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—:o:—:o:—:o:—:o:—

My grandfather never spoke about his experiences of the 
front line but when reflecting on the Christmas Truce 
football matches; I’m heartened to think that there 
was such humanity - even for a short while - among the 
horror and chaos of war.

—:o:—:o:—

Knowing what had gone before and what was to come, 
it seems almost impossible that this ever happened. 
But as the first Christmas of the first year of the war 
approached, soldiers on opposite sides of no man’s 
land laid down their arms. Small units listened as the 
sound of Christmas carols rose in the air. Soon, more 
voices joined in from trenches up and down the lines. 
Two languages, two opposing armies, both touched by 
the Christmas spirit. For those brief moments the guns 
stayed silent and men found respite from the carnage.

—:o:—:o:—

Growing bolder, some soldiers ventured out to the 
desolate waste of no man’s land, there to meet the men 
they’d been trained to kill. Their enmity was put aside as 
impromptu football matches were played and for once 
the tally of winning and losing was measured in goals 
not deaths.

—:o:—:o:—

While we educate children today about trench warfare, 
sacrifice and hardship, the Truce football matches that 
took place up and down that jagged frontline, across 
scarred wastes, may tell us more about those young men 
playing than the most detailed dissection of the military 
battles can. How Christmas carols and a kickabout 
brought a transitory peace to the Frontline.

’Twas the night before Christmas, 
when all through the trench

Not a creature was stirring, 
because of the stench

The stockings were hanging,  
but only to dry

The smell was quite something, 
it would make you cry 

The soldiers were nestled, 
all cold in their beds

Listening to the boom 
of the guns overhead

They dreamed of St Nick 
and a day full of peace

But they’ll wake in their blankets, 
all covered in fleas

Then out of the darkness, 
a carol was heard

The troops were muddled, 
was it a bird?

No it was the Germans, 
singing with cheer

Great said the tommies, 
I hope they’ve got beer 

’Twas the night before Christmas, 
and all through the line

The guns stopped firing, the French 
brought some wine

The troops on all sides found 
a football to play

They cheered, Merry Christmas 
to all, and to all a good day! 

The great and the good gathered at the prestigious 
Burton Court for a fitting tribute to the 1914 Christmas 
Truce match. Teams drawn from the hallowed Houses 
of Parliament limbered up against the Army Crusaders 
- gristled veterans of many a hard campaign. Legions of 
fans from across the local area gathered on the sidelines 
for an occasion that will live long in the memory and the 
stories of the struggle will surely be handed down through 
the generations, the build up truly had an ‘I was there’ feel 
to it.

The match started brightly, with the Crusaders dominating 
from the off, only profligate finishing kept the scores level 
in the opening stages as wave after wave of Army attack 
led to nought.

As the MPs finally got a foothold in the match they lost 
possession in the centre of the pitch, a stunning through 
ball saw new kid on the block Andy Garthwatie, who lost 
his right arm in Afghanistan, slotted the ball past the 
keeper’s despairing dive.

The Crusaders led 1-0 and the blow of conceding after 
holding out for so long under such pressure had a negative 
effect on the MPs. A crisp strike from 22 yards left the 
keeper rooted to the spot making the score 2-0 and it was 
3-0 within minutes as the dejected MPs defence collapsed 
after a corner leading to the bobbling ball tricking across 
the line as bodies lay scattered across the 6 yard box. 

Half time came as a blessed relief to the MPs who could 
have been further behind if it wasn’t for some last ditch 
defending and a couple of fine saves from the keeper. 
Spirits were high though as oranges and tactics were taken 
on at the break.

The second half began as the first ended and very soon the 
Crusaders took what would turn out to be an unassailable 
4-0 lead, this time again from a corner as a powerful 
header left the keeper with no chance.

Before long it was 5 and there seemed no route back for 
the MPs but the fifth goal roused the team into action, 
more possession led to a number of half chances which 
led to a corner. Another goal mouth scrabble ended in a 
tap-in. A scrappy goal, but they all count – could this be 
the start of an incredible comeback?

Things looked promising as another period of sustained 
MPs pressure led to a deft finish from the striker, as he 
wheeled away the raised lineman’s flag nipped the raucous 
celebration in the bud. This bitter blow ended the match 
as a contest. The Crusaders reasserted their authority on 
proceedings.

