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

from Camp Zachary Taylor in Louisville, KY. 

June 15, 1919 

Dear Folks: 

I don’t know how you found out I was in the Hosp. For I was in when I wrote last week and I know I 

didn’t say anything about it. It is that old pleurisy in my side. I had it for about two weeks and had my 

side strapped up and kept on working. I was getting by very well until I was put in charge of the officers 

ward. One tough job. There always has been three ward masters on it. One for each dept: medical, 

surgical and orthopedic. Well they discharged all three of the men and sent me there to handle the 

whole place. I was doing the work of the three men and everybody was telling me what a fool I was for 

doing it. I stood it for several days and they almost run me ragged. I wasn’t feeling good and had the 

pain in my side all the time and the only way to get off of the job was to go in the Hosp. I had a good 

excuse so I am here. I stayed in bed for a few days, resting up. They don’t do anything for me but rub a 

little oil on once a day. I have been up and around for three days. Downtown last night. Am pretty thin 

but they say they will fatten me up in a few days. 

Got the sweet peas and letter this a.m. They were in good shape. Say send me those two shirts. These 

wool ones are getting pretty warm in this kind of weather. I have plenty of underwear so do what you 

please with that is there. Please send as soon as possible. I need them.  

Everything is all shot to HL around here. They have discharged more men than they should and now 

there isn’t half enough to do the work. I think I shall stay in here until conditions get better. 

I am sorry you found out I am in here. I never would of told you. But since you have, there is nothing 

serious and I could get out and to work whenever I want to. So don’t worry. 

With Love to all 

Tom 

 


