Journal #1 Date: June 28th 1916

            Today was my first day back to the front after spending my third week in an army hospital, being treated for a wound I received when a piece of scrap-metal hit me in the upper leg. I am almost positive that any one would like to receive a minor wound just to get out of battle and away from the western front, but not me. I love this place; it is my home and has been for the last 2 years. Many people despise its muddy floors, wet walls and dreadfully large rats, but this is my home, I am a solider, I fight, I kill, it’s my duty to Britain. 

           This day has been very quiet, no shelling, no guns firing, not a sound. Word in the trench is that we are planning to go over the top soon, about three days from now. It will be a massive battle, we have been moving troops to the front for about 2 weeks now, and rumor is we are planning to launch a major offensive against the German defenses here at Somme. French troops are also arriving, I don’t like the French much, there funny accents and uniforms start to wear on you after a while, but the king tells me that their on our side so I bear with them. 

            This after noon we got an extra ration of food each man, best I can figure is that they don’t want us to die on an empty stomach. I am not afraid of death though, of least now, two years of war will do that to you, the only way you can survive out here is to be stoic show no emotion, if you let up so will your comrades and we will all die if we let up. I can actually get some sleep tonight because there is no shelling; I just pray the Huns don’t surprise us with some shelling or mustard gas. 

 

Journal #2 July 2nd 1916 

This was a horrible day in the history of Britain. More than 150,000 of us went over the top only 58,000 came back. It is said that these are the worst casualties suffered in one day in the entire British history of war. It is impossible to explain how one second your friends and comrades are there talking to you, and the next second they are no more than a smoking pile of ash. This was supposed to be any easy victory, we were supposed to attack and win the German defenses in less than an hour but once again we underestimated our enemy and we suffered for it. 

Our superiors our trying to rally the troops, “the German defenses must be brought down,” they say, but I as I look into the eyes of my comrades I can see that they have no fight left in them this day. The decisions was made that we would hold our position for another week then make a night attack on July the 13th. 

Food rations are high though, one might of thought that they would of expect ed to loose a lot of people thus bringing more food, but no ones complaining, more food for them. The front is a horrible place were death isn’t a big deal, we just move on here, my best friend dies, you have to move on or the front will kill you too. 

Journal # 3 July 14th 1916 

We have taken the German defenses the night attack went as planned. This is a glorious day for our troops, but I must right quickly for the Germans are probably planning a counter attack on us as I right. That the easy this trench warfare goes, its horrible, we lose 50,000 men taking the enemies trench and they can take it back just as easily the next day. I am very resentful we started to dig them, they are hell holes. I have begun to hate them more and more these past few weeks, there once cozy attributes have become drowned by the blood of my comrades. Rats and lice east men alive and spread terrible diseases. Trench foot is also very common; people feet get wet and begin to decay like moldy bread. Every thing decays in the trench, our bodies, our minds and our spirits. 

We fire flares every 30 minutes to try and catch a glimpse of the enemies’ position in. The flares light up the foggy July mornings like shooting stars. They are very beautiful to watch but they can deliver death. The enemy also fires flares over our position, that is why we must stay hidden. We have dulled and shiny brass on our uniforms so that we will not be spotted. 

Perhaps the most disturbing thing about the front is the injured, we can hear them out there in no mans land, but we cannot se them. Their groans of pain fill the morning air, joining the smell of the rotting corpses of our fallen comrades and enemies. 

Journal #4 July 24th 1916 

We have fought valiantly for the past week and we have managed to capture the city of Pozieres. The moral is high and the men want to keep moving but we have been ordered to hold our position and wait for reinforcements. There is talk about a new weapon being brought in, a great weapon that will easily win the war for us. A massive armored vehicle is what I have heard, a tank they call it. A vehicle so mighty that I would be able to withstand all the horrors of no mans land. I am very anxious to see these new inventions,  I believe they may look like something out of the books of Leonardo DaVinci. 

I received a minor wound during the battle when a shell his a wooden cart, launching splinters in all directions, I was lucky and only received a small wound in the arm but others were skewered by massive pieces of wood, killing them instantly. The Germans also launched a shell that released minor quantities of mustard gas, we were able to get our mask on in time and no one died, but the attack gave us quite a scare. 

The tanks are due any day now and we can finally end this battle here at Somme. 

Journal # 5 September 17th 1916 

I must right quick for I do not have much time. I am seriously injured, I can’t feel my legs and I do not have the energy to look and see if they are still there. I know I will die, they have moved me to the dying room, the room for those who will most certainly die. We have been forced to abandon the offensive at Somme, last I heard over 420,000 English men like my self have died, and I am about to become one of these men. The tanks came and they were able to gain some ground but our casualties have become too much. 

I do not fear death, I have accepted it as inevitability, I have known for the past year that I would not survive this was and I have accepted that. I have fought on many fronts and in many battles and I have seen many of my comrades die and now it is my turn. Please return these journals to my mother Mrs. Sally Whitman, in London, and  I wont her to know that I love her very much, and that she should not be distraught by my death but happy for I have been suffering in this war and now I can finally be at peace. God bless the British empire and all who fight for its glory. 
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