


T noted on September 1l: "We had two deaths last night from gas-
gangrene -~ one of them Dunnet, a Sceteh lad from Glasgow."

T s8till remember him as he had been the morning before, when I
wag on duty, and the convoy brought him to my werd., "Only a small
wound, Sister", he sald cheerfully, "in my thigh. Could be Blighty
for me at last™. And I had laughed baok, ag I noted his name: "This
time, Fritz has Durmet.”

Then I recorded hls temperature. It was high, and I reported
that at once to ths dootor. e removed the dressing that had been
applied at the casuslty clearing station up the line. The wound was
small, but 1t appeared as though a wax bung had been Iingerted - and,
at a touch, there was a faint Sound, as of escaping air. Gas-gangrens
was developing, and would go through the muscles of the bedy, until
it #fflehded the musecle of the hesrt. Only immediate amputation of
the lsg could have saved his life, and the wound wes toc high in
his thigh for that. He died that night.

a, few dayzs later, my notes refer to six morse gas-gangrens cases.
We all knew the fearful contamination of shell-torn battlefields
after four years of struggle, where men had fought and dled, galining
aven a few yﬁrds* And, while I recorded in my journal, the heavy
aonvoys of wounded men, and often the angulsh of death from those
wounds, I could note algo: “"Evacuated several men to Bllghty ...
War news good ... the search-lights are wonderful.
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