p. 154-5 of Heron edition of Nevil Shute's Works:
She became oblivious of the men who stood around and watched them.  Her whole attention became concentrated on the job she had to do, and on this foreigner in dirty clothes who wielded so much power.  He made her swab her hands and arms in disinfectant at the tailboard of the utility [vehicle], and then she helped him put the instruments into the bowl and to arrange the ligatures, the dressings and the bandages neatly on the white rubber sheet.  Then she went with him and knelt down beside the man, and for a time she listened while he instructed her, naming each article after him.  Both became utterly immersed in the work that lay ahead.  
The professional detachment of the doctor communicated itself to her, as he intended that it should, and robbed the business of all horror.  She saw no sympathy and no emotion in his work upon the injured man, only a great technical care and skill, that noted impersonally every sign of feeling, every change in respiration and pulse as the work went on, and made adjustment for it.  He took the leg off about eight inches below the knee with a local anesthetic injected in several places around the leg, waited ten minutes for this to take effect, and then did the job.  From the time they knelt down together by the rubber blanket till the bandaging was complete, about twenty-five minutes elapsed, and in that time Jennifer was completely oblivious of what was going on around her, concentrated only on the work in hand.
….Carl Zlinter spoke to her.  "It was very well done, the help you gave me," he said.  You have been a nurse at some time?"

She shook her head.  "No," she said.  "I've never done anything like that before."

He raised his eyebrows. "So?" he exclaimed softly.  "It was very well done, very well.  You have a gift for this."  He glanced at her kindly.  " And now you are very tired."  

She forced a smile.  "I don't know why one should be."

"It is very close attending," he said.  "I also, I get tired, every time.  It would be wrong if one did not grow tired, I think, for that would mean I had not done the best I could." 
*********

p. 211

"Here we are far away from enemies, and a great distance between you and your enemy is still the best defence."  He turned to her.  " I cannot tell you how I love this country for that reason perhaps best of all.  Since I was a young man there has been threat of war, or war itself, and death, and marching, and defeat, and camps of homeless people, and the threat of war again, and of more marching, of more death, of more parting from one's home -- unending.  Here in this place all is put behind; here is a country where a man can build a home without the feeling that all will be useless and destroyed next year.  Here is a country where a man can live a sane and proper life, even if it is only one little log hut in the middle of the woods for a home.  I love this country for those things, because here one can gather a few toys around oneself, a fishing rod or two, some books, a little hut, a place to call one's own -- and all is safe.  If then a war must come in Europe, it may be my duty to go to fight again upon the side that Australia will be on, and that I do not mind, because after the war Is over, if I live, I can come back to my little place here in Australia, my hut, my fishing rods, and my books, and all will be quite safe, and I can be at peace again.
