Memory 5051
When I was in the service, I had to deal with some terrible things. Somehow you learn to deal with it, but I don’t think you ever really live with it. One of my jobs (because I was in the medical corps) was to help with the very sick and wounded people. This one soldier had stepped on a mine and had gangrene. Practically daily this individual would have to have something amputated; his leg or his hand or something. Eventually there was so much being amputated, that it was hard to help him. He was about to lose his voice too and he knew he was going to die. Before that happened, he asked me to write letters to his wife. They were both 18 years of age, if you can believe that. I knew where this was going but I figured, “You know what? I have to follow through on this.” It was very upsetting to me, to watch him (and other people) die, but a part of me took over and I got past the numbness, and I wrote the letters. You have to do what they ask you to. You do what’s expected of you. I felt very compassionate about following through on my promise to him.

