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lery. Sir A. T. Sloggett, the Director-General 
of Medical Services, and his Staff were waiting 
at the grave. All Commanding Officers at the 
Base, and all Deputy Directors were there. 
There was also a deputation from the Harvard 
Unit headed by Harvey Cushing.

Bonfire went first, led by two grooms, and 
decked in the regulation white ribbon, not the 
least pathetic figure in the sad procession. A 
hundred nursing Sisters in caps and veils stood 
in line, and then proceeded in ambulances 
to the cemetery, where they lined up again. 
Seventy-five of the personnel from the Hospital 
acted as escort, and six Sergeants bore the coffin 
from the gates to the grave. The firing party 
was in its place. Then followed the chief 
mourners, Colonel Elder and Sir Bertrand Daw
son; and in their due order, the rank and file 
of No. 3 with their officers; the rank and file of 
No. 14 with their officers; all officers from the 
Base, with Major-General Wilberforce and the 
Deputy Directors to complete.

It was a springtime day, and those who have 
passed all those winters in France and in Flan
ders will know how lovely the springtime may 
be. So we may leave him, “ on this sunny slope, 
facing the sunset and the sea.” These are the 
words used by one of the nurses in a letter to a 
friend,—those women from whom no heart is hid. 
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