Christmas Day, 1914
Dear Sister,
It was 3:00am in the morning and most of the boys are asleep and I'm awake. I hate the trenches because they are muddy and horrible. When we wake up, we have no food and we straight away because we didn’t want to die. it has been a bad year so far fighting and my soldier friends have died and so has my brother. yet I could not sleep. Writing to you of the wonderful events of Christmas Eve. In truth, what happened seems almost like a fake story, and if I hadn’t been through it myself, I would have never believed it. As I wrote before this, there has been little more serious fighting lately and they never end good. Because yesterday Bobby died (which was heart-breaking to see).
But what a terrible waiting it has been! Knowing that any moment and the Germans might land and explode beside us in the trench, killing several of our men. And in daylight not daring to lift our heads above disgusting wet, for fear of a sniper’s bullet.
And the rain it has fallen almost daily. Of course, it collects right in our trenches, where we must bail it out with pots and pans. And with the rain has come mud becomes deeper. It splatters and cakes everything, and constantly sucks at our boots. Through all this, we couldn’t help feeling curious about the German soldiers across the way.
Of course, we hated them when they killed our friends. But other times, we joked about them and almost felt we had something in common. And now it seems they felt the same.

Just yesterday morning-Christmas Eve Day-we had our first good day. Cold as we were, we welcomed it, because at least the mud froze as hard as a rock. Everything was tinged white with frost, while a bright sun shone overall. It was the perfect Christmas weather to do fun things. And so, it was, the Germans had placed Christmas trees in front of their dried-up trenches, lit by candle or lanterns. And then we heard their voices raised in song. Stille nacht, heilige nacht, we decided to sing along with them.
When the song finished, the men in our trenches applauded. Yes, British soldiers applauding Germans! Then one of our own men started singing, and we all joined in. In truth, we sounded not nearly as good as the Germans, with their fine harmonies. But they responded with enthusiastic applause of their own and then began another.

As it got later in the night, a few more songs were sung around the fire, and then all joined in for the singing party. Then we parted with promises to meet again tomorrow, and even some talk of a football match.

And so, dear sister, tell me, has there ever been such a Christmas Eve in all history? And what does it all mean, this impossible befriending of enemies?
From your brother
Jeff
