Sunday, 30 July 1944
(France, 13 hand written pages)

Dear Ida, Phil and All – 


Don’t know how inspired I am for writing letters today but will see what I can do. Wish I’d have had time to write as things happened this last while but there wasn’t much time for anything but eat, work & sleep – the latter  being hard to do at times when Jerry decided to interfere. There is still plenty to do but not so rushed. The Chief nurse just came and told me to take a couple hours off so am lying in the shade of my tent having just had a nap. It will soon be time for evening chow. It has been a warm sunny day as are most of the days except for a few very wet ones. It never seems to get too hot.


Went to church this morning in the Red Cross tent with our helmets at our feet and the audience containing a group of soldiers from a near Infantry outfit – with their guns slung over their shoulders.


Got a letter from Grandma today and one during the week. Also got one from you this week – about Wed I think – time loses all meaning here – it had been written July 10 and last week got an accumulation of 3 all in one day written June 26 & 29 & July 3 – with enclosures of Grandma’s letters so it was like getting several _____. Have had a lot of mail lately but now probably won’t get much until I can get around to answering some of it.


Will answer some of your questions and then go on with what I have to say.


No, I’ve never met a Miss Kock. Hardly ever run in to anyone from the west coast – guess they’re all out in the Pacific. Wonder if we’ll have to go there yet. Got a kick out of the paper doll story – haven’t heard any good ones lately.


About the Lt’s bars – I should have known they were strict about who they sold them to. They used to be at Medford so will write a note requesting some at end of this letter – if I can remember that long.


It was nice of you to offer to send the Fisher’s some hose and I had thought of doing something as a goodbye present. Their address is John Fisher [96 Bibby Rd., Southport, Lancashire, England]. There were 2 ladies there – Mrs. Fisher and her sister Margaret – and both were very good to me so maybe you better send 2 pair and a pair for the Mr. (large). They were surely nice people altho I can’t say the same for all I met over there. I had a letter from them and it was very nice. Will send it as soon as I get it answered. You might enjoy it. Was thinking of having you mail them a cake for Christmas. They would really enjoy it. Let me know the cost of all this and I’ll reimburse. As for me I sure would love something to eat besides G.I. food – sure miss the snacks I used to get at the Fisher’s. So you might send me some canned fish such as sardines, tuna or anything you think would be good for snacks. Some have got crackers through the mail in pretty good shape. Would love a pound of coffee too. How’s that for an order? My Sgt. Gave me some he got yesterday. We set up a gas stove in our extra supply tent and served hot coffee to the Surgery staff – they sure went for it. Have no desire for candy tho. We get a few chocolate bars & fruit drops now and then rationed but I don’t even eat them – toss them to some French kid that might be wondering around.


That was quite an experience that Sgt. Had with the Jap and reminds me of tales we hear the boys tell altho not quite so heathenish. Apparently there has been very little hand to hand fighting.


Had letters from Daddy and Mary last week. Mary enclosed some pictures of Wilfred that were awfully cute. She sure keeps him nice. Guess he’s been walking for some time. His hair is coming in curly too. She said Walter wants some more family and she thinks maybe it would be nice to have a playmate for Wilfred so we may hear more news again. Ha! They are starting on their new house. Daddy didn’t say much of anything.


I’ve got to go back now and check on my boys so the night nurse won’t have anything to crab about. Ha! Am going on nights tomorrow for 2 weeks 7:30 pm to 7:30 am. Work until 3:30 pm tomorrow & go on again at 11:30 pm. Work straight 12 hours otherwise – if not 16 and no days off – but don’t mind when there’s boys lives at stake.

July 30, 1944

Monday – am pretty well all packed so maybe I can find some time to finish this.


We have a new Chief nurse [McGill] and so far she has made a very favorable impression – we had the others tagged as soon as we saw them – she is in her early 30’s and very nice appearing – has been thro the African & Sicilian campaigns so has a lot of good ideas to impart and does it in a nice way – as a matter of fact she really doesn’t interfere with our work hardly at all but if we want advice she offers it in a nice way. She is from Indiana.


Have taken several pictures but probably won’t get them developed until after the war.


My tent is situated beside a recent crater made by a 88 mm German gun. Every once in a while we hear a mine pop off in a nearby field. Had to evacuate a ward one day when an unexploded mortar shell was discovered buried in the ground and had to be removed by a specially trained outfit.


