Name: __________________________________

Unit 26: How did WWI soldiers respond and cope with violence and death in war?
 
Introduction: Below are different accounts from those who experienced the “War to End All Wars”. They provide a rare glimpse into the life of the common soldier and of some of the citizenry during wartime. Your job is to analyze how soldiers in particular responded to and coped with the tumult of combat from the years 1914-1918. 

Part One: Examine Sources
 
Document 1 – Ernst Junger. Storm of Steel, BH Masterworks, 2017. 
 
From the Publisher’s Preface: 
Storm of Steel by the German author Ernst Jünger is the most notable combat memoir of the First World War (1914-1918)… Mr. Jünger began as a lowly enlisted man, but quickly rose to company commander. By age 20, he led up to 150 troops at a time. Having borne the burdens of the ordinary soldier, he became a sensitive leader, and his men returned their commander’s love for them. Nevertheless, the young Lieutenant Ernst Jünger defies stereotypes. He idolizes the Prussian military tradition, but yet openly admires the Allied nations that he fights, including France, Britain, and the United States. 
Mr. Jünger's war memoir is remarkably universal. His harrowing experiences could be those of any soldier of any nationality.  The author displays a remarkable sympathy for the Allied nations that he fights, including an admiration of the American West.  These sympathies later blossomed into repentance and renunciation of the war of his youth. Storm of Steel by the celebrated German writer Ernst Jünger is perhaps the most powerful war memoir of the modern era. The book is a universal first-hand account of the terrifying calamity that was the First World War.   
In later decades, the author Ernst Jünger became a symbol of repentance and forgiveness. He was one of the most decorated German soldiers ever, but yet renounced the fervent nationalism that produced the World Wars of the twentieth century. He movingly supported the reconciliation of the former enemies France and Germany. (The President of France, Francois Mitterrand, became a personal friend.) 
 
From Mr. Warren:  
Below are a series of selections from the book, describing various conditions and events endured by the common soldier in World War 1.  

Selection 1: Orainville December 1914  
 
The troop train halted in Bazancourt, a small town of Champagne, a region of Northern France. We, new volunteers from the German city of Hanover, climbed off the train at this place. With an unbelieving awe, we could hear the slow, steady pounding of the massive industrial rolling-mill that was the battlefront. For us, it would become a routine rhythm in the long years ahead. In the distance, the brilliant white flash of a shrapnel shell exploded silently in the gray heavens of December. The breath of battle was blowing, and it strangely made us shiver. Did we suspect that almost all of us would be swallowed up someday? The dark grumbling in the distance would consume us in a blazing fire and unprecedented rolling thunder. Would some of us perish soon? 
Or others later? We had to leave college lectures, high school desks, and factory assembly lines, and were, in a span of a few short weeks of training, fused together into a single, large, enthusiastic military unit. We happily supported a German idealism of forty years earlier, in the 1870s (when a newly unified German Empire, or Reich, defeated France in the Franco-Prussian War). 
For we had grown up in a different era, in the spirit of a comfortable, but boring materialistic age. It made all of us long for adventure, for the great experience. Since the war began, we had collected experiences in a rush. In a rain of flowers, we were also swept up by a drunken Morituri-mood of the nation (a hypnotic hysteria, dramatized by playright Herman Sunderman). The war must certainly bring to us that which was great, strong, and solemn. It seemed a manly deed, a joyous skirmishing on flowery, blood-stained meadows. There could be no more beautiful death in the world than upon the battlefield. ... Oh, just do not stay at home, you must enlist in the army! 
 
1. ( Evaluate the Source ) Why did Ernst and his peers “long for adventure”?  
 
2. ( Evaluate the Source ) How did Ernst view war in the beginning of the war? 
 

