August 8, 1918

Dear diary,

Today is the seventeenth day that our group has been up at the front. We haven’t heard any news of reinforcements for ten days now and our last shipment of rookies was a month ago. It’s been horrible these last few days bombardment after bombardment and then the deafening sound of our artillery Ash got a direct hit from one of the shells, I’m not sure what to say other than he died instantly, which I guess is a good thing here. It’s a lot better than other people’s death’s. I’ve finally gotten used to death, even if it’s a friend. There are four out of our group of six: Kerch, Ert, Big B, and me. There are many others but I stopped learning other people’s because they came and went often. Also it is hard to learn new people’s names within a few days before they are moved. Luckily General Krucli has not separated any of us but it could just be a matter of time. Most of our time in the front lines is ducking and shooting. Whenever the shells stop we ready for an attack. We’ve lost and gained ground a few times but still ended up near where we started. We have made a frontal assault six times in the last month and the number is increasing. It seems the German army is weakening because there have been less attacks on us and more bombarding. The commanders see this so they are planning more attacks and the bombardments are destroying our numbers so I don’t think there’s a winner right now. They hit us with gas again and it reminds me of Asthema. We only lost five total to the gas but a lot more to the shells, they estimate around 200. I haven’t written to Adiana for a while now, I just can’t bring myself to tell her the horrid things that are happening here but I hope she understands. Everyone has been talking about what they are going to do when they get home. Some of the younger ones have farfetched dreams that even them know they can’t do, the war has affected them the most. I try to join the conversation but it hurts too much to try and talk about home, I miss everyone so much. I’ve learned to deal with my homesickness but it still hurts, I can see it hurting others too. Most of them in fact seem to have pain when they talk about home so it doesn’t come up much. Ert and I got bored enough on a quiet day in the front that we made up a card game. It seems to change every time we play it however so we went back to spit and the regular games. We could see a large attack coming because of the tanks in the distance and planes in the sky. That’s probably the third time my remote location has seen a tank. That was yesterday and today early in the morning we started bombing them and we had gotten a lot of ammunition and food. By now to the others and me this was a for sure attack. It will happen soon so I should stop. Wish me luck. 

