Training

16 June 1915

My dear Miss Scott,

At the moment of writing, I am on the edge of a pool, watching for signs of khaki over a hedge half a mile away and cursing the army strongly.

The aim of training troops is to make them as tired as possible without teaching them anything. Take ‘em for a route march, stand ‘em on their heads, muck about with ‘em in any fashion so long as they get tired and sick of soldiering. If you do as you are told, and have no objection to sudden death, that means a good soldier.

They are mad as hatters here. Up at five, Roll Call and Rifle inspection at six. Breakfast at 6.30. Parade at 8.15. March. Dinner 1.30-2.30. Bayonet practice 3.30. Tea 4.30.

Ivor Gurney

In the Trenches

25 October 1916

My dear friend,

I promised to tell you something of my life in the trenches. Our last orders were as follows: Stand To 5.30. Stand Down, clean rifles 6.00. Breakfast 7.30. Work 8.30-12.30. Dinner 1. Tea 4.30. Stand To 5-5.30. Stand Down. Then Ration Fatigue. Listening Post. Sentry. Wiring Party. Some of these last all night. One is allowed to sleep off duty – but not in the dugouts and the average, now the cold weather has come, and rain, is about three hours sleep. Out of trenches there are parades, inspections, chiefly for shortages; and fatigues…the life is as grey as it sounds, but one manages to hang on to life by watching the cheerier spirits – wonderful people some of them; after all, it is better to be depressed with reason than without.

…Here there are nine men in a tiny dugout; but good fires and we manage a hot drink three or four times every day.

Ivor Gurney

