
Just another day 
 
By Cinderella L. 
  
You hear the gunshots, hear them echoing louder in the darkness, then fading 
out as the sun rises. 
You watch the way the No Man’s Land seems to glow when the sunlight 
breaks over the boundaries of the horizon, illuminating everything.  
For a moment, weaponry that is still raised from the opposite trench glints 
blindingly, then it is lowered. 
If the sun went out, you would all die instantly. 
And in some ways, that would be better. 
 
Someday, we all die.  
It’s the only thing in life you can really be certain of. 
Maybe tomorrow, maybe years from now. 
But not this day. 
Not if all goes well. 
 
You didn’t volunteer for this. 
Before this war, you were innocent. 
Just one man among many. 
Never held a gun, never shot a gun, never killed. 
But that was before. 
You can no longer make such claims, not without being liar as well as a 
murderer. 
Today will be different though, you hope. 
After all, a truce is a truce, is it not? 
And Christmas surely should be a time of love and prosperity, even on a 
battlefield. 
 
Mirroring the other side’s lead, you slowly clamber from the trench. 
It’s hard to imagine that it is not a trap, that they are luring you to your death 
rather than offering a few welcome hours of peace and friendship. 
It’s hard to just brush away a fear you have lived with for months, to discard 
your own sense of survival in order to embrace hope that flickers just out of 
your reach. 
It’s hard to trust people who you have watched kill your friends, hard not to 
imagine the worst… 
 
Yet you needn’t have worried, by midday you have almost forgotten that you 
are in the middle of a war. 
The No Man’s Land has been conveniently converted into a football pitch, and 
there are songs and gifts like any other Christmas. 
 
But later, as the sunset draws near, the tension builds between each side. 
How long will it be before you kill the friends you have made? Before the 
friends you have made kill you? 
Will you ever see one another again while you both still live? 



Or even if you do, is there any possibility that it will be in a situation where you 
are not open firing on each other? 
It’s impossible to know the future, but you somehow suspect not. 
After all, war can last for years, and how likely is it that next Christmas you will 
still trust each other enough to repeat the truce? After watching all your 
friends die at their hand, it’s improbable to say the least. 
 
The monster shows up just after midnight, as you reassemble in the trenches, 
expelling any compassion you may have felt during the day as you cock the 
barrel of a gun, readying it to fire again on the enemy. 
 
You hear the gunshots, hear them echoing louder in the darkness. 
Gunshots fading in as Christmas ends and the war carries on as though the 
day 
never 
happened… 
 
 
 
 
 


