I'll never forget that particular night. We'd just arrived on the front line. The cold march along the trenches to our new post had taught us all we needed to know about what our future life would be. Passing the leaving soldiers, hollowed out shells of what once were men, with horror in their eyes, souls destroyed - an image that will haunt us for ever. 

That night, the Sergeant had chosen me and a group of my closest soldiers to head into the enemy trenches to capture a prisoner for questioning. We clambered through the mud, holding onto each other tightly as we slipped and squelched through the never-ending sodden ground. The distant sounds of gunfire echoed relentlessly around the night sky and the hum of the aircraft could be heard to the east.
We emerged over the top into the darkness. We silently crawled through the tangled mess of barbed wire, mud clinging to our uniform slowing us down; out into no-man's-land. There was no sound from the enemy at first, we advanced unnoticed for almost one hundred metres. 

Then it happened. A huge blood-red flare shot up into the sky, illuminating the whole battlefield; turning night into day and exposing our vulnerable position. We froze pressing ourselves into the ground hardly daring to breathe. Our eyes squeezed firmly shut, our hand gripping our rifles tightly. As the light from the flare faded away, a voice shouted in the darkness - a German voice.
We knew our cover was blown and it was only a matter of time. Suddenly, overhead came the whining noise of a shell. Not knowing where it would land, we began to sprint back towards the safety of our trench - the cracks of German rifles echoing above our heads.
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