
 

 27th August 1914 

Dear family Davis, 

My name is Jack O’Neil and I’m an infantryman in the U.K. Army. Finally, I 

have the opportunity to write this letter. I’m just nineteen years old, I 

don’t know very much about life, I don’t know what to be parents means, 

but I know something about being a son. I’m not going to take anymore 

time to say it: George has died. He has been shot in an ambush two days 

ago. I knew George very well. He was the kind of person nobody expects 

something from or trust, but he was BRAVE. I’m writing it with the capitol 

letter because it’s not usual here to find someone who really fight for his 

country and for his mates. Everybody here tries to survive, their only 

thought is to go back home, to their family. And I really cannot blame 

them. But George was different. We had become very close to each other 

during all this time. We sit in the trenches and while the others were 

playing cards or smoking, we talked about how terrible war is. In some 

circumstances, he told me about his family. About Mrs and Mr Davis, his 

sweet sister Doris and his dog: Tramp. He described his family as all his 

universe and he told me that his biggest fear wasn’t death or suffering, 

but that his family could suffer for him. He really didn’t want this to 

happen. I know that, with this letter, I’m going to cause a lot of pain in 

your hearts, but my main purpose was to lighten this pain. I’m taking part 

to a war I don’t even feel part of. As the majority of people here, I didn’t 

decide to go to war. I have no reason, no aim to be here. And I think you 

will feel the same, now that George’s gone. No reason to keep living, 

nobody to wait for, no hope, no happy ending. I would like you to be 

strong. For me. Since the war has begun, I haven’t wrote a single letter. 

My parents are dead. I have no family to write to. I would like you to hope 

and pray for me to come back.  

My name is Jack O’Neil and I promise I will survive. For George.  


