All Quiet on the Western Front Journals 
August 1st 1914 
I always knew I would never go work for my father at the farm. I looked for other opportunities to try to get me out of my small town. I chose the army. When I enlisted I knew that I would probably be as far away from the farm as I could ever get. The war was coming and I knew that fighting for Germany would be an honor. I was the first of my classmates to enlist. One friend of mine, Peter, was angry that I joined up and he said that he would never enlist if it was the last thing he did. Strangely, later that week he was signed up. He mentioned to me about a meeting he had with the teacher and the headmaster and they were very “persuasive.” I have my fears about going into combat. I have never seen an actual war, but I can consider myself war-like, because I suppose I am somewhat violent. This is what mother told me frequently when discussing my habits of how I played with animals and small children. Mother is very sad that I will be leaving her, but my father, he knows why I mainly enlisted and he knows that it is because of him. My younger brother, Kipp, told me that one day he wants to join the army and that I should write to him everyday. I told him I would do my best, which for me was not really trying at all. A month before the war started in August of 1914, many of my new comrades went out to enjoy one last outing in the town to celebrate going into the army. There we discussed many things about what caused the war and if we agreed with them. We concluded that all those other nations were just trying to hold Germany back from its real potential. The day before I had to head off to the camp, I gave my family the standard goodbyes and watched my mother shed tears. After this I went to say goodbye to Eliza. She still does not understand why I must go to war and fight. But really, do I know why I want to go? Now I must go train.
September 3rd 1914

I have been training hard all this month at my army training camp. Most drill sergeants are terrible and mean. One, Sergeant Krizz, is the most hateful person I have ever met. He was in charge of training the new recruits to break them down. The first day he beat down my bunkmate Jelly until he was bleeding all over. Luckily he was moved to train army tank drivers and no longer was kept in the same compound as the new recruits. I know I had been here a while when I started training with new recruits myself. The war is only beginning and I hope that I can see some action soon. This wait is too long but I feel that when I get to war on the front, maybe my views will change. The training is very basic. We learned how to hold, assemble, load, reload, carry, and clean rifles. Also we were faced with many obstacle training courses that we are told will resemble the real terrain of the front. I wonder if any of the officers have actually been to war or just stand around and tell us what they think it’s like. I am told that writing time or any free time at all will be scarce when we go to battle, so this may be the last entry for awhile. I am proud to be off fighting for Germany!
December 23rd 1914

The front is so cold. In these winter days all my fellow soldiers and I grow restless as we wait in the cold. This is the first time I am able to write since we have begun combat. I had lost my pen but got a new one from a friend of mine Gerhard Friedrich Dose who found two off of one dead recruit just yesterday. We considered them presents to each other. I have become strangely very close to many of my fellow soldiers and we are able to pass the time because we all suffer from one common problem. I have been in three battles so far. The first was terribly short and we retreated. The next battle we were reinforcements for another German troop and we were able to push back the French. From there, our troop was split into two and Dose, Gemmy, and I were the only ones from our “group who got to stay.  The third attack was a major bombardment that was launched on us in surprise. This was our biggest casualty amount and the troop was taken back to wait for more recruits so were could be in full fighting force. My friends and I have been lucky avoiding injuries. Unlike Sozy, one of my officers who was blinded by splinters, we have never had to face the hospital.    
January 19th 1915

We continue to fight. I have lost count of the battles we have been in. Dose was promoted to a higher rank then he was sent to the front lines for three and a half days. He came back will a bullet in the shoulder and I have not seen him since. Gemmy and I often fight side by side helping each other out and watching each others backs. Our new Captain, Captain Renshaw, is a horrible man who will do nothing but drink all day and lead us into terrible attacks with no strategy. He is rumored to have taken a bullet to the head but I still am not sure if it is true. One new man I have met and become good friends with is Marc Belling. He is from a town not far from my home and he was a new recruit that Gemmy and I save from a shell explosion that was headed right towards us. Belling now stays close to us and looks to us for protection. He reminds me of my younger brother and I suppose I treat him like it. Overall we have been doing well in the war and I believe that we are winning. More and more battles I see more and more Frenchmen die. We had taken one man prisoner and kept him in the trenches with us. One night he escaped, stealing a pistol, shooting a recruit in the head, and leaving with a poorly aimed bullet in the abdomen given by Captain Renshaw. I must stop my writing. A bombardment is about to be made on a French camp. 
March 3rd 1915

I feel as if the war has just only begun, but I am already seeing the end. My troop was hit by three shells after we were retreated to a near by camp. I was keeping watch with Belling and we were talking about our fathers when they came down out of nowhere. I ran to sound the alarm, but it was already too late. A near by camp heard the sounds and came over the save the wounded. I have lost my leg and was bleeding everywhere. I could hear so many screams. I see people lying there dead. One voice called out to me and I could tell it was Gemmy. I tried to find him but eventually I blacked out. I woke up today in a hospital. More of my leg was amputated and parts of my other leg and feet were cut open and sewn back up. I look around at the other beds and see soldiers just laying there. I examine my wounds and notice the terrible infection. I feel so weak. The war must go on with out me. I would have kept fighting if I was not here. I hope Gemmy and Belling are alright and still out on the front. I miss my mother and my brother. One by one I notice the bodies being wheeled out of the room. I know I am next. 