Selection 2: Hard Service 
 Military service in the trenches was the hardest conceivable. Action began at dusk, just before sunset. The whole complement of our men had to stand ready in the trench until dawn, waiting to repel a possible night attack. From 10 p.m. to 6 a.m., two men at a time in each squad were supposed to get some sleep, so that each man enjoyed a night’s sleep of two hours. However, on our first night, this “sleep” was rendered illusory by an earlier alarm, as well as false alarms, and other distractions. Sentry duty was performed either in the trench where one was stationed, or by moving to one of the numerous forward sentry posts, or foxholes. The latter were connected with our position by long, excavated connecting passages (aka runner trenches). These forward posts were a kind of extra security, protecting a buffer zone…  
 
Selection 3: Winter  
These endless, terribly tiring vigils at night were barely tolerable in clear weather, or even in frost. However, in January, sentry duty was downright painful. It was then usually raining, and moisture drizzled on our heads all night until dawn. The water first penetrated an overhead tent canvas, then soaked our coats and uniforms. For hours it trickled down onto the body. A soldier fell into a dark mood that was not lightened even by the noise of the relief guards wading into position. The dawn’s early light shone on exhausted, chalk-smeared figures. With pale faces, and teeth chattering from cold, the relieved sentries threw themselves down to rest on the rotten straw of dripping shelters, so-called “dugouts” along the trench walls… the daylight hours were naturally spent mostly sleeping, with little talk. We still had  to spend two more hours in the day on guard duty. Yet, it was also necessary to clean the trench, eat, prepare coffee, fetch water, and more such chores. 
 
3. ( Evaluate the Source ) Describe the routines of a soldier in the trench, and on the front lines.  
 
 
 
 
4. ( Evaluate the Source ) Did the soldiers have a regular sleep schedule? When could they sleep?  
Selection 4: Reserve Time 
The time during which our company was in reserve, i.e., not directly on the front line, was not much better than in the trenches. We then lived in mud huts with a roof of fir logs in the “Fasanerie,” or “Pheasant Farm.” This was a part of the Hiller-Grove Forest, whose dung-packed ground at least radiated a pleasant heat from fermentation. Sometimes you woke in the morning in an inch-deep puddle of water. I did not learn the term “rheumatism” until later, but after a few days there, I felt pain in all my joints, due to the continuous wetting. The nights here were not for sleeping. Rather, we worked to deepen the numerous trenches by which one approached and entered our lines (aka runner trenches). 
 
5. ( Evaluate the Source ) What was Ernst afflicted with during reserve time? What brought about this affliction?  
 
Selection 5: Exhaustion 
 After only a short time with the regiment, we had lost almost all the illusions with which we had set out. Instead of the hoped-for dangers, we had found dirt, hard labor, and sleepless nights. This subdued any lingering heroism in us. This constant over-exertion of the troops was blamed on a leadership that had not yet grasped the unique spirit that animated trench warfare. In a short, fast-paced war, the officer can and must push his soldiers hard, regardless of their well being, in order to achieve quick victory. In a long drawn-out conflict, pushing too hard leads to physical and moral collapse.  
 The immense number of forward sentry posts, and the continuous work of digging more trenches, was largely unnecessary, and even harmful. Not out of massive entrenchments does victory come, but from the courage and freshness of the people who stand behind it. “Iron hearts on wooden ships win the battles.” 
 
6. ( Evaluate the Source ) What was Ernst and his peers expecting when they went off to war? What was the reality instead? 
 
 
 
7. ( Evaluate the Source ) According to Ernst, what was detrimental about the German soldiers’ lives in the trenches? 
 
 
Selection 6: Violence 
 A guard suddenly collapses, blood gushing. He's been shot in the head. Comrades tear open packages of bandages carried in their coats, and bind him up.  
 “He’s hurt more than we can fix, Willem.”  
 “Hey, man!  He’s still breathing!”  
 Then come the medics to take him to the first aid station. The ends of the stretcher pushes hard against the bends in the wall of the trench. As soon as the stretcher has disappeared, everything is back to normal. One throws up some shovels of earth over the red puddle of blood, and everyone goes back to his duties. It’s become so routine. Only a fresh replacement was still idle. He leaned on the wooden supports of the trench, and his face was very pale. He struggled to get on with his duties, yet also to understand the meaning of it all. This severe wounding of a man was so sudden, so terribly surprising, an unspeakably brutal assault. That can not really be possible, not possibly be real. Poor guy, you should beware of a lot of other things, still in the background. … 
 
8. ( Evaluate the Source ) Compare the Ernst Junger of this writing to the Ernst Junger of the first excerpt. How is he and his views different?  


