SCOURGES IN WAKE OF BATTLE

camps filled the whole world with dread. “Fires are
needed to clear Servia of typhus, just as fires were
needed to stop the great plague in London,” reported
Sir Thomas Lipton, who spent considerable time in
that country. He said:

“T met on the country roads many victims too weak
to crawl to a hospital. Bullock-carts were gathering
them up. Often a woman and her children were
leading the bullocks, while in the car the husband and
father was raving with fever. Scarcely enough people
remain unstricken to dig graves for the dead, whose
bodies lie exposed in the cemeteries.

“The situation is entirely beyond the control of the
present force, which imperatively needs all the help
it can get—tents, hospitals, doctors, nurses, modern
appliances, and clothing to replace the garments full
of typhus-bearing vermin.”

His picture of the hospital at Ghevgheli, where Dr.
James F. Donnelly, of the American Red Cross, died,
is appalling. Sir Thomas called Dr. Donnelly one of
the greatest heroes of the war:

“The place is a village in a barren, uncultivated
country, the hospital an old tobacco factory, formerly
belonging to Abdul Hamid. In it were crowded 1,400
persons, without blankets or mattresses, or even straw—
men lying in the clothes in which they had lived in the
trenches for months, clothes swarming with vermin,
vietims of different diseases, typhus, typhoid, dysen-
tery, and smallpox were herded together. In such a
state Dr. Donnelly found the hospital, where he had a
foree of six American doctors, twelve American nurses,
and three Servian doctors. When I visited the hospital
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