




Day 43
Let us not beat about the bush: I am fearful for tomorrow. 
We shall engage in the decisive battle at first light. Goodness me! I can already catch the 
smell of freshly baked bread wafting from the mess tent! Although the village of 
Meerbeeck is but a few hundred yards away from our position, it feels further from our 
grasp than ever...

Our numbers have been depleted over the past few days. It is this cursed war, but also 
the result of hunger and disease. Only a few dozen men remain! We can count ourselves 
lucky that our efforts have weakened the enemy as well. Nevertheless, the Redcoats are 
stronger than we thought. 

I fear this could very well be the last time that I shall have to deliberate over the 
deployment of our troops. Yesterday’s attack from the right flank brought us little success. 
Our left flank was left gravely exposed! The Redcoats came within a whisker of capturing 
our flag. The game was so nearly up...

But... never underestimate 
the Bluecoat army!














