
Transcribed World War I letters from Tom Slattery to his folks in Covington, Indiana, 

from Camp Zachary Taylor in Louisville, KY. 

 

December 13, 1918 

Dear Folks: 

I rec’d the flower today in fine shape. It sure did look natural. Only seemed larger than they used to be. I 

have it on my desk and it is beginning to open. People have never saw any like it. The people I work with 

are from all parts of the country so we have rare things quite often. 

We are getting in lots of wounded (convalescing) men from over sea. They sure have some stories to 

tell. The men from the Depot Brigade are being discharged very rapidly now and soon there won’t be 

anyone here but the regular army men about 13000 of them. All men that live in a radius of 350 miles of 

this camp will come back here to be discharged so I suppose the poor Medical Corp will have to stay 

until the finish. The dope is now  that the regular army men will take our place about the 15th of January. 

Then we will have to stay for two weeks to break them in. Don’t know anything here though for sure 



until it happens. Get different orders every day. We have been having real summer weather here for a 

month. Been raining for two days and awful hot between showers. We have to wear all woolen clothes 

and we almost smother. I haven’t put on my heavy underwear yet and won’t if I can help it. I won’t need 

any more clothes on when I get them on they are so heavy. We have to wear our coats all the time. 

Can’t even eat with them off. Very strict about clothes. Must be all buttoned up and shirt collar showing 

just ¼ inch above coat collar. 

Got the paper and a very interesting letter the first of this week so am pretty well up on the current 

events of the outside world.  

I think I will take a shot of Antipneumococcic Serum next Tuesday. It is supposed to be a sure preventive 

for Pneumonia. I have gone through the thickest of it without getting it and am afraid when I get a 

chance to stop might take it. 

Hope to see you before long. 

Good Night 

Tom 

P.S. 

On a piece of that paste board that was in that box was written the names of the ones that Gertie was 

going to get presents for. It looked like Xmas time. 

 


