for everyone. It holds special memories for 

everyone.  

 

Cluck! Squeak! It was the sound of Tommy climbing up the ladder and 

stepping onto the barbed wire, pushing it down with his boot that was 

caked in mud. “Tommy! Tommy! What are you doing? Stop!” I screamed 

why would he do that but as Tommy stepped further and further away 

from the safety of the trench and further into the eeriness of no man's 

land, I realiszed that the Germans weren't shooting. This isn’t even the 

strangest part of my day. Some of the Germans were piling out of their 

trenches too. I was the next Bbritish soldier to climb out and wander over 

the battlefield towards our enemy...well at that moment I thought that 

they were the enemy. That soon changed. 

 

So as more and more soldiers started piling out of both trenches, the 

once eerie No Man's Land wasn't so eerie anymore the sound of 

laughter and joy could be heard. I found a ball and me and Tommy 

started kicking it around. We always loved playing for the school team 

when we were back home. It was always great fun. Some of the 
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Germans must have loved that too because soon enough we had a full 

footy match on our hands. 

People were playing cards and everything was great. They were not the 

enemy, I knew now; they didn't want to be here as much as we did we 

were all in the same boat and if it were up to us (the men) this war would 

not be happening. 

 

 Although that flare signaled it was time to stop playing and get back to 

fighting, I know me and every other Englishman will come back to this 

trench,that I sit in now and reminisce about the day I have just lived, will 

have the same thoughts as I do. That today was one of the best days 

ever and if we want to make it out of this war alive we have to treasure 

days like these because out here sitting by the dull light of a candle in a 

wet, muddy trench there isn’t much fun and all those posters the 

government used to entice us and make us want to fight were only 

propaganda used on to make us sign up because if anyone knew what it 

was really like none of us would be here right now.  

 


