February 23, 1918

Dear Adiana,

The war is getting harder and harder to stand. I still do not regret making the decision to go but all my enthusiasm of the war and defending our country and it’s liberties has faded. All that is left for me is survival. I have seen way too many people die than any man should see in all his life. I will not go into to many specifics to save you from the horror I face but I feel that I should write to tell you I am doing the good under the circumstances. To everyone’s surprise including command’s this is a rather active battleground. The first time I came here it was already in ruins, obviously someone had fought here before. I have gone to two other areas as reinforcements but both were false alarms and not nearly as bad as this. The first attack I faced was terrifying. Hundreds of German soldiers just like us charging full speed and most falling by the machine guns and the rest by grenades or rifle shots. I admit on the first attack I panicked and didn’t fire a single shot I just curled up in a ball and couldn’t watch. My friends, especially Ert, helped me get over that fear and the next attack instinct just took over. Please believe that I didn’t want to kill anyone but here it is kill or be killed. I know you probably understand, cause your good at that but I just want to make sure that you know that. It still hurts to say this but Asthema died from gas today. Just a few days ago we got gassed and our masks had not yet been correctly adjusted yet so on some people’s it leaked in. It was hard because he was the first of our group of six to go. We had promised to protect each other and we failed one already. As the war drags on it is harder to write down what happened. Especially when we go out for an attack it is hard just to think of one in general because of how many people die out there. Luckily we get brakes from being in the front and we get to go further back. I can tell, though, that it will feel empty without one or more being there. It seems to be going better for the Germans than for us we are dwindling on supplies and people while you can see them building new trenches which could only mean more people. It is just getting worse day by day but I know I will be able to make it through as long as I have you to think about. I’m sorry that you had to hear this but I needed someone to talk to other then the guys here, thanks for listening. I hope you understand this will probably be my last letter it is getting to hard to tell you these things so good bye, I love you and I will see you when I get back.

Love,

Adam

