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World War 1I flight nurse Edith
ize Lewis saw first-hand the
horrors of war: men with limbs
ripped away, minds shattered,
bodies seared in cocoon-turned-
inferno tanks.
I No wonder she supresses the
details. “I know I black things
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live the war.”

It’s enough to say, important
even half a century later to assert
out loud, “I never lost anybody in

Lewis

my care.”

That reality, part luck perhaps, is more dear to
her than the Air Medal earned for 50-plus missions,
or the four battle stars.

In 1985 in a special issue of Life magazine devoted
to World War 11, Lewis and her war album filled a
. full page.
| "It was about time," the Boca Raton woman says,
| that military nurses were accorded recognition. Just
as it's fitting, right and overdue, she says, that today
in the nation’s capital a memorial is to be formally
unveiled to honor women who served in Vietnam. It

out,” she says. “I don’t want to re- -

A womaii remembers war

WWII flight nurse says it’s ‘about time’ for memorial

is the first national memorial to America's military
women.

“We didn’t have to go, you know? We were all
volunteers.”

Lewis was 23, a lieutenant in the_816th Medical
Air Evacuation Squadron of tke 9th Air Force, when
she landed overseas in 1944. (9

“I wanted to be an airline hostess,” she says,
throwing the conversation into reverse. “And in
those days, you had to be a registered nurse.”

She took her nurse’s trainir:g in her hometown of
Gary, Ind., and upon graduation realized a far more
vital mission lay ahead. '

She joined up and waited for her first assignment.
It came quickly enough. March 1943, she aArrived at

‘ the Boca Raton Air Station Hospital (where Florida

Atlantic University now sits).
| “What I really wanted was to be a flight nurse,”
" she says. So while in uniform serving at a base hos-
pital, she fired off a letter tc Washington, D.C., de-
tailing her qualifications. “I didn’t know I wasn't
supposed to do that,” she says.

She was disappointed with the seemingly unenthu-
siastic response, a letter saying her name would be
added to the waiting list. But two weeks later she
was ordered to Bowman Field in Louisville, Ky., for
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Photo from 1944 shows flight nurse
Mize Lewis during the war in Europe.
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Edith Lewis, left, with two compatriots as they leave Camp Kilmer, N.J., for the trip overseas.

FROM PAGE 1E

Ex-flight nurse
recalls her tour
in World War 11

flight nurse training.

January 1944, she graduated. A
month later she was married to
an officer she met in Boca, and
within days she was kissing her
husband farewell. She was ship-
ping out, first to Grenham Com-
mons, England, then Prestwick,
Scotland, and finally France.

Her job was to tend to the sick
and injured as they were airlift-
ed, 24 at a time, to hospitals in
England, Scotland, and occasion-
ally the United States.

Her patients were strapped
into bunks built into the sides of
C54s and C47s, cargo planes. The
latter she describes as ‘“put to-
gether with glue.”

“We had no air coverage, no
red cross [painted] on the plane,”
she says. Nothing to identify the
flights as medical missions.
There was always the fear “you’d
be shot at,” she says. Yet, through
luck or circumstance, her planes
never drew ground or aerial fire.

“You saw all kinds of medical
problems. Wounds, hepatitis. ul-
cers and psychoneurotics.” she
says. “The psvchoneurotics would
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" “I'watched ihem al: closely. I'd
change their bandages, make
them comfortable. I'd see that
they had food and water.”

Some, she recalls, refused to
talk.

Others sought only the solace
of sleep.

For a few brief hours, she was
all the battle-weary warriors
had. A Florence Nightingale of
the clouds, hopping from one
landing strip to another.

Six days after D-Day she was in
Normandy, airlifting the wound-
ed out.

She either won’t or can’t sum-
mon from the psyche the darker
images. Only in an unguarded
moment does she mention the col-
lision over one of her bases. Two
planes were returning from a
bombing mission.

“They were friends of mine,”
she says.

The next day, wanting to ride
out to the countryside, she went
to retrieve her bicycle from a
nearby building. As she stepped
through the door, she was con-
fronted by the bodies of the crash
victims, laid out on the floor.

“I had a cat,” she says, quickly
changing the subject. Seems the
house she was staying in was in-
fested with mice. So one morning,
she grabbed her perfume and cig-
arettes, bicycled up the road to a
“armhbanee and hartered for a cat

After the war, the cat returnea
to the States with Lewis and be-
came a family hero of sorts.

“My sister Doris had fallen
asleep with a cigarette,” Lewis
says. As the bed began to smol-
der, the cat leaped on top of Do-
ris, awakening her and averting
tragedy.
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‘“Henri,” Lewis says. She insists
now on talking about the French
boy who periodically muscles his
way into her thoughts. “I've writ-
ten this story about him that I'm
trying to get published,” she says.
digging through her files to re-
trieve his picture and her story.
For the past 20 vears, Lewis has
been writing articles, poetry and

‘Tewis with her French friend Henri. She found hirh, hungry
and ragged. sitting on a curb in a bombed out village.