Just now a travelling P.X. drove up and we heard this loud speaker announce – Coffee & Doughnuts, Come ‘n get it – What they don’t have in this ETO. About twice a week we have band music and it is always good. There was to have been an U.S.O. show tonight but it’s cancelled. Last week a bunch of us tired as we were attended a party at a nearby airfield. Had a good time – they had bought a cow (think it must have been 12 years old tho) & had steak and french fries. Was pretty good tho. Had some drinks and danced. Also one day was given time enough off to go on a specially arranged trip to Cherbourg – it was extremely interesting – passed through town again that were completely demolished. As we would pass crews repairing the roads they would yell & wave at us until out of sight. The countryside was beautifully green but pocked with shell & bomb holes. The approach to Cherbourg was very scenic. Have some postcards depicting the highlights of the place & in due time will send them. Was surprised to see so little of the city itself destroyed but I guess the harbor really got it. There were only a few frenchmen to be seen – guess they have not all returned yet. Went to the Red Cross which had been opened just a couple days previously. Am enclosing a clipping from Stars & Stripes of that. Had coffee & doughnuts there and signed the state register – just in front of me was a boy signing from Puyallup – run into him several times during the day and he’d always say “Hello, Washington.” Walked by the stockade and stopped to ask some M.P.’s what the place was. They pointed out a boy of 18 – looked like 10 – who was in there with his father – both French snipers. The others were tough looking characters also. A couple Lt.s sitting in a Jeep called us over – wanted to talk to some American women. They had just finagled some cognac so treated us to that. We got some wine to bring home. Had to have an empty bottle to get cognac and no one even had their canteen. Ate in a French restaurant that was terribly run down and not too clean. Had new potatoes, roast beef (I wonder if it really was) – tasted good – had a bit of garlic taste, salad – lettuce – none of us ate it knowing the kind of fertilizer they use to grow the stuff. For dessert had some kind of cheese that was delicious (bought Camembert), no drink except the cognac to start the meal. Heard later that one of the waitresses had been a very good friend of a German & did not like the Americans too well. I thought she acted peculiar. There were just a few dinky shops open & hardly anything to buy (vase & scarf) – so most of our trip was sight seeing.


Well, that takes care of my recreation. It was good to get to work again and they (the patients) started pouring in before we had time to think but somehow we managed to work out a system and not get bogged down in confusion as I’ve heard has happened. Was sure thankful I had wrapped & sterilized as much as I had just before coming here – in fact I think it saved the day. We thought the cases would be bad but they are even worse and at first it was all some could do to keep from crying to see those boys all shot up – some of them in shock and unaware of their hurts as yet but others quite awake & alert but not complaining. It just makes your heart sick. One boy just 20 on the 22nd had both legs amputated above the knees – gas gangrene – remarked it would break his mother’s heart – perhaps it was just as well he dies a few days later. Another with shrapnel wounds peppering his buttocks, three perforations in his intestines, perforated bladder and fractured femur – condition good on evacuation. Another with half his face shot away & one arm, and one leg amputated. Another not very acute on admission remarked while showing a picture of his wife & child – sure glad to be in an American hospital – died few hours after operation from deep internal hemorrhage. Our worst complaints came from a patient with a simple appendix and a German Captain who was very surly. One German boy of 18 was frightened to death in Surgery – our Chaplain who speaks German reassured him and he was so surprised to wake up out of an anesthetic still alive.


Have several Prisoners of War to help out. They carry letters & wash instruments. The real Germans are inclined to be insolent and indignant but have a couple boys – one a Pole, other a Yugoslav – that are good kids and happy to be with us – my limited knowledge of German is proving quite helpful in getting along with them.


I had always doubted the benefits of having nurses in such an installation but regardless of what the soldiers opinions used to be in the states of nurses on the battlefront they are sure appreciative of a woman’s touch here and have heard many remarks about it. Makes one feel that any disappointments and hardships endured in the Army are worthwhile after all. Everyone is doing a good job – doctors, nurses and enlisted.


Well, this is getting pretty lengthy and I’ve about run out anyway. Oh yes, forgot to mention the fresh air toilets in Cherbourg. One of our nurses not realizing what they were stood and talked to a soldier while he was in the thing. They are just a concrete screen across an indentation in some building so one sees heads and feet and this guy happened to be turned towards the street so she stood & talked with him. She sure felt funny when we told her where he was. 

4pm
Just got the mail and a letter from you dated 7 July and one from Grandma 4 July – also one from Helen.


Save these clippings for my scrap book – am going to need a new one someday I think – am also sending postcards of places I visited in England – in separate envelope.


Goodbye now,


Love, May

