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DIARY OF A BOY SOLDIER 

December 24thth, 1914 

I’ve been away now for only three months, but it seems like a lifetime.  At the start, everyone thought the war 

would be over by Christmas, but a couple of months later, the army was getting desperate for more recruits, 

and I was getting bored at home. They weren’t supposed to take anyone under 19, but my mate Tom and I 

thought it would be an exciting adventure to go to war: fun even.  We lied about our ages, in the hope that they 

would believe us and take us. They did. Our Mums didn’t want us to go, but there was no stopping us. How 

could we ever have imagined what it would be like out here? 

It’s been so wet, that the trenches are full of mud: in places, we’re almost up to our knees in it, and the cold and 

wet goes straight through you. Tonight, it’s absolutely freezing, and there’s frost on the ground, but it doesn’t 

feel like ‘Good King Wenceslas’. It’s almost impossible to sleep in these conditions, even when you’re 

exhausted.  Can’t stop thinking about Tom - he was hit by a sniper last week, and was sent off to hospital.  Just 

praying that he makes it through.  I wouldn’t admit this to any of the lads, but right now, I really want my Mum! 

Last night, just as I was drifting off, one of the men near me woke up screaming, in the middle of a nightmare. 

There are men crying out in their sleep, and between us and the German trenches, dead bodies are everywhere: 

the smell’s just appalling.  If we were to try and move them by daylight, we would be easy targets for the 

snipers, so they’ve been left there for days.  

Tomorrow is Christmas Day, but since we are in the trenches, I expect our Christmas Dinner will still just be the 

normal packet of soup, maybe some gristly bully beef stew, and some hard biscuits – you  dip them in the soup, 

if you don’t want to break your teeth. Our troop is expecting to be relieved on Boxing Day, and be given a 

proper dinner:  rumour has it that we might get pheasant – anything will be better than gristle stew! When I 

think back to last year, with that turkey, gravy, lots of vegetables, and roast potatoes to die for, my mouth 

waters, and my tummy rumbles. What I wouldn’t give for just two sprouts, even.  If my Mum could hear me say 

that, she’d never believe her ears!  

Mum’s sent me a parcel from home.  I couldn’t wait to open it: after all, none of us know how long we will be 

here for. Like poor Tom, we could be shot at any time. Tempting as it is though, I’m not touching the goodies 

she’s sent me to eat, until tomorrow: got to make Christmas Day a little bit special. There’s chocolate, biscuits, 

and a plum pudding; as well as warm socks and gloves, and some books; and pencils, more notepads for writing 

my diary, and a pack of cards, from my sisters. How I wish I could give all of them a hug, and feel Mum’s arms 

around me. I’m so homesick, but am trying not to cry. I’m supposed to be a man, now: but really I’m still only a 

teenager, and not even meant to be here, so it’s hard. Must stop writing and try to get some kip: I’m exhausted. 

December 25th 

Well, what a day it’s been!  Last night I was just dropping off, when I woke with a start, to the sound of 

Christmas carols. I thought I was dreaming! There was something odd, though. Some of the tunes were the 

traditional ones, that we sing every year;  but the words sounded a bit strange. I nudged Harry, who was in the 

trench beside me. “What the  . . . ?”  

“It’s the Germans,” he whispered. Gingerly, we peered over the edge of the trench – and our eyes widened. 

Could those really be Christmas trees? And candles? From the fair old rumpus coming from the German 

trenches, it sounded like they were having quite a party! Sometimes, at night, we used to shout insults at one 

another. But now, someone from our side started to sing, and soon we were all at it:  their words in German, 

and ours in English!   
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Eventually, I fell into a stop-start sleep. This morning, when I woke, there were already muffled voices coming 

from all directions, but otherwise, there was an eery silence: no sound of any gunfire. We had our normal brew, 

and then the Commander was here, passing what looked like small packages along the trenches, one for each 

man. What was this? We’d already had the parcels from our families. When my turn came, I was stunned to see 

it was a little brass box, embossed with a portrait of Princess Mary’s head, with the letter M on either side of it, 

and ‘Christmas 1914’, among other things. Inside was a Christmas card, with photographs of Princess Mary 

herself, and the King and Queen. There was also a packet of tobacco, and some cigarettes. To think that the 

Royal Family had thought about us! The box will be a great souvenir to take home – that’s if I make it. 

Just as we were examining our boxes, I heard a voice shouting from the direction of the German trenches.  “You 

no shoot, we no shoot!” Harry and I peeked out again, and next thing, a couple of Germans had left their 

trenches – without their guns! How could this be? Slowly, singing carols again, more of them emerged, standing 

in a line, facing us. Harry and I looked at one another in disbelief. Then, after some muttering down the line, 

some singing broke out on our side, and before we knew it, soldiers from both sides were cautiously 

approaching one another: singing, laughing nervously, calling out ‘Merry Christmas’, and shaking hands. 

 All of a sudden, as if from nowhere, a football bounced into the field. That was it! More and more soldiers from 

both sides ran onto the field. With so many of us, no way could we even think about a proper game: but just 

kicking the ball around between a whole bunch of us, both English and Germans, was so much fun, as well as 

warming us up. 

The ice now broken (literally, actually), the atmosphere was almost party-like: if you can imagine a party in a 

muddy wet field, in the freezing cold. Some of the Germans spoke a bit of English, but very few of us English lads 

spoke any of their language. Even so, before long, we were swapping food and cigarettes. I don’t smoke much, 

so I gave my cigarettes to a German boy who didn’t look much older than I am. Franz, he said his name was, and 

gave me some of the biscuits that his mother had sent him, in return: quite different from the biscuits we get at 

home.  He also let me have a sip of something he called schnapps: quite unlike anything I had ever tried before. 

You could feel a warm glow inside you, as it went down: like liquid fire!  

Later, almost without speaking, we started clearing up the area between the trenches: both Germans and 

Englishmen. Moving dead bodies makes my stomach churn:  how could I have imagined a year ago that this 

would be how I would be spending Christmas this year?  With today turning out to be an unofficial  truce, 

though, we knew it might be the only opportunity we’d have to get the job done without being sniped at.   

Work continued in peace, for the rest of the day: moving and burying the bodies, and carrying out repairs to the 

leaky, muddy trenches. By the end of it, we were more than ready for our food: even gristly bully beef stew and 

hard biscuits! Can’t wait to get out of all this mud tomorrow, when the next team comes to relieve us. We’ve 

been promised a proper wash and a decent meal, once we’re out of here. If only I could wake up to find that all 

the shooting had been but a nightmare, and that really I was back home, looking forward to football with Tom 

and the other lads in the village team, on Saturday. That said, today has been pretty unforgettable. Please Tom, 

don’t die. You’ve just got to make it through, mate. 

  