The final whistle brought the match to a close and cheers 
rang out across the terraces, in the end an emphatic 
victory for the Crusaders but a gallant effort from the MPs. 
Respect was mutual across the divide and the presentation 
ceremony was a moment to savour for the victors.  

THE CHRISTMAS TRUCE REMEMBERED

© Charlie Hopkinson, ABF The Soldiers’ Charity



T H E  C H R I S T M A S  T R U C E
—:o:—

¥  By Carol Ann Duffy   µ

Christmas Eve in the trenches of France, the guns were quiet.
  The dead lay still in No Man’s Land - Freddie, Franz, 
   Friedrich, Frank  . . .
     The moon, like a medal, hung in the clear, cold sky.
 
Silver frost on barbed wire, strange tinsel, sparkled and winked.
  A boy from Stroud stared at a star
    to meet his mother’s eyesight there. 
     An owl swooped on a rat on the glove of a corpse.
 
 In a copse of trees behind the lines, a lone bird sang.
   A soldier-poet noted it down - a robin holding his winter ground     
   then silence spread and touched each man like a hand.
 
Somebody kissed the gold of his ring;
  a few lit pipes;
   most, in their greatcoats, huddled,
    waiting for sleep.
     The liquid mud had hardened at last in the freeze.
 
But it was Christmas Eve; believe; belief thrilled the night air, 
  where glittering rime on unburied sons treasured their stiff hair.
   The sharp, clean, midwinter smell held memory.
 
On watch, a rifleman scoured the terrain - no sign of life, no 
  shadows, shots from snipers, nowt to note or report.
   The frozen, foreign fields were acres of pain.
 
Then flickering flames from the other side danced in his eyes, as 
  Christmas Trees in their dozens shone, candlelit on the parapets, 
   and they started to sing, all down the German lines.
 
Men who would drown in mud, be gassed, or shot, or vaporised by 
  falling shells, or live to tell, heard for the first time then - 
   Stille Nacht. Heilige Nacht. Alles schläft, einsam wacht.
 
Cariad, the song was a sudden bridge from man to man; a gift to   
  the heart from home, or childhood, some place shared.
   When it was done, the British soldiers cheered.
 
A Scotsman started to bawl The First Noel and all joined in, till the 
  Germans stood, seeing across the divide, the sprawled, mute   
   shapes of those who had died.
 
All night, along the Western Front, they sang, the enemies - carols, 
  hymns, folk songs, anthems, in German, English, French; each   
  battalion choired in its grim trench.
 
 So Christmas dawned, wrapped in mist, to open itself and offer   
  the day like a gift for Harry, Hugo, Hermann, Henry, Heinz.
   with whistles, waves, cheers, shouts, laughs.
 
Frohe Weinachten, Tommy! Merry Christmas, Fritz! 
  A young Berliner, brandishing schnapps, was the first from his   
   ditch to climb.
    A Shropshire lad ran at him like a rhyme.
  
Then it was up and over, every man, to shake the hand of a foe as a 
  friend, or slap his back like a brother would; exchanging gifts of 
   biscuits, tea, Maconochie’s stew,
 
Tickler’s jam. For cognac, sausages, cigars, beer, sauerkraut; or 
  chase six hares, who jumped from a cabbage-patch, or find a ball   
   and make of a battleground a football pitch.
 
 I showed him a picture of my wife. Ich zeigte ihm ein Foto 
  meiner Frau.
   Sie sei schön, sagte er. 
    He thought her beautiful, he said.
 
They buried the dead then, hacked spades into hard earth again   
  and again, till a score of men were at rest, identified, blessed.
   Der Herr ist mein Hirt. my shepherd, I shall not want.
 
And all that marvellous, festive day and night, they came and went, 
  the officers, the rank and file, their fallen comrades side by side 
   beneath the makeshift crosses of midwinter graves.
 
Beneath the shivering, shy stars
  and the pinned moon
   and the yawn of History;
    the high, bright bullets
     which each man later only aimed at the sky.

Reproduced with kind permission of 

Poet Laureate Carol Ann Duffy

R U P E R T  C A R Y

W W I  M E M O I R S∑

From 1917 Rupert Cary was with the 8th Corp Royal Signals 

based at the Chateau de Lovie close to Ypres. Lieutentant-

General Sir Aylmer Hunter-Weston was Commander of the 

8th Corps and had a reputation for being a bit of a ‘character’. 