“He looked at
me ... with eyes
too big for his
face. He was thin
from lack of food.
Perhaps he was
10 ... he didn’t
say,” she writes.
*I wanted to
make him smile
and laugh, but I
could not. There
was nothing to
laugh about.”
— Edith Lewis
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Henri symbolizes for Lewis all
the innocent young victims of
war. She found him, hungry and
ragged, sitting on a curb in front
of his house in a village virtually
destroved by bombs.

“He looked at me . . . with eyes
too big for his face. He was thin
from lack of food. Perhaps he
was 10 ... he didn't say,” she
writes. “I wanted to make him
smile and laugh, but I could not.
There was nothing to laugh
about.”

As she looked around. Lewis
wondered what had become of
the people in the bombed-out
homes. She didn’t ask.

Henri stared at her. He wore a
soldier's cap. She smiled and sat
down near him. “Would you like a
candy bar?” she asked.

“Yes.” he said shyly.

“He grabbed it quickly ... ate
it fast.” she writes.

Lewis could see a woman and a
small girl watching. She gave
Henri candy for them as well.

“You are lucky,” he told her in
English. when he learned she was
from the United States. “There is
no war where you live.”

41 know, 'm sorry,"” she said.

children’s literature.

“War is awful. Some day it will be
over and you will be safe again.
There will be no bombs. Peopie
will rebuild ... You and vour
family will be happy again.”

A far-off drone halted the con-
versation. It built to a roar as the
sky darkened with planes.

“Don’t be frightened,” Lewis
told the boy. “They are friendly to
us.”

Henri sat there brave and
silent.

As Lewis got up to leave. she
said to the boy, **. . . some dav vou
will tell vour children about this
war and they will ask you many
questions. What will vou tell
them?”

“I will tell them that war is
bad,” Henri said. *'I hope they will
never liva like I live now. I hope
they will not be hungry. And thev
will live in nice houses and there
will be no bombs.”

Years later. Lewis says, "I've
always wondered what happenea
to him and his sister and his
mother.”

Lewis was in Paris on V-E day
(Victory in Europe), May 8. 1945.
But she didn't dance in the streets
or party in the sidewalk cafes. =1
did nothing. I was too tired.” she
says.

The day before. when the un-
conditional surrender was actuai-
ly signed. was Lewis™ birthdav.
She spent it washing ciothes.
Within weeks. she was on her wav
back to the states.

“We were told "if any of vou
have husbands in the U.S.. vou
can go home.’ There were four of
us.” she says.

She spent a month with her hus-
band in Texas, then reported to
her new assignment in Miami
Beach. That September. not fe2l-
ing well. she wenl to the base doc-
tor. "Lieutenant.” he told her.
“youTre pregnant.” And. oh yes.
“You're through.”

Lewis welcomed the discharge..
“] was exhausted.” she says. !
was just plan worn out,”
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But Mize, now a free-lance writer.and a metsber of the .| more missions in:o 4 onmbat anea, Mize saw her shaxe of \
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(disappointed with the minimal coverage the magazine ! She was at Normandy She was at the Battle of the |
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at‘on the Back, but how about mentlonlng tke women . . soldiers and return them to hospitals away from the com- *
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: ‘.éMm: is' very proud of the fact that she never lost a
g in flight. ! l
;‘. ey never did die on my planes,” she said: “I was o -~
S| fortllnatc Only one time [ told the pilot to radio ahead for ' Mlze at the Boca Raton Army Air Force Base in
‘an ambulance because I had one soldier who didn’t look ' 1943
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young. Nothing bothered me. It’s not that I didn’t ap- From page 1A '
preciate the wounded, but it was my job as a nurse to care © g therapy, Mize turned to writing, raising money for
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tients however, was shattered in 1973 when her 26-year- | pear in psychiatrist Elizabeth Kubler-Ross’s book,
' old son died of cancer. ‘““Death: The Final Stage of Growth.”
“I was very objective in Europe,” she sald “‘but when In 1976, Mize’s first marriage fell apart. After living on
it’s your own immediate family and your only son who you F Long Island for 30 years, she left New York and moved to

 think will outlive you, you bet you suffer. Parents suffe 3 Lighthouse Point. i
more than anyone because they never expett their chlld t There she met and, Mﬂ% married Lewis, a

die first.” F widower from Plantation. The couple then moved to Boca
Please turn to NURSE page 2A * 1 Raton. _
N é‘ . ‘‘She’s got two more combat stars than I do,”’ said the
; Staff photo by Jack Hutton | v ) dith ‘sv"“?“* retired colonel, who led a battalion of 700 soldiers down
Edith Mize Lewls flew more than 50 missions in /8919 OLD PINE ROAD China’s Burma Road during World War II.
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HAKU IS . . .
A FEELING

Washed by the rain k
a sunflower hangs Its head
and waits to dry.

EDITH MIZE LEWIS

This is your PERSONAL BOOK to do what you want. You
can write a Haiku poem, draw a picture, or write a shorn
story.

The five senses are involved. You See, Hear, Smell,
Touch, or Taste something. How do you feei? Express your
feelings. HAIKU is a FEELING.

