In Memory of Army Nurse Eleanor Frew

On December 1943, with around fifty days combat, I
was wounded at San-Pietro. Now upon arriving at the
hospital, I was met by a hospital medic, who checked
us both out, and asked a few questions? We were very
dirty, wet, cold, and hungry. He could see, without
asking, where we got hit. My right wrist had a small
hole on the inside of myhand. My friend had a butt
wound, so the medic cleaned us both up.

By that time the Doctor came in and looked me over. 1
remember the Dr. helping me get up on a small operating
table. I think he gave me a of shot morphine. He told me
to start counting back from a hundred. I believe I had
gone off to dreamland in a few numbers. I don’t think I
was out very long, when the Dr. came back and looked at
my wrist, the hole that was in my wrist had been opened
up and sewed back together. I asked why and he said less
chance of infection. He said that this was the million
dollar hit that the G.1.s hoped for. My hand should be
perfect after a few weeks rehab.

Now this is where I get the biggest surprise of my first
few months of combat. The same Doctor was asking me
questions of where I was from the states. He told me that
this whole group of Doctors and Nurses, were from the
Buffalo General Hospital, of Western N.Y.
