Rupert Cary has a number of stories about Hunter Bunter 

as he was generally known. Rupert Cary describes him as a 

redoubtable old fellow – 

The tales that were either known or invented about him 
were innumerable. He was a brave old man and had 
no hesitation in going anywhere accompanied by the 
small detachment of the Corp cavalry which was still 
maintained. He refused to wear a tin hat on his visits to 
the trenches and if one tried to collect all stories about 
him, it would require a separate book. 

One story was about one day when he was a visiting a 
section of the frontine. He unexpectedly came around a 
traverse of the trench and walked into a bunch of troops 
who were holding that section of the Line. One of them 
was heard to say “Blimey Bill, who’s this old bloke with 
all them effing decorations?” Hunter Bunter’s response 
to the solder was “My man, in reply to your first query, 
I am Lieutenant-General Sir Aylmer Hunter-Weston 
KCB, DSO, MP your Corp Commander. In reply to 
your second query, I may say that the medals were not 
obtained in the manner you suggest!”’

—:o:—

C H R I S T M A S  1 9 1 7  :  Y P R E S
—:o:—

‘On the staff of Corp HQ we had a very well known artist, 
Halliday by name and he was ordered by old Hunter 
Bunter, to prepare a Corp Christmas card. The subject 
of the card was to be the ruins of the Cloth Hall at Ypres 
in the background and a squad of troops drawn up to 
receive decorations.

The central figure, not unnaturally, was to be the Great 
Hunter Bunter himself. Such was the old boy’s attention 
to detail that he arranged to ride up to the Cloth Hall 
on an appointed day to pose so that the card could be 
authentic. It was very unfortunate that on his way back 
a shell landed on the Popering Road and killed one of his 
escorts. But the old man rode on unpeturbed. There was 
a certain amount of controversy as to the merits of the 
Corp Commander taking the risks he did for the sake of 
a Christmas card, particularly as it involved the death of 
a cavalryman, one of his own escort. But if it hadn’t been 
there it might have been anywhere just as easily and the 
reader must make his own judgement on this point.

One thing is quite clear: there was never any doubt about 
the personal bravery of the old Hunter Bunter and it all 
ended in one more name being added to the thousands 
of casualties in the Ypres Salient.’

—:o:—:o:—:o:—:o:—
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Ronald joined the Army in 1944 and served with the 
Royal Pioneers during the Second World War. Last 
winter the central heating broke in his home in Wales 
where Ronald– now in his late 80s – has lived alone 
since the death of his wife Gwyneth. A gas repairman 
was unable to fix his heating and local authorities 
turned down his request for assistance. When The 
Soldiers’ Charity learned about the urgency of Ronald’s 
situation we made an immediate grant to pay for new 
radiators and heating system, ensuring that this elderly 
veteran was once again warm.

 

Christmas through
the ages.

Christmas has always been a time of year to cherish; a 
time of year to enjoy with friends and family (despite 
Grandpapa’s snore-filled, post-lunch snooze); a time of 
year in which it is absolutely OK to have one’s first tot of 
sherry or glass of fizz before midday; and a time of year 
at which to reflect upon the events, both ordinary and 
extraordinary, of the past 12 months.

Indeed, those involved in any military fracas over 
Yuletide tend to bring this Christmas spirit to the fore, 
often in quite spectacular fashion; one such example 
being the Christmas Truce of 1914, where ‘our boys’ 
and the Jerrys swapped volleys of machine gun fire for 
volleys from outside the 25-yard box in a footie match in 
No Man’s Land. 

Bring this forward almost 100 years with what one might 
term pop culture, and Christmas in 2012 saw our chums 
from across the pond become FaceTube sensations (or 
Twitbook or whatever it’s called), after recreating Carly 
Rae Jepsen’s tuneful ditty ‘Call Me Maybe’.

Christmas is a time for laughter, fun and good times, 
and despite the most bothersome conditions, our chaps 
and chapesses have always done their darndest to make 
sure it is just that. Wipers Times salutes their heroic 
efforts and would like to wish all its readers a very Merry 
Christmas this festive season.

Now then… did someone say sherry…?



When Europe descended into war in the summer of 1914, 
few expected hostilities to last more than a few months 

- “Over by Christmas” was the general consensus at the 
time. Europe’s ruling dynasties were too closely linked, 
and had too much to lose to get dragged into a long, 
costly and destructive fight. The optimism and belief in 
a quick, localised conflict, was however, quickly broken 
as opposing forces dug in on what was to become over 
25,000 miles of trench systems by the war’s end some 
four years later.

