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

from Camp Zachary Taylor in Louisville, KY. 

 

May 27, 1918 

Dear Folks, 

It seems like a long time since I wrote to you but there hasn’t been a thing of interest to write about. I 

didn’t get your letter until this morning. (Sun) Sorry Helen is no better. Makes me feel bad when you tell 

me about Lady. Poor thing. I suppose she does miss us. It is nice to have relations with autos. You both 

had nice time I hope. I suppose father dolled all up when he went to Danville. Take good care of 

mother’s feet. Hope they are better now. 

I have intended to and started to write every night this week. But about the time I would get cleaned up 

someone would come and want me to go some place. Since this new bunch of men have been coming in 

(17000) there is lots of things doing. Band concerts every place and vaudeville and lectures at a dozen 

different places. All free. We go to one and stay a while and then to another. So you see this is some life 



and place at night. Then there is a street at the edge of the camp where we go nearly every night where 

we can get anything we want. It is about ½ mile long and as bright as day at night. Any kind of a show 

you want and any price. There is one or two carnival cos there all the time. It is too hot to write anyway. 

Think I will go to the city and go to some park. Was off this afternoon and laid down and slept all till 5 

pm. Intended to write a lot of letters but was too lazy.  

There is a big bunch of nurses leaving here for N.Y. tomorrow and all the old men that were here before 

we were will leave in ten days. That will leave us all the work to do. I don’t think we ever will get a 

chance to get away. 

They are sending soldiers in here like sheep. Driving them in bunches. Train of 15 cars come in every ten 

minutes last night. 

Every man from Kentucky has to stay in our ward for 3 days to take treatment for hookworms. 

They are sure keeping us busy now. 

I haven’t rec’d a paper since I came over here so don’t know who came here from there. (illegible) will 

go over to the D. B. and look them up next week. I don’t know what happened to the last bunch of men 

that came. They were sent out this week somewhere. 

We got part of our new uniform this week. A dark grey shirt of serge. I think we will get a blue suit and 

leather leggings and a cap instead of hat. They are going to doll us up someway different from the rest 

of the soldiers. Well they are getting so thick around my bunk I can’t think or write so will try to find a 

quiet spot this week to write more. 

This is the hottest place I ever saw it is a good thing we don’t drill. They bring men in pretty fast that fall 

on the field from heat. 

Well good-night. With love, 

Tom 

Am still feeling just fine and eating like a horse. Will come home when I get my new clothes. 

Tom 

 


