November 20, 1918

Dear diary,

It’s finally over, the war, over. It’s almost sad, after only 1 year in the war it seem like it’s been forever. As much as I can’t wait to go home, see my family and friends again, I have this small longing to stay here. Stay here and fight alongside my friends that I have seemed to know for ages. It hurts me to know that I will never see many of them again or even remember their names, if I knew them in the first place. We first heard rumors of the war ending a few weeks ago. It has been completely quiet since. Not even a single bombardment, our snipers couldn’t see any one in the trenches so either they had left or were preparing to lunch a sneak attack. Our commanding officers of course assumed the worse and upped our watch hours so he could put more people on watch. Of course nothing came for a week and they eased up a little bit but still more that usual. Just yesterday a messenger came, it was the first person from command that we have seen in a long time, we started to think they forgot about us out here and the war had ended but that proved us wrong. He delivered the news to General Krucli who did not react to the news but we still watched him intently to figure out what it was. We had not seen a message in ages, if ever so we were excited yet scared. The messenger left and the general went to his quarters quietly. Once he was in his quarters everyone started to place bets on what the message was. Some said we were going for an all out attack, others said that we lost the war. To everyone’s surprise the unusually cynical Kerch put down two packs of cigarettes and said, “We won the war,” he turned and walked away. We all looked at each other and shrugged. It was an obscured because nobody had paid attention except Kerch, he had caught every hint and was right. That night our commanders gave short watches to only a few people. On my watch I thought about what Kerch said and the recent events. I realized that he might be right. That morning it was proven, the General came out and told us the war was over. We all just stood there not sure what to do. Kerch came up to me, punched me in the arm and said, “told ya.” That was really all that was said. You could tell that everyone was extremely happy but there was something stopping them from expressing it, the same thing that is stopping me. Well I’m on the train to the boat that will take me home. It is full of marines and army men. All of us are silent, there is occasionally a few people talking but it doesn’t last long. We all look the same, dirty troops, in torn close, tired, and happy yet sad to be going home. I will be home in a day or two so this will be my last entry. You have been one of my best friends, you always listen yet never talked. Thank god I’m finally going home, I hope not much has changed in this long year. Bye.