Poetry in China and in Greece was the language of the
Gods. We gain wisdom by writing poetry and we learn from
observation. It's a ‘'oneness' with nature and an expression
of beauty. Children learn by doing and voung children
(when taught) can write poetry. You may surprise yourself
i when you see what you can do. Now . . . begin!

A Caterpillar

Falls asleep, turns inside out

To a Burterfly.

(Hint: What is metamorphosis?)

(5 syllables)

Life is not a having and a
getting but a being and becoming.

— Matthew Arnold

Edith Mize Lewis has been a freelance writer since 1974.
She writes travel and medical articles and for children. Her
work appears in Dr. Elisabeth Kubler-Ross' book, Death
The Final Stage Of Growth, Prentice-Hall, 1975. During
WWII she was a 1st L. FLight Nurse in Europe and
was featured in Life Magazine, 40th Anniversary lssue,
May, 1985. ==

She specializes in children’s literature: stories, plays,
informational articles, and poetrv. She has won awards for
her work and received an award from the American Cancer
Society in May, 1974.

She is member of the Florida Freelance Writers Associa-
tion, Society of Children’s Book Wrjtgrs, anc{]ljﬂeg\‘atinnal
League of American Pen Women+~ o+ Wnds
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HAIKU 1S . .
A FEELING
For lo, the winter Is past,

The rains are over and gone.
The flowers appear on the earth,
The time of singing has come.
— Song of Songs

Halku Is 2 moment in time. Your senses are Involved. You
see, hear, smell, touch, or taste something. Halku isa song,
words set to music. Listen to the poem singing to you.

ISBN: 0-9624993.0.7

(7 syllables)

(5 syllables)
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SS 316-03-4766 First Rights
Aboucé?bo vords
HOW NOT TO BE A NURSE

As a student nurse in a hospital, I sometimes did the
wrong thing at the wrong time., But T was an eager and willing
student. One morning I had to cook eggs for the patients on the
maternity ward.

I cooked gobs of eggs, cleaned the stove, and put the large
frying pan on the windowsill to cool, I started to leave and noticed
the pan wasn't there. I peeked out the window. I was on the
fourth floor overlooking the parking lot. T coulda't see the pan.
Had it landed on the roof of a car? Or hit someone on the head?

I was dumbfounded., I sneaked down the backstairs and hoped no one
would see me.

Lucky me! It hadn't hit anything but there was a big hole in the
ground where it landed. I yanked it out and went up oan the elevator.
Suddenly, the door opened and the Supervisor of Nurses got on,

I tried to hide the frying pan and backed into the corner.

She looked at me and said, "Why aren't you on the maternity

ward?" She looked again., "Is that a frying pan you're holding?"

I didn't answer. "Come to my office now," she said. I was

in trouble,
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Mize Lewis Nurse Page 2
I managed to talk my way out of an impossible situation.

' she said.

It wasn't easy. "Go back to where you belong,'
There's a happy ending. I graduated, joined the Air Force,
attended flight school and went to Europe. T served as a lst Lt.
Flight Nurse. I didn't cook any eggs. There weren't any where I was.
I came home with the Air Medal and surprised my former Supervisor
of Nurses. She smiled when she saw me in uniform. Thanks to her, T

learned how to overcome obstacles, Especially, when I knew the eneny

was shooting at me.
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“May7, 1945,
another
birthdayin the
Army. Washed
my clothes,”
noted Mizeof .
the day before
V-E Day. The
letter above
marked a 1944

Mize heads _for Normandy

Left:

A flight nurse in the 816th | “Thanksgiving
Medical Evacuation Squadron | Day chow line,”
of the 9th Air Force, Lieuten- | was how Mize
ant Edith Jackson Mize, 23, | (fourth from

. went overseas in 1944 —three | the doorway)
days after her wedding. She :. captioned this
was flown behind frontlinesto | Ppicture takenin
nurse the wounded as they ! Istres, France,
were airlifted to hospitals in | in 1944.Shewas
England and the U.S. Action | ' | away from her
in the air was punctuated | -- unit, in a place
by hours of waiting on the | where nurses
ground. Mize's “favorite pas- | were more

- time"” was pasting photo- N urgently
graphs into an album and | < U needed.

writing captions for them. A :
letter home shows the dichot- | Right: “German
omy of her days. “Dear Mom,” civilians *
she wrote in March 1945. farced toview
_____“Each of us in the squadron is camp—super
to be presented with the Air 1 racecouldn't
Medal—50-plus missions. You . take it,"”
can also send me a shower cap | Mize captioned
(one with elastic, not a tie), a | thispicture
crochet box for thread, Forev- | taken shortly
er Amberby C. Windsor (anew | afterthe
novel), rattail comb and movie | liberation of
magazines.” Today she lives .| Buchenwald.
in Boca Raton, Fla., is married |
for the second time and writes
articles and poetry. B>




6, 1988 at Memorial Garden adjacent to Ed.;ard H. White Museum
<s AFB, San Antonio, Texas.

816th MAES F.N. — L R: Edith Mize Lewis, Jenny Boyle Silk, Louise
Anthony deFlon. Jupiter Florida, 1986.
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