9. ( Evaluate the Source ) How does Junger view the death of the guard? Who is the only person bothered by the guard’s death? 


10. ( Evaluate the Source ) What has caused him to become so desensitized?  
 
 
October 30, 1915 -  Due to heavy rain showers in the night, all earthen traverses, or the walled ends of the trenches, collapsed. Their loose dirt flowed and mixed with the rainwater to form a tough, muddy porridge, which transformed the trenches into an impassable swamp.  
 The only consolation was that the opposing Englishman fared no better. Our troops saw how energetically water was pumped from his trenches. Since we are somewhat on higher ground, we pumped downstream to him our abundance of water and mud.  
 The cascading water eroded trench walls and laid bare a number of bodies from the fighting of the previous autumn. 
 
11. ( Evaluate the Source ) What happened to the trench in heavy rain? What was exposed from the eroded trench walls?
 
 
12. ( Determine the Truth ) Would an event like this be an isolated or recurring event in the trenches? How might this affect the average soldier? 
 
Selection 7: Holiday Truce  
Soaked, I left the bomb shelter the next morning. As I emerged into the daylight though, I felt I could not trust my eyes as to what they were seeing. The landscape, which up to now was marked with the loneliness of death, had assumed the lively appearance of a country fair.  
 The occupants of both trenches, ours and the English, were compelled by the terrible mud to linger on the upper breastworks. As a result of seeing each other, a lively exchange of liquor, cigarettes, uniform buttons, etc., developed in front of the barbed wire between the opposing sides. The number of figures wearing khaki, i.e., English uniforms, was certainly astounding.  Up to now, they had all been bottled up in their dreary trenches, completely out of sight. 
 Suddenly a gunshot rang out.  One of our people fell dead, sinking into the mud.  This mishap sent both parties disappearing like moles into the trenches. I went to that part of our battle line, opposite the English sap, or front line, and called out that I wanted to talk to an officer. Some Englishman really went back to get one, and after a short time, brought with him a young man. I could see through the binoculars that the two men differed by a more fine cap on the officer. We negotiated first in English, then a little more fluently in French. Troops on both sides were listening all around. I held the other officer responsible for our man being killed by a treacherous shot. He replied that it was not his fault, but something the neighboring English company would have done. Someone from our neighboring section then nearly took off the head of the English officer with some bullets. “Il y a des cochons aussi chez vous!” (“There’s some pig next to you!”) he complained. After this, I prepared to immediately hit the deck and take full cover. However, I am tempted to say that we conversed more in a manner like a sportsman’s mutual respect, than as enemies, and, at the end of our talk, would have liked to exchange a gift as a souvenir. It has always been my ideal in war, to look at the enemy as opponents only in battle. I eliminate any personal feeling of hatred, and consider the courage of the man. I have learned that many English officers had similar feelings. As regards to our truce that day, we restored normal relations: The English officer and I solemnly agreed to return to war within three minutes after breaking off the negotiations. To end our talks, we exchanged a “Good evening” and an “Au revoir!” For my part, in spite of all the regrets, I fired a shot against his shielding on the upper breastwork of his trench. From the other side, a shot immediately followed; it almost knocked the gun out of my hand. 
 
13. ( Evaluate the Source ) What did Ernst see upon waking up that morning? 
 
 
 
14. ( Evaluate the Source ) What broke the truce? 
 

 
15. ( Evaluate the Source ) How did Ernst view the English? 
 
 
Selection 8: Shelling 
From 9 to 10 p.m., the shelling took on a frenzied momentum. The earth shook, the sky seemed like a giant, roiling blast furnace. Hundreds of heavy artillery batteries pounded the terrain in and around Combles; the countless shells crossed howling and hissing around us. Everything was shrouded in thick smoke, which radiated an unholy light from many colored flares. Because of violent headaches and ear pains, we could communicate only by fragmentary, shouted words. The ability for logical thought and the sense of gravity seemed suspended. One had the feeling of inescapable and absolute inevitability, as if the onslaught of a raw element of nature were at play.  A sergeant of the third platoon became stark raving mad. 
 At 10 p.m., this carnival of hell gradually began to subside. Thereafter, it was a smooth, steady barrage. Indeed, you could not even perceive the individual firing of shells. 
 
