
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

How did you feel that morning when the papers came through? 

Did your blood run cold, or excitement take hold at the thought that your country needs you? 

 

How did you feel that morning when it came time to set off from home? 

Did you conquer your fears, or break down in tears with the loved ones you’d soon leave alone? 

 

How did you feel that morning when you set foot in the trench?   

Did you brush it aside, or wish you could hide from the horror, the carnage, the stench? 

 

How did you feel that morning when your friend was blown up by a shell? 

Did you rush to his aid, or just stand there, afraid that you’d somehow been whisked off to hell? 

 

How did you feel that morning when they sent you over the top? 

Did you shout with relief, or in sheer disbelief, vainly pray that this nightmare would stop? 

 

How did you feel that morning when the bullets started to fly?   

Did you think even then you might cheat death again, or did you know you were going to die? 

 

How did you feel that morning as the lifeblood slipped slowly away? 

Did you try to make sense of these crazy events or with one final breath try to pray? 

 

How did you feel that morning in the face of such slaughter and sorrow?   

Do I just stand aghast as I think of the past or give all for a better tomorrow? 

 

 

Nick Fawcett 

It is hard for us to imagine the full horror of what so many have been through in war, but it is vital 

that we try, for only then can we appreciate all we owe to the millions we remember today, and so 

understand the importance of maintaining peace for future generations.  The above reflection, 

written during a visit to the war graves of Flanders, asks how it must have felt to be one of the 

countless young men sent out to the battle fields of “The Great War”.  


