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

from Camp Zachary Taylor in Louisville, KY. 

February 8, 1919 

Dear Folks: 

This is the worse I ever did do. Isn’t it? When I rec’d your letter yesterday saying you hadn’t heard from 

me, I started wondering why you hadn’t. For I knew I had written. In taking some letters out of my 

pocket I found one I had written to you over a week ago and had forgotten to mail it. Never the less I 

have been too busy to write anyway. They sure have been chasing me around in the last two weeks. 

Been opening and closing wards. Just get one opened and get all the property in it and get it going good 

when they take me away to close another ward. It is some work too. So much red tape. Everything must 

be accounted for. And then I worked for quite a while on the receiving ward admitting all patients to the 

hospital. Got to see some interesting cases. Tell (illegible) that he is a little off about that temp. of 94 or 

95. The lowest ever known was 90 that lived. Low temp. don’t necessarily have to be caused by the 

heart. Most of the time it is the brain. That may be his trouble. Cold feet and a yellow streak is about all 

he had. We have a lot of those weakened hearts here caused by the flu. He ought to be ashamed to take 

the money if he does get a pension.  

I have told you many a time to not worry about me being sick. For as soon as a patient gets any ways 

near critical a telegram is sent to his people. Then one a day until the people come to see him. So 

nobody can keep his folks from knowing when he is sick. 

I am afraid if you wait for me to make your chicken yard you won’t have any fried chick. When I come 

home. Am busy now. Feeling good and am fatter than I ever was. Glad mother is feeling so good (Both of 

them) 

Good nite 

Tom 

February 27, 1919 

Dear Folks: 

Another unevent full week gone. Nothing happens anymore. Everybody just waiting to get out of the 

army. Hospital keeps full up all the time. Am on a ward now with 38 chronic cases that never will get 

well. They sure are a bunch of sore heads. Worse than a bunch of babies. Most of them have been 

operated on about a dozen times. Think Gene R. is a little wrong about not getting back for a year. We 

expect all to be back by August. And that is pretty straight dope. Most of the boys that came with me 

are back in the states. 

As soon as I get a chance will send sweaters. It is sure warm here. Never have had any snow and only 

one night when it was any way cold. 

If things go as they are arranged now I will get to take a bunch of patients to a general hospital soon. 

New York, S. Carolina or Georgia. Will make some trip.  



Went to all the shows in town last week and think will start over again this week. If it wasn’t for the 

shows to divert a fellows mind from the routine of work he would go crazy I think. Gets awful 

monotonous. Several of my friends have got out so that makes it worse too.  

Am glad to know that all are in good health there and I can say the same for myself. 

 Now you can’t say you didn’t hear from me for 2 weeks. 

Good Nite 

TBS 

 


