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

from Camp Zachary Taylor in Louisville, KY. 

April 8, 1919 

Dear Folks: 

I see you are not going to say anything about me not writing so I guess I had better do it. When I rec’d 

those flowers I thought and would of bet that they were the first Violets of the season and were from 

my anniversary as I rec’d them on the 28. Been here a year then. 

Very sorry to hear of the Kreusch Sorrow. 

Rec’d a nice long letter from Lena today. I think it is the first from her. Been sending her the paper every 

week. Or the Red + have. I send in the names of relatives of the patients for the paper to be sent to 

them and I include her in the list. 

Shelton was in to see me the other morning but I was too busy to talk to him very much. Have a ward of 

50 patients. Most overseas boys that have been gassed or have heart or lung trouble. We patch them up 

so they can get a Surgeon’s discharge. Coming and going every day. 

The Medical Corp is being discharged at the rate of 10 or 20 every week. Just enough to make it hard on 

us that have to do double work. Getting out the married men and the ones with dependents. I will be 

the last I suppose. We are working harder now than we ever did. Short of help. One good thing we 

haven’t but very few sick ones in the hospital. All cripples. Am writing this on the job and about every 

minute some patient is asking me a question. So will stop. How is mother’s arthritis? Better I hope. 

Love to all, 

Tom 

 


