
Letter from Wilfred Owen to his family, Sunday 4 February 1917 

This letter describes the conditions that Owen and his men had to endure             

during World War 1. These conditions inspired him to write ‘Exposure’. 

 

I have no mind to describe all the horrors of this last Tour. But it was almost                 

worse than the first, because in this place my Platoon had no dug-outs, but              

had to lie in the snow under the deadly wind. By day it was impossible to stand                 

up or even crawl about because we were behind only a little ridge screening us               

from the Bosches’ periscope. 

We had 5 Tommy’s cookers between the Platoon, but they did not suffice to              

melt the ice in the water-cans. So we suffered cruelly from thirst. 

The marvel is that we did not all die of cold. As a matter of fact, only one of my                    

party actually froze to death before he could be got back, but I am not able to                 

tell how many have ended in hospital. I had no real casualties from shelling,              

though for 10 minutes every hour whizz-bangs fell a few yards short of us.              

Showers of soil rained on us, but no fragments of shell could find us. 

I had lost my gloves in a dug-out, but I found 1 mitten on the Field; I had my                   

Trench Coat (without lining but with a Jerkin underneath). My feet ached until             

they could ache no more, and so they temporarily died. I thought of you and               

Mary without a break all the time. I cannot say I felt any fear. We were all                 

half-crazed by the buffeting of the High Explosives.  

We were marooned on a frozen desert. There is not a sign of life on the                

horizon and a thousand signs of death. Not a blade of grass, not an insect; once                

or twice a day the shadow of a big hawk, scenting carrion. 
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