


First-Time Soldier.

It all started on the morning of August 1st, the grass was covered in a fresh coat of frost. There was a harsh knock on the door, running down the stairs I opened the door to see two people. I bit down on the inside of my lip, not trusting myself to speak. Two officious officials stood in front of me. They were dressed in a dark green uniform, medals hung heavily from their jackets. They both looked me straight in the eye.
“Where is William?” one of them asked. I pushed out some words. 
“I’m here,” I said shyly. 
They both looked me up and down then one of them remarked.
“What a measly boy of 16, well he’ll have to do.” 
I burned with fear and confusion. My mother, standing with me looked just as confused as I did. The officials called my mother into the lounge, I was left alone standing there wondering, thinking. It felt like an age before they came back. I could tell something was wrong, my mother, who was usually very tough, was in tears.
“You're going to serve this nation well, son,” she whispered, and she kissed my forehead.
All the air vanished from my lungs, I felt the room spinning beneath me. Then it hit me.
I was going to war.

After saying goodbye to my family knowing I might never see them again, I packed a small bag. Then it all became real to me. I may never come back here. A strong hand grabbed my shoulder and they dragged me off. 

It had been at least 3 weeks, and today was the day it all became a reality. We were loaded into the train fitting 40 men into each carriage. The steady rhythm of the train lulled us off to sleep. The train suddenly jolted to a stop, clambouring out I caught a glimpse of what would soon be a war ground. All of our men started digging the trenches. Mud and dirt was piled up, sand bags were placed. We all jumped in. Then it started, bullets were fired, bombs exploded. In hours the dead lay around us, lifeless. I was staring at the carnage around me wondering what makes people do this to each other when a high pitched noise screeched in my ears, I could feel my eardrums popping, blood dripped from my ears. Then it came into sight. A bomb.
Men yelled at each other to take cover, but it was too late. 
The ground shook and threw me down. An awful smell wafted up my nose, making me cough and splutter. Shrapnel flew through the air, piercing my arms and legs. A sharp pain racked my brain making my body twitch in agony. Just as I thought it was over, another one came. Feeling the blood drip from my neck and my arms sent me in a state of panic. I knew right then I was fighting for my life. 

Gas filled my brain and mouth and it choked me. I thought of my family at home, I was fighting for them. So I could see them again, so I could go home and be safe, tucked up in my own bed.
I saw men on the ground, some missing limbs, some pale white and bleeding to death. I knew I was strong, but this was something else. I tried to find the small reserve of bravery I had left but it was all gone, I was petrified.

I must have fainted due to all the blood I had lost, I woke up somewhere different, not a gun in sight. A nurse hurried over to me seeing my eyes flicker open.  She examined my wounds and shook her head. I was wrapped in bandages. I could tell I was slipping away into a deep sleep, I thought I was dead.
But no. I was a survivor, I was not going to let my injuries win. I tried to sit up, a stabbing pain flooded throughout my body. Resting back I thought of my family and dreamed of the war being over, being with my parents and being home at last. This dream carried me through more difficult times, that lay ahead.
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