October 13, 1914


I have enlisted today. I enlisted with the 24th company of the German Army. My schoolmaster, Mr. Muller, says that it is a great honor to serve for one’s country even if it means death. I really wanted to be a carpenter, but I guess this is what’s better. I’m sort of excited for the war, I feel that it will be the greatest adventure of my life and when I am back within a month I’ll pursue my building career. Mr. Muller also says that when we return we will be heroes and become an important part of society. When I get home I hope too much has changed. Now that I think of it I am kind of nervous for the war. I hear that the English are allied with the neutral Americans and if they enter the war I don’t know how long I’ll last. I’m sure they have the finest troops in the world, but I’ll show them a battle, no a war, that they will never forget. Well I’m off to base camp where I will receive my first training experience.

November 24, 1914


I have finished enlisting with many of my schoolmates and I am being shipped to base camp. I hear we will receive basic training and then will be sent to the front as relief. Our training consists of getting out of bed very early, tidying our living space, dressing properly, and being ready for battle. Actually that’s not real training it is more for discipline than for practical strategy. Real training is hard exercises with no mercy and weapons training. Evn though the generals should know what to train for I don’t think some of the maneuvers we are practicing will really be practical in trench warfare. Anyways the training today was hell. I had to do a fifty push-ups, but when I finished I forgot to salute so I had to do fifty more. I won’t be making that mistake anymore. Also, my friend Han was not parading properly and received horrible punishment and more work. The food here is alright I guess they want us to be strong enough to fight when we leave. Apparently we will leave in a few weeks because the front needs relief reinforcements. 
January 9, 1914


It has been almost four months since I enlisted looking for adventure and to prove my patriotism. Han died a few days back when a mortar shell took out one of his arms and he contracted gangrene, a common disease around here. I missed Christmas with my folks because there was an English raid before we were going to go on leave. The commanding officer said we had to stay just in case there was another raid. I am very homesick and the war is starting to envelope my life. I came from high school right into the military, you could say I got lost on the way to college. The trenches are an ecosystem fitting for hell. After bombardments you would either get killed or buried and have to dig yourself out. Not to mention the rations, what little food we get, most of it goes to the rats that plague the trenches like vultures on foot. Filthy vermin! Some of the other soldiers have gotten severe trench-foot because of all the water and zero drainage. I need to get to my post there could be an attack coming.
February 12, 1915


I have been on the front for over a year and it is getting worse. Some of my fellow soldiers in my patrol were wounded in the last bombardment and were sent off to the army hospitals where the doctors use them as guinea pigs. It is disturbing that the people in the army that should be helping us the most are the ones that are corrupted. I am starting to hate the politicians behind this war and I just want to go home and see my family. I mean, why don’t the politicians go out to fight? No! They leave all that to the poor and common people who are the majority. I remember the first kill I had was the most mentally destructive thing I could do. He must have had a family too. He must have a life as precious as any other on my patrol, but these politicians don’t care. They just think about what the country can gain as a whole and how that can benefit them. 
December 4, 1917

I am an old guy now. I have been fighting for most of my adult life and it is taking me down into a whirlpool of misery. The Americans have entered the war and their first attack was on my company. I took a bullet to the upper leg and one of my friends pulled me to safety. I am in the dreaded hospital now and my entire leg has been amputated and it hurts like hell. There coming to take me away from what peace I have in bed because they and I both know that my time is short. I contracted gangrene and they have given up all hope as do I. I just want my family to know that I loved them every day. I feel my life passing as I write and I have, what feels like, fire in my leg, or at least what’s left of it. Nothing they can do will stop the pain and now my only escape is death. I leave this world with my trusted pistol. Goodbye. 

