
Dear Mrs Little, 
 
I am currently writing this from the trenches. It’s 
cold and I've not gotten a lot of sleep as I am always 
on edge: from the gun-shots, to the bombs and even 
the scurrying rats that dart all over your body during 
the night. Sleep is just getting even rarer than it was. 
All is silent throughout the night except from when 
we are woken with our heart pounding, in which a 
bright light shines up into the sky causing everyone's 
eyes to flash and their ears to bang, with that the 
dark gloomy and depressing area is lit up.  
 
When I awoke this morning I saw a hand above the 
trenches. I yelled at the person to get down but 
everything fell silent, like a graveyard on a cold wet 
and gloomy morning. I suddenly realised what had 
happened. I heard some grumbling but I didn’ think 
much until I heard a cry of a man. I pulled myself up. 
It was hard work but I needed to see what was going 
on. I then saw a body laying over the weak looking 
man,maybe around 24 years of age. The man who 
was laying over him had blood spilling out of his 

 



wound. It looked like he had been shot and maybe 
even blown up: limbs were missing and his face was 
covered in dust and  crumbling ash. I quickly heaved 
the man out of that position revealing the young 
man who was underneath him. I pulled him down 
back into the trench and then asked him what 
happened. He eventually began to cry. He yelled in 
pain that it was his father laying on top of him 
protecting him from death itself. 
 
As I was walking along to get my uniform cleaned as 
I was now on leave, I met William. William is my 
friend and I am glad to see him again. He looked sad 
and had to announce  dreadful news that no one 
wanted to hear. It was about Thomas, William and 
I’s friend. He had been blown up. The one thing that 
made things  even worse than that was that he and 
William were talking about going home and seeing 
their daughters and wives again. William said he was 
pouring out blood which made William feel ill. When 
William and I went to dinner things cheered up a bit. 
We were all singing songs that we had made up 
while travelling. It was good fun but the food 



definitely never brought any spirits up. I guess food 
is food but our food is horrible. I am grateful and all 
but it's disgusting. I guess it has to do, we aren't 
living an exactly perfect luxury life in the trenches. 
I’ll tell you what we normally get in a meal since I 
have just said how gross it is. The meat is really cold 
and greasy. The coffee is absolutely freezing as well 
as the fact that it tastes like petrol because it comes 
in an old and rusty petrol can that hasn't even been 
cleaned out properly so that's where we get coffee 
and a slight hint of petrol from. 
 
William and I visited Thomas’ hole, which in these 
harsh conditions is a grave. We tried to collect 
something to put on it. We managed to sneak into 
the flower fields behind us. It was filled with colour 
and would normally cheer us up. We tried to get his 
favorite flower, the Cornflower. It was a lovely 
purple. It is a challenge to try to sneak past with a 
big handful of flowers but Thomas deserves to be 
remembered in a nice way. 
 



Anyway, thank you for sending me a letter. I hope 
everything back in Edinburgh is good. Please stay 
safe Mrs Little. 
 
From, 
Murray Smith 
 


