
It was no scalpel slippery, it was shrapnel spinningTore Nurse Trent's hand into tendon and jellyNow my hand's not holding, helping or grippingReporting these symptoms, I was treated for insanity.

Some craven lines between your lines –– You cannot have, I say:Injustice means my pain must bulgeOut of your boxes now. Perhaps, in previous peaceful FranceNight fighting air-bombers blighted wards?Of course they didn't! Their deadly repetition Meant I was strong and helpful, now can't sleep or smell.

Make no mistake, my Dearest SirI am Joan Grace, a nurseJoined up for war in late Fourteen. Resigned before the end. Resigned? Was told I had to go.You shall not shed me now."Please note successful claims will have shown, toThe satisfaction of this office that

My pen's refilled again.

There's prior cause in me.You don't want answers, you want proof

Blunt tool with just one aimCares not we're female two years on, See how it starts? "Dear Sir"!

Your disability was caused or made Worse by your Great War service". Answers, please --

Six weeks I've had this clumsy formThe cat is fed, mother's asleep
Based 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A leaf. To Anne, I say, 'this deadly placeWhere all is wrong, can it be wrong to feelSo right? We will not come this way again.' Anne welled up so: could only cough. Poor Anne.

Nurse Anne, six hours, face raw, threw hers.

Some modest gifts upon the bench left by

Should not have joined, we laughedThat was my C.C.S. 
Nurse Grace, I judge awards of pensions, so Anecdotes and charming tales are legion.Simply, was your ulcer made worse or caused
Mended men, gone up the line to fight. A

If you can't take a joke, well that

"Don't be afraid now nurse!" while he shook like 
By your war service in the V.A.D? JOAN (HEAD):
Rose, a pencil, chocolate bars. The pencil-chap, I see him now, cried out in bombing raids, Shift done, we drag to bed our aching legs. 

Part 2 At the TribunalCHAIRMAN:

We bellowed over near-miss shellsWe did each other's jobs.  
Mere willing helper, not a nurseStill sent off to the frontA Casualty Clearing Station: 
The Padre closed more lads than meThe norm for C.C.S.
Known as a C.C.S.
The "Victim Always Dies". 
Nurse Grace bring her evidence to be heard.JOAN: Voluntary Aid DetachmentOr V.A.D. for shortThe lads would crack that it stood for

 That day we choked on Mustard GasStill clinging to their clothesSo much we wore our masks ourselvesBegoggled C.C.S.

As I am chair of this tribunal, may

CHAIRMAN: 



CHAIRMAN:Perhaps you're deaf, Nurse Grace? Your ulcer mustBe born before, or born of this Great War?JOAN:You cannot know the carnage without endThey kept on coming, cramming every wardBeds between beds, beds out in the rainThe Big Push on the Bosche battered us the moreAn ugly underlining of my universal ignoranceTo not know what needed to be doneTransfixing me in terror, turning me to stoneImpatient death dodged round me, damning all I tried.JOAN (HEAD):Tap tapTap tap.JOAN:Bed sheets torn for bandages, blunted needles used again I decline the food, don't drink, least I have to be excused.Eating just for energy, existing not alive In a standing stupor, deep sleep a wistful dream.Letters, lots of letters, but might well be from MarsSaying don't speak with soldiers unless matron is there.  Only slowly gaining skills to spot when death  Slips tween the sheets to squeeze out the last of life.On faces, I pick out a particular pallid shade, orThat twitch, or those tightened pinched-in nostrils.And the chill, not the cold of cheerless nightBut the cunning cold, the stealthy cold of death.CHAIRMAN: In signing form 3548, You said you'd serve abroad.JOAN:I went to France to do some good, not peerBeyond life's rim. For when you know they won'tSurvive, you post yourself beside. BecomeTheir mother, sister, wife. In role assumedYou say and hear the things the two alive Could never hope to find. After six months I had to rest. Hospital bed this time.I turned to stone and I could not feel my bodyWas told I wasn't normal, and treated for insanity.JOAN (HEAD):Tap tap



Your military service. That was your chance

I was told to sign that.
CHAIRMAN:
JOAN:

You say you were not sufferingHere, clearly in form 22,Any disability due to 

If we could go back to your ulcer –JOAN:

JOAN (HEAD):Tap tapTap tap.

Years of service and I never Received a gratuity. JOAN (HEAD):Tap tapTap tapCHAIRMAN: No-one who resigns is given a gratuity.You said you resigned "to nurse your sister, Who is in very delicate health."

And utterly devoid of tact. Indiscreet. Exaggerated things.

To say itWas it not?

My life was then made CHAIRMAN:The matron says you were difficultUnhappy by the matron. 
CHAIRMAN:No Insanity on the report, Just "vague symptoms of illness".JOAN:



What I thought I'd never say - 
Pre-dates the war so now
Then you must wish to hearDo you have anything to say?The x-ray shows your ulcer
JOAN:We cannot grant you a pension

I recognised my sister's face in yours, miss. She was a V.A.D., she came back to her job at the butchers. But she can't look at raw meat. She's all alone and she can't stand it.

Out, out into the airShake free of lurking demonsDragging me back there.You look askance at my uniform?

The pencil.The chairman's pencil.

CHAIRMAN:

CLERK (SPOKEN):
CLERK (SPOKEN): 

JOAN (HEAD):Out into the shouting street, 
Reminds you of the war?I'm glad it does, I hope it doesOf what we did before.Madam, madam, please stop, please. I was the clerk in there and I had to follow you out. Your face. Your face, your voice, when the chairman tapped his pencil.JOAN (HEAD):

Just admit you owe us too muchAnd let me rest in peace.        Responsibility.What you gladly rent from meDon't call me mad, or try to shirk
My menstruation's stopped, you've denied me motherhood A desert of despair down where there should be joyYour petty form can never pay
Forced into framing my most fundamental secretMy medicine means I have the words to say

Part 3 In the Street



And find where I might be?Dig past this anger? What if IFind anger's all I am?Anger contained by self-controlBut control could not save
Can it be that I can reach inside
Anne's life. Control could not makeMe the perfect child. Nor could that perfect child Put ma and pa back together again. Can I take this step, This step from the ice of "I"

JOAN:

In to the warmth of "us"The holding us? I must. I must.

CLERK (SPOKEN):Then you know what she feels like. Can you help her?JOAN (SPOKEN):Who can help us?CLERK (SPOKEN): Maybe you can help each other. 

JOAN: We slept like logs that night. I wokeTo gasping Anne, the mustard gas Had wormed inside and poisoned herChoked now with clotted blood.I'd seen them cut below the lumpSo plain in men's tough necks.Pale Anne, where should I cut your throatAnd what was there to use?I knew to call, keep calling out "Haemorrhage! Haemorrhage!"The sharpest thing in that bare place.A pencil. A pencil. Too late.
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