STANDARD BRITISH (OPTIMISTIC)
You can't imagine the war fever in those days. Everyone thought we would beat the Germans - the war would be over by Christmas. I wanted to be a soldier - I wanted to fight for England so I went with my friends to the Duke of York's Headquarters in Sloane Square and enlisted. - Dick Barron, 2nd London Mounted Brigade

BRITISH WORKING CLASS (END CONCERNED)
Nothing could have been more romantic than our passing out into the open sea. The moving boat left a visible track on the calm water, which seemed to stretch right back to the shore, as though to remind us that we could never be entirely cut off from the dear land of our birth. Good-bye, good ol' England, good-bye! - Private W. T. Colyer, Artists' Rifles

SCOTTISH (ANNOYED)
I had a lice hunt this forenoon and oh my I caught thousands - quite big fat ones - and wee fellows - they get into the folds of your kilt, down the seams of your shirt - the devils, how they get there I don't know - nothing kills them - powders etc. have no effect, the only way is to heave a few Rum Jars at them. - Private Peter McGregor, 14th Battalion Argyle and Sutherland Highlanders

BRITISH UPPER CLASS (POEM)
Five minutes ago I heard a sniper fire. 
Why did he do it? Starlight overhead - Blank stars. 
I'm wide awake; and some chaps dead. - Siegfried Sassoon, Royal Welch Fusiliers

SCOTTISH (RIGHTLY PISSED)
We were in the trenches on iron rations, and were due to leave the line, when some bright spark at Divisional Headquarters said, "Oh, keep the men on iron rations when they come out on rest." And why was that? Oh, it was to "Make the men hardy, don't you know." Now this was winter, November, well, the men didn't like this at all and they stuck a notice up and it said, "No hot rations, no f***ing fight." - Andrew Bowie, Queens Own Cameron Highlanders
IRISH (POEM)
I wish the sea were not so wide 
That parts me from my love, 
I wish the things men do below 
Were known to God above. 
I wish that I were back again
 In the Glens of Donegal, 
They'll call me coward if I return 
But a hero if I fall.  Patrick MacGill, London Irish Regiment

GERMAN (CAUTIOUS)
Then at darkness we marched forward to the trenches like Father Christmas with parcels hanging from us. All was quiet. No shooting. Little snow. We placed a tiny Christmas tree in our dugout-- the company commander, myself, the lieutenant, and the two orderlies. We placed a second lighted tree on the parapet. - Hugo Klemm of the 133rd Saxon Regiment

GERMAN (GRIEVING)
An English lieutenant said there was a comrade who had been killed the previous afternoon, and they wished to bury this man. I said, "Why not? - of course you can do it," and so they brought the dead man, laid him on the ground, and we all laid a handful of earth upon him. - Captain Joseph Seward, 17th Bavarian Regiment

GERMAN (PROUD)
For a single night, No Man's Land was Everyman's Land; and we, the lowest of the ranks, achieved what the Pope himself could not: In the middle of the War we had ourselves a merry Christmas.
