12 May 1948
A F F I D A V I T

To
:
Whom It May Concern

Case
:
Lt. Colonel C. Harold Avent



1679 Galloway Ave., Memphis, Tenn.

I, Dorothy G. Hagerty, R.N., born 13 March 1912 in Newton Highland, Mass., am a Registered Nurse, acting as office nurse and X-Ray technician in the office of Dr. Edward D. Hagerty, M.D. Orthopedic Surgeon, in Manchester, N.H., since April 1946 following my retirement from active duty in the U. S. Army Nurse Corps.

I entered the U. S. Army Nurse Corps as 2nd Lt. Dorothy E. Gerhard in November 1941 and was retired as a Captain in April 1946. I saw duty overseas from December 1942 to August 1945 with seven campaigns in Africa, Sicily, and on the continent of Europe from Normandy eastward.

In December 1942 I first met Colonel Harold Avent (then Captain Avent) when I was assigned to the 3rd Auxiliary Surgical Group in Camp Kilmer, N.J. as Nurse Anesthetists. My association with him was relatively constant from that date until he was shipped home from Germany a week ahead of me in July 1945.
During our assignment with the 3rd Auxiliary Surgical Group I was often attached to the same hospital as Colonel Avent. We were together at the 7th Station Hospital in Oran for a time. In Sicily his team was not often far away and I frequently say him. When these campaigns were completed and we were shipped back to England in November 1943 we had had a baptism of fire that was to stand us in good stead, but which had already visibly aged Colonel Avent.
Early in 1944 Colonel Avent was transferred to the 44th Evacuation Hospital as the Chief of Surgery and at the same time I was transferred as Chief Nurse. In our official capacities we were constantly together. His responsibility was to make a “green” outfit into a “crack” outfit, to show them how to function properly and efficiently to place his surgical talent where it would be most useful to insist that proper techniques were used, to do all of his administrative work necessary for the handling of large numbers of seriously wounded men. My responsibility was to take care of and to plan and supervise all the nursing done to these same large numbers of seriously wounded men. Our jobs seemed to dovetail one another. We, of necessity, were making plans and working together at all times.
The history of the 44th Evacuation Hospital is one to be proud of. We landed early in the campaign of Omaha Beech. We set our tents up in the hedgerows. We backed up the men at St. Lo. We took wounded from the Falaise Pocket. At one point there was no let up for 42 days and 42 nights by actual count. There were many days when there would be up to 2000 wounded men passing through our hospital. The greatest strain came when the darks days of the Ardennes Drive caught us in Malmedy, Belgium. Then we lost our hospital after days of being haunted by “buzz bombs”. We lost our personal possession. We, for a time, thought we would certainly be captured. We experienced the sensation of being a part of a retreating U. S. Army and that is probably the most disheartening experience for one to have. Finally we came back, recovered our hospital, crossed the Remagen Bridge into Germany, and ended the war on V.E. day in Gotha, Germany.
I recite the above history in order to give some idea of the kind of life Colonel Avent lived for months on end. It coupled the heavy responsibilities of his position as Chief of Surgery with the most miserable of personal difficulties. We were always with rats, or shivering from a damp intense cold. We lived in tents, slept on cots, rode for miles in the back of an open truck, and for all purposes lived very uncomfortably.
In addition to the purely physical discomforts of this life the professional problem encountered by Colonel Avent were manifold. Rarely did a patient come to our hospital who did not get personal attention from him. There were countless nights when he did not take his cloths off. It was our custom to make rounds together each night at midnight, to see that all was going as well as possible. Again at 3 a.m. we would check the wards. And at 7 a.m. we would start the day getting a night report from the night surgeons and nurses before making the preliminary rounds of the day. In retrospect it does not possible that this could have gone on for the many months that it did. Then, too, the surgical ability of every surgeon operating in our hospital was the direct responsibility of Colonel Avent. When other surgeons were attached it was he who insisted that their surgery come up to his specifications. It was he who met the visiting dignitaries and let them through the hospital, describing the care given the wounded soldiers. It was he who took the blame for any mishap or error in judgment by any member of the professional staff.
Colonel Avent was a close personal friend of mine. As a woman in the combat area I often felt particularly unable to maintain my equilibrium. I feel that Colonel Avent gave me, personally, the impetus to continue. He had an indomitable courage good humor, and intelligent approach to life itself that was inspiring to all of us who knew him. His tact with the other men was outstanding. He was the only officer I knew who was universally admired and liked.
I do not feel that I am really qualified to discuss the status of Colonel Avent’s health. However, I do remember that he had frequent very severe headaches and on at least 4 occasions he complained of “dizziness”. When these occurred he would lie down for an hour and try to rest, but the tension of the battle was usually so great that he would rise again and carry on. He tried to always carry hard candy or life-savers in his pocket because he said he needed sugar to maintain his strength and overcome his “hypoglycemis”—the term he frequently used. Above all I remember that over a period of 32 months he aged more than any of the other men. Naturally we considered that visible “aging” was a reasonable effect of the kind of life we were living and the kind of pressure we were under. But Colonel Avent changed from a relatively young man to a man who could have passed for over 50 years when he finally went home. It was hard to realize that he was only in his mid thirties at that time. I can remember thinking that of all the men and women we knew who needed a rest and rehabilitation he needed them the most. He was nervous, “jumpy’, and obviously exhausted when he left us.

Finally, I am perfectly sure that if Colonel Avent had it to do over again he would not change any of the courses of events. He had a great love of medicine and felt that his only justification for being was in taking care of the sick and wounded. It is my personal belief that had he been left home his heart would have broken, though it would surely have left him with a more reasonable span of life.
(Signed)
Dorothy G. Hagerty

Dorothy G. Hagerty, Capt, ANC, Ret’d

Subscribed and sworn to before me this 13th day of May, 1946


(Signed)   Winifred O’Neil




Notary Public

[This transcription was made by Colonel Avent’s son from a copy of original affidavit that was submitted to the Veterans Administration in support for a petition for survivor benefits.]