It didn’t take long before the true horrors of  
industrial scale war became apparent. Military hospitals 
soon swelled with the wounded, and the ground between 
the opposing armies became littered with the dead.

It was out of this bloodshed, and the perceived futility 
of the slaughter of so many men, that the Christmas 
Truce was born. This was not a truce sanctioned by 
Generals or politicians, but by the soldiers on the 
frontline themselves, tired of killing one another for no 
apparent reason.

It is likely that the truces that broke out across the 
Western front between French, German, Belgian and 
British forces initially started when ceasefires were 
agreed in order to retrieve the dead and wounded lying 
in No Man’s Land. One veteran of the war, Staff Sergeant 
Clement Barker recalled in a letter home:

“A German looked over the trench - no shots 
- our men did the same, and then a few of 
our men went out and brought the dead in 
(69) and buried them and the next thing happened 
a football kicked out of our Trenches and Germans 
and English played football. We have conversed 
with the Germans and they all seem to be very 
much fed up and heaps of them are deserting.”

Alongside the truce between the Germans & British, Staff 
Sergeant Barker’s letter also recalls the famous football 
match that broke out between the two sides as men talked 
and shared souvenirs in No Man’s Land. The match has 
since fallen into the realm of legend and myth, with 
many doubting whether or not it really happened. It is 
doubtful that a pre-planned, organised game took place, 
but what we know from recently discovered diaries and 
letters from men like Clement Barker, is that German 
and British soldiers did indeed partake in a game of sorts.

Many elsewhere on the front used the cessation of 
hostilities to get out of their trenches and meet with 
the enemy in No Man’s Land, and there are numerous 
reports of soldiers playing impromptu games of football 
with anything they had to hand – footballs brought from 
home, or empty tins from rations.

The Generals commanding the various armies across 
the Western Front were soon aware of the truces that 
had been breaking out in the run up to Christmas 1914, 
and desperate to prevent it from continuing, many 
ordered units of artillery to commence firing upon 
enemy positions, forcing the men back into their 
trenches. Companies and Battalions were also rotated 
up and down the line, ensuring that familiarity with 
the enemy, and the assumed sympathy that goes with it, 
was avoided.

The last surviving veteran of the 1914 truce, Alfred 
Anderson, who died aged 109 in 2005 recalled 
how the fighting soon flared up again after 
Christmas Day:

“All I’d heard for two months in the trenches was 
the hissing, cracking and whining of bullets in flight, 
machine gun fire and distant German voices. But 
there was a dead silence that morning, right across 
the land as far as you could see. The silence ended 
early in the afternoon and the killing started again. 
It was a short peace in a terrible war.”

It was indeed a short peace, and Generals adamant 
that unofficial truces should never break out again, 
ensured that the slaughter soon resumed, and continued 
unabated until the guns finally fell silent on more than 
10 million dead four years later.

.

THE CHRISTMAS TRUCE OF 1914:
A SHORT PEACE IN A TERRIBLE WAR

A  V E R Y  G E N E R A L  C H R I S T M A S

Christmas at General Splithe’s house follows the usual rules 
associated with any good military fellow. Francis always rises first 
to put the kettle on and put out the breakfast items before silently 
making her way back to bed. General Gerald likes to rise promptly 
at 0630, shaking his head vigorously to remove any lingering feeling 
of last night’s scotch. Being the splendid chap he is, he brings 
Francis breakfast in bed - a hot pot of coffee and various fruit and 
cereal. There is of course the obligatory Bloody Mary. He presents 
breakfast with a flourish, pleased as punch (more of that later) that 
his years of military experience have enabled him such command 
of the kitchen. Flushed with success and perhaps a couple of sips 
of the earlier vodka he sets his sights on the old bird.

24lb worth of bird to be precise, General Splithe always takes 
charge of the meat; Francis can trouble herself with all of the 
‘faffy’ bits. The scoping exercise took place a couple of days ago 
over a delicious bottle of Bordeaux, and although the General 
struggles to recall the exact details, he musters all his bravado and 
confidently places the beast inside the Aga.

Before too long Tilly and their eldest, Tarquin, arrive with their 
partners. General Gerald didn’t much care for Peter, Tilly’s current 
muse. Not only did he not fully understand what a Management 
Consultant did each day, he couldn’t understand why he would 
grow a full beard. He suspected communist sympathies.

