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Dear Mr. Hendry, 

I hope everything is okay back home, especially the town. We received word that a 
regiment was beginning their training near Cameron Reservoir, in the heai1 of St. Andrews and 
dangerously close to the school. You will write me back and let me know if anything of
significance has happened? 

� 

I am writing to let you know that everything is just fine. I recently relocated from Dover 
to Verdun, and in the next few months if all goes to plan, we are expected to fight in Ypres over 
the Summer. Hundreds of us soldiers were jammed into a boiling hot ship, so the voyage was 
anything but pleasant. The windy, rainy weather did not help matters, as we were tossed around 
on'tlie waves. There was also the continual threat of those dreadful Geiman submarines and 
ships. Despite the hon-ific stomach-churning journey, I am so, so grateful that the Germans 
spared our ship and allowed us to pass through the English Channe�and into the safety of the 
Bay of Biscay. 

I very vividly remember our regiment marching through the wrecked villages and towns 
in France. The air would be thick with smoke, bodies and cavalry would be lying on the ground 
and buildings would collapse if you did so much as breath near them. It was far worse than 
England, and I couldn't help but feel my heart break as I imagined all the families who had 
formerly lived in the now ruined cottages and townhouses. Still to this-day, I do not know if there 
were ever any people hidden somewhere in the abandoned areas. 

Sergeant Doyle had had enough of English soil and accompanied us-into France. I think it 
is safe to say I was not the only one who wished he had not. His role as a Sergeant was to cheer 
up the downtrodden soldiers in his regiment, but instead he brought so much distress and anger 
upon us. Every single hour of every single day, he was at our heels, barking at us like a mad dog. 
I think most of his viciousness came from none of us ever giving him the satisfaction of letting 
him see how his words and actions affected us. 

. Despite only being in France for a matter of days, we have already been thrown headlong 
into combat. Yesterday's events are what encouraged me to write this letter to_you. Sure, I know 
most of the others in t.he regiment, but I did not expect to see so many familiar faces from other 
regim-ents. I'm not sure if you remember him, but I bumped into Alistair while getting my 
po�·idge on the first morning. I am afraid I do not know his surname. We greeted each other and 
rejbiced as it had been so long since I last saw him. However, our happiness was short-lived as a 
sudden bombardment began from the Hun. 

It was so s,udd(,n, but everyone knew all too well what would happen, and so we sprang into 
action. Shrapnel littered the trenches and craters were made in the ground due to the sheer size .. 
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