Diary of war
Day 1 1916 Decenmber 1+

WelL here | go, my first diary. tm recruiting up for the
army. Thought it would be a good idea to note my
experience. Travelling around the world, drinking
everyday and seeing beautiful women from around the
world. v off to the drill hall to sigm up. | read some
poem called who's for the game and | aint being no
coward! | feel so excited, serving my country and
protecting Lt m a man now. Well not really a man tm
17 tomorrow Your Suppose to be 18 but that's alright (A
say ( had the physique of one. Well tow off wish me
luck!

Yes ine in. 1 leave in a couple of days to the borders
of jervies home Land. Who do they think they are. |
mean reatly us brits might be a small island but we
can pack a punch or two! all of my mates are going.

_John, terry, big glen and wme going to have the best
times of our Lives. It probably won't even last for a while
but im golng to treasure every day of it.

My mums so proud of me if only vy dad could
see me now. Senving my country and showing that
nobody) messes with us brits. Anyway tm going to
Adinner write soom




pay

Dear diary | have just finished my basic training.
They taught me how to use the rifle and certain
command orders. The welght of vy REE Ls horvendous!
the boots don't 41t vue but the officer said il get used to
it after a while. The helmet seems to be pressing down
oy head Like a brick they said il get used to that
as well and 1 can't complain. The boat ride across the
english channel did not agree with my stomach and |
Was sick over the side. \Whew we got there it was such a
rush to get off the boat we did not even have anytime to
look arowund the Village there. It aint turning out Like |
thought. (m sure Lt will get better........ [ hope.

bay £

Cor blimey! spent half the day in a gritty truck
with another 11 men! Johw is with me he is loving all
this commotion he Just can’t wait until we get to the
proper stuff. Duno really if ine up for the proper stuft
anymore all these weapons Lt sounds a bit well
dangerous! | knew it was going to be dangerous but
well suppose it wont be too bad with the conditions of
this camp it can't be getting anyy worse. lm so hungry.
(had a weal, actually it wasn't really a meal so much.
Bit of meat and veg and some biscuits! What | would
give to have one of myj mums dinmers. ... [ miss
her.



Dﬁg 13

When [ said it couldn't get any worse we got
tntroduced tnto our new homes too/ﬁg. [ muo/dg, sloppg
streteh of divt they call it a trench. Defended by a thick
case of barbed wive. A prison is more of the appearance
of Lt. A vast streteh of land filled with an eerie feel to it.
Glad ( wont be out there! Something like no mans land
they call it. As [ toured this bleak river of mud |
noticed a hole sort of dug out in the trench wall.
Curious | ventured tn and observed a type of sleeping
quarters for two. A sharp scream was hurled at me by
aw officer of vy platoon. He told me that curiosity
killed the cat and with my curiosity | seevmed to be the
cat. Another dug out was formed. With a quick glance
[ noted this seemed five star in comparison with my
previous encounter. The officer explained that this was
for higher ranks for them to dine and sleep all of a
sudden | felt insignificant.
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The darkness has consumed myy post and this was
the night we would encounter our first ‘proper action.” A
adrenalin rush surged through my body like
electricity. This was it my chance to prove | Was a man.
{ whispered to john and asked him if he was scared.
With a confident laugh he shook his head and said “the
only place where | would be scared is if | was in the
Jervies trench!” looking into his dark blue eyes | could
see that really he was not scared but tervified. So was 1.



This fear of war had never really possessed me
until. | was nenvous, | didnt want to die | was 1.5 not
even classed as an adult and to be wiped of the face of
this world without......... [ hate to say it but without a
reasom. Before [t seemed Like | was serving my country
but now [t seevus more Like suicide for vy country. |
might not even get to Rill anyjone dying without an
achievement. The fear seemed to be covering e with a
dark dawnting mist. | could see or breath. Sweat ran
Adown my face like a Violent viver angered and enraged
with a strong wind. Panicking for my Life | felt (
needed to go. | asked an officer for leave but with a
lawgh he dismissed me back to my post.
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The battle has finished. im alive. As | looked
around me a saw blood gashing, tears shedding and
men shivering with the monstrosity of this violent
place. My face was covered in blood as a bullet had
vipped past, striking the surface of vy skin and like a
voleano exploded into a cascade of blood. 1 meaningless
ineh to the right and | would not have of been sitting
here. Shaking from the fear of our next encounter
sometivmmes | Wish that gunman had a better aim. Out
here there weren't humans but blood thirsty animals
with weaponry. The twisted minds of those who blast
the bullets against thelr own species sickens me. When
Your out there fighting against those who have caused
no wrong You don't feel gulilt, fear as the adrenalin
pumping round the bodies of men powering them to
run like a have and scream like a fog horm, nothing