Despite the General’s misgivings about Peter, today was Christmas 
Day and a time for celebration. Out came the champagne and the 
bucks fizz flowed. Everyone was quite enjoying themselves, the 
tree brimmed with gifts and Radio 4 filled the kitchen with a classic 
episode of Desert Island Discs.

The younger Tarquin had of course joined the Army like every 
respectable son does. Despite what many suspected, Tarquin’s lack 
of ability did not stand in the way of a glittering Army career - He 
was of course a Splithe, and a Splithe has, and always will, have a 
certain standing. Tarquin’s long suffering wife, Mia, was particularly 
favoured by the General. He marvelled at the way she marshalled 
Tarquin’s life. Without Mia it was clear that Tarquin would fall 
apart like a poorly assembled mince pie.

Gerald, in a way that he would argue was quite unlike him, nearly 
forgot that Church started at 0900. Francis reminded him and a 
general melee ensued, bustling across the village to the chapel. 
Friar Ascott of course ensured the Splithes were seated in their 
usual pew before beginning proceedings - they were, after all, the 
bastions of the village. 

After a jolly service where Gerald sung with gusto, wine and mince 
pies were enjoyed in the adjacent hall, before the General and his 
family headed back to Splithe HQ for the exchange of gifts. This of 
course called for a round of Gin and Tonics. Francis was delighted 
to receive the diamond bracelet she had selected only months 
before while Peter struggled to comprehend what to do with a 
tie clip.  

By the time dinner was served, following a round of aperitifs, 
spirits were high. Crackers were pulled and wine flowed like the 
conversation, everyone agreed with Gerald that things were better 
in the old days but by this point, as whiskeys were being served, 
they did not mind one jot. Time to bed down on the good chairs 
and enjoy a nice glass of port. Each, in their own way, preparing for 
their next mission: Boxing Day.

O U R  S H O R T  S T O R Y .
from the original Wipers Times

No 2. Vol 1. Monday 25th December 1916

I t  w a s  X m a s  m o r n i n g  i n  t h e  t r e n c h e s !
M - m - m - m - m - m .

—:o:—

T H E  E N D
—:o:—

P e a c e ,  p e a c e ,  l e t  u s  h a v e  p e a c e ,
Q u o t h  B i l l  w i t h  a  f a c e  g r a v e  a n d  l o n g ;

Y o u  c a n  s e e  w e  h a v e  w o n
E r e  y o u ’ v e  r e a l l y  b e g u n ,

S o  l e t ’ s  c h u c k  i t  w h i l e  I ’ m  s t i l l  s t r o n g .

British and German soldiers meet in No Man’s Land, Christmas 1914

© IWM

© IWM



K A M M Y ’ S  C O R N E R
B Y  C H R I S  K A M A R A

—:o:—:o:—:o:—:o:—

Ahead of the inaugural festive clash between the Army 
Crusaders FC and the United Kingdom Parliamentary 
Football Club (UKPFC), we caught up with the iconically 
mustachioed Sky Sports football pundit Chris ‘Kammy’ 
Kamara to hear his pre-match thoughts.

—:o:—

Writing before the game, Chris said “Looking at the two 
teams, I think we’ll have a magnificent spectacle on our 
hands! I’m not too sure if we’ll witness free-flowing, 
end-to-end football or whether it will be more like a 
game of stuck-in-the-mud, but it will certainly be a ding-
dong battle out there and the Army Crusaders won’t 
want to give any quarter to their Parliament-dwelling 
opponents. One thing’s for sure; the UKPFC will be 
fighting tooth and well-manicured nail to ensure they 
give as good as they get.

—:o:—

On paper, the two teams look evenly matched so it’s hard 
to know where to put your money, but my predictions 
are for an Army win. Their grit and determination 
make them a daunting prospect for their ‘suit and tie’ 
challengers, and their experience in the field and ability 
to perform under pressure might be the deciding factors 
if it comes down to a nail-biting finish.

—:o:—

Saying that, if the MPs can put their respective political 
leanings to one side and perform collaboratively like 
one big, happy coalition, they may spring a surprise on 
their hardy opponents. They’ve been known to outwit 
opponents at the backbenches on many an occasion, so 
their tactical prowess could give them an edge. If they 
grab an early goal and park their proverbial London 
Routemaster in front of the goal, they may resort to a 
defensive strategy and batten down the hatches against 
the Army salvo.

