The elegant carols glided over the horizon. Dawn broke giving out the signal of more endless misery. Black silhouettes of soldiers climbed out of the German trenches stepping out on to No Mans Land. My heart trembles in fear hoping that this day wont be my last. As the march out, the noise becomes louder. They were not armed or cross. Their faces showed the same emotion we had – sadness. Hopelessness. That moment onwards, the firing ceased as the peace rose. I stumbled up onto the western front. Troop by troop. I joined in the singing loving the sensation. I joined in with everything! Football first. Goal after goal. Cheer after cheer. We bury the dead. Exchange gifts! Christmas was special. After all, we’re both human … 
