World War I Journals

August 13, 1917

Today  we received more soldiers in the hospital. It’s hard to keep track of how many we have now for there are so many. Beds are filling up fast and the other nurses and I are working hard to keep the soldiers as well as possible. It is so hard to see these young men come in here all broken and bruised. Some are as young as little William. I can’t believe it. 

The conditions here are horrible. The weather, the hospital, the shelters, everything. I’ll start with the weather. It’s hot and muggy and no one moves as fast as they should and if they do, it takes twice as much energy because of the heat and humidity here. The hospital is worse. The flies here are horrible, they’re everywhere. The smell of the dirty nurses and doctors mixed with the smell of dirty, muddy, and bloody soldiers is not a pleasant one. Everyone tries their hardest to keep from getting sick. And the shelters we sleep in are just as bad. The muddy, dirt floors and damp beds and no sheets. It certainly isn’t my bed back at home. And that’s not even the half of it.

Where I am stationed isn’t so bad. It took awhile to get here and on the drive there was a nice countryside with wide-open fields with lots of flowers. But obviously as we entered the war zone, things became less serene. We are stationed in the eastern part of France [http://www.lib.utexas.edu/maps/europe/france_pop_1972.jpg]. It is very nice out here, if you block out the bombs and gun shots you here every minute. 

While the countryside is nice, we are still at war and I wish to be back at home.  

September 3, 1917


Finally, we have a break. Soldiers have been coming in left and right and we haven’t been able to sit down. It’s sad really, to see all these young boys on the brink of life being shot down by some faceless enemy. It breaks my heart.


So while I was standing there, in the hospital [http://www.jewish-history.com/images/hospital.jpg], I realized that I didn’t know why I volunteered to be here. I thought to myself “why would anyone sign up for this”. So, I got to thinking about it and I realized that I did it because I felt like I had to. I didn’t want to spend my time at home with everybody else wondering what was really going on over there. I knew I wanted to be there. I didn’t want to spend time at home [http://www.epa.gov/radon/zonemap/missouri_large.jpg] wasting time and getting fed just as much as I do here.  

I am glad that I did volunteer. It makes me feel good to help these soldiers. I only do what I can, but I feel like what I’m doing is really making a difference. But it just breaks my heart to see them in so much pain. I try to do all I can but sometimes you can’t do anything. The other nurses and I try to do all we can but sometimes there is no hope. 

October 17 1917


I get to go home! The officer gave me a telegram stating that I could go on leave for 17 days! I board the ship this afternoon. I can’t wait to see everyone again. Oh, how I miss them. Mama, Papa, William and Lucille! I can’t to see them!

November 3, 1917


I left my journal here when I left for home, I didn’t really need it though. I was so busy visiting with my family [http://www.nms.ac.uk/nms/_images/outreach/portraits/DSC_001.jpg] and catching up. I’ve been gone so long I felt like I was out of place. I’ve become so familiarized with the war and our uncomfortable living quarters that my comfortable bed in my room felt uncomfortable. 


Besides all the uncomfortable situations I was experiencing at home, I’m glad I got to go. I’ve been working in the hospital so long that I missed so much at home. Our horse, Missy, gave birth to her calf, Misty. And Mama and Papa bought a new tractor. They needed one so badly.


Unfortunately, since I am back now, I must go back to work in the hospital with the broken men. That is one thing that I did not miss while I was at home. But while I was at home, William fell and scraped up his knee and I immediately fixed it. I bandaged him up so fast that I surprised myself! Mama and Papa were impressed as well. 


I never knew how much I missed Mama’s cooking. The homemade bread and fresh milk from our cow [ http://home.swipnet.se/mooamp/wallpapers/cow-nose.jpg ] , Betsy, tastes oh so good! Mmmhhhmmm….I can taste it right now. Oh, I better stop; it’s making me hungry.


I hear the head nurse calling my name. 

December 15, 1917


 Things are getting worse now. More and more soldiers come in every day. Each one more wounded than the boy before him. We are running out of beds and supplies. Things do not look good from here. 


The weather isn’t helping much either. The snow comes down hard during the night through the mornings. In the afternoons and evenings it isn’t so bad but once it gets dark, the snow begins to fall like the sky is falling. The only good thing about this is most of the rodents and pests we had a few months ago are gone now because it is too cold for them to come out. If it’s bad here at the base camp, I can’t imagine what it must be like at the front lines [http://www.bartcop.com/snowy-trees-vail.jpg ] with all this snow.


I only have two dresses, two aprons, one coat, and one pair of solid boots to keep my feet warm [http://www.diggerhistory.info/images/equipment/gp-boots.jpg]. Although sometimes, they don’t even do that. To keep myself warm at night, I wear all of my clothes including my two pairs of socks that I have. Supplies are very low out here. I can’t even imagine what those poor soldiers out there in the trenches in the freezing cold must feel like.


Sometimes I sit here, in all of my clothing, in my hut with the other 2 nurses that I share it with, and wonder “will this Great War ever be over?” Sometimes, I don’t think it will be. And then there are times when I get letters from home or somebody gets word from their home and I know that someday, this whole thing will be over. 


It just needs to be over faster.  

March 22, 1918


I’m so tired. We worked all the way through the night only to find out that we had more patients coming in from the front. We must be doing rather horrible out there if all of the soldiers are in this hospital receiving care. 


Everything is worsening. Everything has been out here for so long that it is being rundown. I hope this war is almost over. There has been talk that it may be. I have also heard rumors that they may be bringing in new nurses, which means that either I would have to do less or would be sent home. I would like to go home but I still feel, even after all this work, that I haven’t done enough for the war. 

Letters from home say that they miss me and want me to come home. Mama wrote me and told me that Lucille has gotten married to the Hensen’s boy, Jude, and that they are expecting there first child. A boy to be named Payton. Hopefully, I’ll be able to be home to help her have her baby. They also say that William is helping in the fields with Papa, riding the tractor and such. Mama also said that they need to come home and help. Planting season is coming soon and they need the extra hands. I hope I will be able to go home.

A young man came into the hospital today that reminded me of Davey [http://www.archives.gov/research/alic/reference/images/farm-hand.gif]. I can’t believe that I haven’t seen him in almost 5 months. That’s another I can’t wait to get home and see, my dear Davey. The young man had the same face structure as him and I tried to hold back my tears. I miss him so much. I miss sitting underneath the big oak tree [http://newsimg.bbc.co.uk/media/images/41153000/jpg/_41153086_gallerytree.jpg] with him in the late evenings. Oh, I hope they send me home!