—:o:—

At the end of the day, this is a tasty prospect for any 
spectator, and I’m looking forward to seeing the two 
sides exchange friendly fire over 90 minutes. It will 
certainly serve as a fitting tribute to the Christmas 
Truce of 1914 and the contribution our Armed Forces 
made, and continue to make, towards securing our way 
of life. Supporting ABF The Soldiers’ Charity ensures 
that these men and women, and their families, continue 
to receive the support that they deserve.”

MICHAEL MORPURGO OBE
FOR THE WIPERS TIMES

—:o:—:o:—:o:—:o:—

Writing ‘Warhorse’ was inspired by a veteran from 
World War One, a generation now lost to history. 
Right now, we have a new generation to take care of, 
who still share that feeling of kinship and survival.

The Christmas Truce match, or matches, which 
marked Christmas of 1914, show the true power of the 
human spirit to triumph over almost any situation. 
We take great comfort knowing that soldiers reached 
across No Man’s Land and found kinship in the most 
unlikely situations.

The message of helping soldiers who find themselves 
in a kind of No Man’s Land is such a powerful one at 
this time of year. Donating to The Soldiers’ Charity 
can prevent soldiers and veterans facing No Man’s 
Land alone this Christmas.

THE SERIOUS PART
While it’s a great British trait to make 
light of serious situations, ‘No Man’s 
Land’ was a terrifying place for soldiers 
during World War One.

Today’s reality is that any soldier, veteran 
or family member can find themselves in 
a kind of ‘No Man’s Land.’ The Soldiers’ 
Charity exists to support them in those 
times of greatest need.

The understanding that today, soldiers 
can feel lost when they leave the Army 
is very powerful, especially if they leave 
as the result of injury or redundancy. We 
are seeing an increasing demand for help  

with training and employment during 
the transition period between leaving the 
Army and finding a new direction in life. 
This is where we, as a charity, are stepping 
in to provide assistance.

ABF The Soldiers’ Charity is a charity registered in England and Wales (1146420) and in Scotland (SC039189). Registered as a company limited by guarantee in England and Wales (07974609) Registered Office: Mountbarrow House, 6-20 Elizabeth Street, London SW1W 9RB. Tel: 020 7901 8900. Email: fundraising@soldierscharity.org

PLEASE HELP US SUPPORT THE MEN AND WOMEN WHO HAVE SERVED US – VISIT WWW.SOLDIERSCHARITY.ORG
TO READ THE PREVIOUS ISSUES OF THE WIPERS TIMES BY THE SOLDIERS’ CHARITY, PLEASE VISIT WWW.SOLDIERSCHARITY.ORG/WIPERSTIMES
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—:o:—:o:—:o:—:o:—

Thanks to the generosity of our supporters, last 
winter, The Soldiers’ Charity supported another 
World War II veteran in need. Gilbert, who turns 
100 years old on Christmas Day, served in the Royal 
Army Ordnance Corps but was held as a German 
Prisoner of War for four years of the conflict. A charity 
grant of £2,340 paid towards his care support thus 
allowing this most deserving veteran to stay in his 
own home.

—:o:—:o:—:o:—:o:—

from the original Wipers Times

No 2. Vol 1. Monday 25th December 1916

Christmastide, Christmastide, mistletoe
and holly.

Lovely girls and ingle nook
Gaiety where’er you look
In each magazine or book

Banish melancholy.

—:o:—

In my brazier as I gaze
Pictures come and pictures go,

Dimly seen across the haze—
Christmases we used to know.

—:o:—

Now the coals burn clear and bright
There I see a merry throng

Round the fire, one Xmas night,
Laughter ringing loud and long.

—:o:—

Now the glow has disappeared,
And my dug-out’s overcast,

Just outside the night is seared
With a shell, or Minnie’s blast,

—:o:—

Now again she’s burning clear,
Visions come of better days,

Gone discomforts that are near,
Hope around my dug-out plays.

—:o:—

Pictures come and pictures go,
Yet one truth alone remains,

He who strikes the best last blow,
He it is the prize who gains,

—:o:—

So what matter mud or snow?
Spring and Summer come in turn,

Better days will come, and so
Burn, my good old brazier, burn.

B R A Z I E R 
P I C T U R E S

“It is thought possible that the enemy may 
be contemplating an attack during 

Xmas or New Year.
Special vigilance will be maintained 

during these periods.”

(Sent from General Headquarters at St. Omer - to all units
24th December, 1914)

1st July 1916 re-match © Helen Carter