16. ( Evaluate the Source ) How does Ernst describe the shelling? 
 
 
 
17. ( Determine the Truth ) What physical effects did the constant artillery shelling have upon the men? Psychological effects?  
 
 
Selection 9: Dreadful Hours 
 The hours we just experienced were without a doubt the most dreadful of the whole war. You cower alone, scrunched up in your foxhole, and feel abandoned to a relentless, blind force of destruction. With horror, you sense that all your intelligence, your skills, your spiritual and physical abilities, have become trivial, laughable things.  
 Already, while you are thinking this, iron projectiles could have begun their whining path through the sky to smash you into a formless nothing. Your anxiety focuses on your sense of hearing, attempting to pick out the approaching flutter of the “Bringer of Death” from the clutter of background noise. For it is always dark. You alone must summon up all your strength to endure. You can not even get up once and light up a cigarette, without the respectful eyes of your comrades being directed at you and your empty smile. You will be depressed to see your friend squinting through his monocle at a projectile hitting the wall beside you. You know, if it hits you, you will not be hearing the rooster crow again in the morning. Yes, why do you not jump up and rush into the night toward the rear, until you collapse altogether in a safe bush like an exhausted animal? Why do you yet always endure, you and your brave men? No superior officer has his eye on you. Yet you are observed by someone. The symbolic man of morals may unconsciously work in you, and confine you to this place because of two powerful forces: Duty and Honor. You know you are placed in this piece of trench to fight, and a whole nation trusts that you will do your job. The feeling is that if I leave my position, I am a coward in my own eyes, a villain who must later blush at every word of praise. Hence, you clench your teeth and remain where you are, standing your ground. That evening all endured lying there on that dark country road in Flanders. One could see that leaders and men were brought up in a heroic spirit. Duty and honor must be the founding pillar of every army. And to be a champion, an officer must be brought up in the spirit of duty and honor. This requires fit material (strong men) and certain behaviors. This truth is first entirely clear only in war… War is a great teacher of fundamental lessons, but the tuition is expensive. 
 
18. ( Evaluate the Source ) What prevented the soldiers from running away? 
 
 
19. ( Evaluate the Source ) What is central and necessary for every army to function, according to Ernst?  
 