matters but You. (gnorance combined with pure
stupidity can be a dangerous asset to us humans.
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Christmas draws near with thoughts of family
and friends. What ( would give to be at a fireplace
watching the flames dance for me with warmth and
comgort. A drink to revive the juices and taste buds of
my mouth. What ( would give to embrace the ones that
[ love. Instead | watch the life taking bullets dance
above my head like a cloud of death. instead  drink
brandy to calw vuyself from the horvor of war. instead
[ evbrace a cold metallic vifle that acts as my love and
existence. My Life slowly collapses in front of vy death
observing eyes.

instead of happy presents that bring me love and
Joy [ receive a trench. Should | end it now? Should |
Just give up hope of returning to my home? The answer
Is no. | WIll fight on no matter how wany obstacles
lock my way | Will carry on.

Dﬁg 25

A miracle blessed us. Today all went quiet. Silent
night was sung by us and with joyful response the
Jerries replied with singing back to us. Slowly but with
great caution we ratsed our heads above the tremch.
Risking our lite we stepped into no mans land. Like a
mirror Lmage the opposition did the same. Either side
swrrendered thetr guns and walked towards us. Could
this be a trick? | did not question Lt With warmth of



friendship and love we met them. A mass tension was
i the atr.

These humans which we had been killing with no
thoughts were no further thew 10 yards from me. For
the first time in weeks | felt happy. | was the first to
step forward and greet these alien like figures. “sorvy”
what | thing to say. Sorvy for wiping out your
comrades, sorvy for making you live a nightmare of
hell on earth. [ felt so embarrassed but in a way
grateful for what im sure was a acceptance of L. The
German nodded his head in forgiveness. [ offered my
hand as a gesture of greeting towards hivm. As did the
other men. [ Aidn't feel like an animal anymore but
like a civilised huwman betng. The silence was broken
by conversation between the two. Names and family
information was shared with no uncertainties. | was
erying! The happiness that filled my dull unwilling
heart was like a thousand pounds! No traitors were
muttered by anyone.

We commenced a game of football. As | slipped
over a jervie offered his hand and 1 glad fully took it.
Laughter and enjoyment was to be heard for miles
around. The thing that surprised me the most was that
these jerries weven't too bad at this game. We lost 9-8
Vut nobody cared everyone was drunie wWith happiness
to evem notice the score. It has been the gayest and
queerest day of my Life.

We had to move locations. \We couldnt carryy on
Rilling........... our newly made friends. | knew that
somewhnere there was Stefan a man with a child and by



the looks of his photographs a beautiful wite out there.
After hours of protesting we were moved.

Day 33 1917 January 3"
On the way tO our next posltlom [ wrote a poem

Under all the layers of clothing skin and muscle,
Under all the hate anger and courage,

Wnder all the training and preparation,

AlL 1 see is a load of gods creation,

Under all the bm\/erg and heroics,

Under all the detervnination and votivation,
Winder all the words of lies and tales,

AlL 1 see is a load of boys skinmy and pale.

[ just wanted people to know that however big or
Orave someone is there is always something else Less on
the inside.
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Ive been told to be part of the front offensive | fear
the worst as not manyy people make Lt back. | gaze up
on the parapet wondering how #ar over or i | will a
make. ( can feel the advenalin start to posses my body
once again. It doesn't make me feel better though. its
like vy mind screams o but myy body pleads for Lt
Stuck between to worlds vy mind gives up to the
Vody. This could be my last entry to you diary. | wish
to say how vuueh | feared that my e would outlive



me but however Lt seems | have to face them. | shed a
tear which slowly runs down my face not like a raging
river but with grace in its movement. | would love to
say ( had led a happy Life but a lie would be sin to end
with. At young age of 17 | sign not my diary but my
death certificate

Signed lovingly
Alfred Holwmes
Ps Live your Lite to the full with ignorance from Yyour
country as serving Lt will serve yow death




