Dear Mother,

We saw the coast of Belgium today, but bad weather is terrorising the land so I don’t expect you to get this for a while. I am still on the ship, and already I can hear the gunfire. I want to write this letter while I am still partially safe, for fear that if I don’t, I may not get one home at all. 

Rain is battering the ship, and already I can tell the ground will be muddy. Ever since we first sighted Belgium, the rain has been extremely heavy and there are small leaks springing up in the roof. 

I have made one friend aboard the ship, a young man by the name of Benny. Already he is looking thin, despite his enormous size. The food here is horrible; there is next to no flavour at all, and the biscuits are hard as rocks. Now I know why we had to go through a dental exam. 

As disembarking the ship grows nearer, I find my feeling of dread grow. All I want is to be at home with you, Sammy, Adam, Charlie and Cas. I’ve already written the letters I am going to send to Jo and Cas, because I knew this one would be the hardest. If you manage to send me a letter, can you tell me how everyone is? Bobby and Ellen must be distraught, what with Ash having to leave for war as well. It seems that each family has had a son taken. Before you ask, nobody I know was put into my platoon. Benny is my only comrade here… although, Fergus (who prefers to go by Crowley, for some odd reason) and I have a somewhat love/hate relationship.

We’re due to land in Belgium just after dinner. For dinner, we are having corned beef… again. They expect us to thrive on bare minimums, including being able to drink barely any water. I don’t know about other people, but I am so thirsty. When I get home – if I get home… it’ll be hard to adjust. 

They are starting to call for dinner now. As much as I hate it, I need the food. I’ve got to go now, but I want to keep writing. Please, just… pray for us. For me, for Ash, for all of us who had to leave our families. For this situation, this war we have to win. We might as well just call it Purgatory.

With love,
Dean.
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