 
Selection 10: Tension (Below is a description of going “Over the Top”) 
The opposing front lines were more than 800 meters apart (half a mile). We had to assemble early during the artillery pre-bombardment, and be already lying down in “No Man’s Land” before our attack. This was so that we could reach and jump into the first enemy trench line at 9:40 a.m. After a few minutes, I went with Lieutenant Sprenger over the top of the trench onto the open ground, followed by our people. Boastful shouts filled the air. “Now we’ll show them this time what the 7th Company can do!” “Nothing scares me!” “Avenge the 7th Company!” “Avenge Captain von Brixen!” We officers pulled out our pistols and led the men over our own barbed wire. Even so, the first wounded men were already being dragged back through that very wire. I glanced to the right and left. Our troops, the defenders of the nation, were arrayed before me in a distinctive formation. The assault battalions waited along a vast, broad front, clumped together by companies. They were temporarily sheltering in shell craters in front of the enemy trench. That trench was being plowed up, over and over again, by an intense artillery bombardment that was at its peak. At the sight of this pent-up overwhelming mass of military force, breakthrough seemed certain to me. Did we have enough power to split and tear apart reserve troops of the enemy, thereby completing the destruction?  I expected it with certainty. The final battle, the last attempt at victory, seemed to have arrived. The emotional atmosphere was unique, filled with the highest tension. Officers stood upright on open ground, exposed to shrapnel and bullets, and called out nervous jokes.  
 …The dance of artillery fire rolled over the first enemy trenches, and onward to their secondary trenches in the rear areas. We assembled to commence our assault. In a mixture of feelings, conjured up by bloodthirstiness, anger, and alcohol, we went off to the enemy lines in marching step. I was far ahead of the company, followed by my young aides, and by a reserve soldier doing his one-year duty. 
 My right hand clutched my pistol; the left hand, a riding stick of bamboo reed. I seethed with what now seems to me an incomprehensible fury. The overwhelming desire to kill spurred my steps. The bitter tears of rage shone about my eyes. The immense desire for destruction dominated our thinking and behavior. It weighed heavily upon the battlefield, and concentrated itself in the brain. This was not unique in history: The men of the Renaissance were in the grip of passion; Cellini, the Florentine artist, wanted to be full of fury; werewolves, on the other hand, rushed howling through the night to drink blood. Without difficulty we crossed through a ragged tangle of barbed wire and jumped in one leap over the first trench. Like a series of ghosts, our storm wave of assault troops danced through the white mist. Contrary to expectations, machine-gun fire crackled against us from the second line of trenches… 
…With great fury, I advanced over the black torn soil, and through the spreading stifling gases of our own artillery shells. At that moment, I saw the first enemy. A figure crouched about ten feet in front of me, apparently wounded.  
 We were in the middle of a small ravine that had been blasted by artillery. The enemy soldier was startled by my appearance and stared at me wide-eyed. Very, very slowly, I walked toward him, with my pistol pointed at him. Gritting my teeth, I put the muzzle of my gun to the temple of this man, who was paralyzed by fear. With a wail, he reached into his pocket and held a photo in front of my eyes. It was a picture of him, surrounded by numerous family members ... After a seconds-long inner struggle, I got a grip on myself. I lowered my pistol and stepped past him… 

[Editor’s Note: At age 23, author Ernst Jünger finished the war as one of the most decorated soldiers on either side. He survived being wounded on seven occasions, and never fought troops from his cherished American West. See Publisher's Epilogue for his remarkable post-war life, moving from military hero to advocate of peace and reconciliation.] 
 
20. ( Evaluate the Source ) Before going “over the top” what did the German military do first to “soften” the enemy trenches? 
 

21. ( Evaluate the Source ) What feelings and thoughts were going through Ernst’s mind before he and his men charged?  
 


 
22. ( Evaluate the Source ) Why do you think Ernst spared the English soldier? 






23. ( Determine the Truth ) Reflect upon Ernst’s experiences. Summarize how his mindset/psyche changed from the beginning of the war to the end, and how the war overall affected him. 







Document 2 – Willi Siebert, a German soldier who witnessed the first chlorine gas attack, wrote this account of the event for his son in English. 
Finally, we decided to release the gas. The weatherman was right. It was a beautiful day, the sun was shining. Where there was grass, it was blazing green. We should have been going on a picnic, not doing what we were going to do.
… We sent the [German] infantry back and opened the [gas] valves with the strings. About supper time, the gas started toward the French; everything was stone quiet. We all wondered what was going to happen. As this great cloud of green grey gas was forming in front of us, we suddenly heard the French yelling. In less than a minute they started with the most rifle and machine gun fire that I had ever heard. Every field artillery gun, every machine gun, every rifle that the French had, must have been firing. I had never heard such a noise. 
 
The hail of bullets going over our heads was unbelievable, but it was not stopping the gas. The wind kept moving the gas towards the French lines. We heard the cows bawling, and the horses screaming. The French kept on shooting. They couldn’t possibly see what they were shooting at. In about 15 minutes the gun fire started to quit. After a half hour, only occasional shots. Then everything was quiet again. In a while it had cleared and we walked past the empty gas bottles. 
 
What we saw was total death. Nothing was alive. All of the animals had come out of their holes to die. Dead rabbits, moles, and rats and mice were everywhere. The smell of the gas was still in the air. It hung on the few bushes which were left.  When we got to the French lines the trenches were empty but in a half mile the bodies of French soldiers were everywhere. It was unbelievable. Then we saw there were some English. You could see where men had clawed at their faces, and throats, trying to get breath. Some had shot themselves. The horses, still in the stables, cows, chickens, everything, all were dead. Everything, even the insects were dead. 

1. ( Evaluate the Source ) What was the reaction by the French upon seeing the gas? 
 
 
2. ( Evaluate the Source ) What was the end result of the gas attack? Was anything spared? 
 

3. ( Determine the Truth ) In light of this document, how did soldiers respond and cope with the violence and death in war?



Document 3 - Private Donald Fraser, Canadian Expeditionary Force: Selections from My Daily Journal, 1915-1916. The following excerpt describes Pvt. Fraser’s participation in the Battle of the Somme.  
 
Word has just eked out that we are in for our third engagement: first, St. Eloi; second, Third Battle of Ypres; and now the Somme, this time not as defenders, but as aggressors primed up for the event. The announcement that at 6:20 tomorrow morning we would make a charge, co-operating with the British and French created quite a stir. Some looked upon the matter in a serious light, others were indifferent while the remainder treated the whole affair in a humorous vein. A few discussed the mode of attack, chances of success, but the knowing felt and knew that the result depended upon the artillery. Exaggerated tales had reached us that the attacks on the Somme were a series of walkovers and there was nothing for us to do but gather in the spoils… 
As zero hour approached I glanced around looking for signs to charge. The signal came like a bolt from the blue. Right on the second the barrage opened with a roar that seemed to split the heavens. Looking along the right, about forty yards away, I caught the first glimpse of a khaki-clad figure climbing over the parapet. It was the start of the first wave, the 27th Battalion. More Winnipeg men followed. Then glancing back over the parados I saw Sgt. Teddy Torrens rise up from a shell hole and wave his platoon forward. So quick, however, were the men of the 31stl on the heels of the 27th that when I turned my head, those of my platoon beside Sgt. Hunter were actually up and over the parapet with a good five to ten yards start ahead of me. In a hurry to overtake them and carry the line as even as possible, I was up and over in a trice, running into shell holes, down and up for about twenty yards, until I found that if I continued this procedure and rate, loaded up as I was, I would be exhausted before I could get to grips with Fritz. 
… My wits sharpened when it burnt deeply into me that death was in the offing. At this stage an ever changing panorama of events passed quickly before my gaze, and my mind was vividly impressed. The air was seething with shells. Immediately above, the atmosphere was cracking with a myriad of machine-gun bullets, startling and disconcerting in the extreme. Bullets from the enemy rifles were whistling and swishing around my ears in hundreds, that to this day I cannot understand how anyone could have crossed that inferno alive. As I pressed forward with eyes strained, to the extent of being half-closed, I expected and almost felt being shot in the stomach. All around our men were falling, their rifles loosening from their grasp. The wounded, writhing in their agonies, struggled and toppled into shell holes for safety from rifle and machine-gun fire, though in my path the latter must have been negligible, for a slow or even quick traverse would have brought us down before we reached many yards into No Man's Land. Rifle fire, however, was taking its toll, and on my front and flanks, soldier after soldier was tumbling to disablement or death, and I expected my turn every moment. The transition from life to death was terribly swift. 
… As the attack subsided and not a soul moved in No Man's Land save the wounded twisting and moaning in their agony, it dawned upon me that the assault was a failure and now we were at the mercy of the enemy. It was suicide to venture back and our only hope lay in waiting until darkness set in and then trying to win our way back. During this period of waiting, I expected we would be deluged by bombs, shrapnel and shell fire, and when darkness set in, ravaged by machine-gun fire, altogether a hopeless outlook, especially for our lot, who were lying up against his trench. The situation seemed critical and the chances of withdrawal to safety nigh impossible. So many things had happened, so many lives were snuffed out since I left the comparative safety of our front line, that I lost completely all idea of time. Lying low in the shell hole contemplating events with now and then a side glance at my sandy-moustached comrade, lying dead beside me, his mess tin shining and scintillating on his back, a strange and curious sight appeared. Away to my left rear, a huge gray object reared itself into view, and slowly, very slowly, it crawled along like a gigantic toad, feeling its way across the shell-stricken field. It was a tank, the "Creme de Menthe," the latest invention of destruction and the first of its kind to be employed in the Great War. I watched it coming towards our direction.
 How painfully slow it travelled. Down and up the shell holes it clambered, a weird, ungainly monster, moving relentlessly forward. Suddenly men from the ground looked up, rose as if from the dead, and running from the flanks to behind it, followed in the rear as if to be in on the kill. The last I saw of it, it was wending its way to the Sugar Refinery. It crossed Fritz's trenches, a few yards from me, with hardly a jolt. When first observed it gave new life and vigour to our men. Seeing away behind men getting up, and no one falling, I looked up and there met the gaze of some of my comrades in the shell holes. Instinctively I jumped up and quickly, though warily, ran to where I could see into Fritz's trench, with bayonet pointing and finger on the trigger. Running my eyes up and down his trench, ready to shoot if I saw any signs of hostility, and equally on the alert to jump out of view if I saw a rifle pointing at me, it was a tense and exciting moment but I felt marvellously fit and wits extremely acute, for any encounter. I expected opposition and was ready for danger, but a swift glance, and to my amazement, not a German was staring at me, far less being defiant. Down the trench about a hundred yards, several Huns, minus rifles and equipment, got out of their trench and were beating it back over the open, terrified at the approach of the tank. Only a moment sufficed to show that it was safer in the German trench than being up in the open, where one may be sniped, so with a leap I jumped into the trench, almost transfixing myself with my bayonet in the effort. 
When I jumped into the trench, the sight I beheld, for sheer bloodiness and murder, baffles description. Apparently our artillery had sent over a last minute shrapnel barrage, for the Huns were terribly mangled about the head and shoulders which coupled with our sniping, completely wiped out every Heiny in the bays in front of us. Everyone of them was either dead or dying and the trench literally was running blood… 
 
1. ( Evaluate the Source ) What were the results of the initial charge by Fraser and his comrades? 
 
 
2. ( Evaluate the Source ) The arrival of what new invention gave him and his comrades the boost to charge towards the German trenches?


3. ( Determine the Truth ) In light of this document, how did soldiers respond and cope with the violence and death in war?
 



Document 4 - "Mademoiselle from Armentières" is an English trench song that was particularly popular during World War I. Parlez-vous means “do you speak?”, while “hinky dinky” is nonsensical. There are many variants of this song (this one is clean in comparison), and we’re not sure who the author originally was. However, it was one of the most popular trench songs during WWI, and reveals an insight into the mental and psychological mind of the soldiers. 
1. ( Research Author & Context )  Who sang this song? 

Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous,
Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parlez-vous,
Mademoiselle from Armentieres,
She hasn't been kissed for forty years.
Hinky-dinky parlez-vous.

Our top kick in Armentieres, parlez-vous
Our top kick in Armentieres, parlez-vous
Our top kick in Armentieres, parlez-vous
broke the spell of forty years
Hinky-dinky parlez-vous.

The officers get all the steak, parlez-vous,
The officers get all the steak, parlez-vous,
The officers get all the steak
And all we get is a belly ache
Hinky-dinky parlez-vous.

From gay Paree we heard guns roar, parlez-vous,
From gay Paree we heard guns roar, parlez-vous,
From gay Paree we heard guns roar,
But all we heard was "Je t'adore", (I love you)
Hinky-dinky parlez-vous.

You might forget the gas and shell, parlez-vous,
You might forget the gas and shell, parlez-vous,
You might forget the gas and shell,
You'll never forget the mademoiselle,
Hinky-dinky parlez-vous.
2. ( Evaluate the Source ) What is the overall message of the song?


3. ( Evaluate the Source ) How does this song reveal how soldiers viewed their officers?


4. ( Determine the Truth ) In light of this document, how did soldiers respond and cope with the violence and death in war?






















Part Two: Determine the Truth

1. Provide a thesis statement with points in response to the main question of the packet. This must include a claim and at least two specific main points. 










2. Summarize in 6-8 sentences (referencing at least three documents by direct reference or by parenthesis citation) how soldiers in WWI responded to and coped with the violence and trauma of combat. 


 

