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       I enjoyed your letter very much. You can’t imagine how much letters mean over here.  It’s the only contact with an otherwise remote life. You mention your astonishment at my having to do a job that is not directly concerned with my specialized training. 
      You must try to visualize an organization that works 24 hours every day and does all its own maintenance, construction, supply, cleanup and every conceivable sort of odd job in order to keep functioning. My job on the teletype rig is only about eight hours out of a possible twenty-four. The rest of the time I am a ditch digger, a driver, a guard, a messenger, a mason and anything else that happens to be needed at the moment.
      Life has settled down to more of a routine now that we are set up. The day starts at 5 a.m. with a check and maintenance of all vehicles. The ammo trucks take off for Saigon for pickup of ammo for the guns. My only direct concern is with the two 3/4 ton trucks upon which the radio rigs are mounted. Since they don’t move, we haven’t much maintenance to pull, only to assure that when we do move out they will carry us to our next firing position. We have two teams of three radio operators each. We alternate. Each team pulls duty for 24 hours, then we switch. The team not on the rig guards the compound. 
      There is an open air movie each night for those who are off duty in the Battery.  It’s a strange sensation to watch a film with heavy artillery being discharged all around you. But, even if you can’t hear, it’s nice to see, quite often, some very good pictures. 
      This battalion, as you know, is part of the 9th Infantry Division. Currently we are supporting our troops as they join other units in the Iron Triangle. We also have part of the division attempting to clear an area for us in the Mekong Delta, but they are having trouble with sabotage of their most ambitious efforts.
      I have received the packages. The tea is probably the most valuable item. The mix makes some of the best iced tea I’ve had.  I have also enjoyed the sardines and oysters when I have been able to get crackers to go with them.  The best things to send are anything in cans; carefully cushioned boxes of cookies should be all right, but things take a tremendous beating coming over here so that you must take particular care in wrapping. 
      Since I have been here, my views on this war have clarified somewhat.  I can’t be for it in any way really, and yet, here I am involved in it and supporting it to a certain extent.  This war was doomed to an indecisive conclusion at its inception.  I only hope we can reach some sort of settlement as soon as possible. 
      An alarming number of the guys I went through basic with in the 39th Infantry have been killed after only two months over here. I just can’t see any reason or justification for our letting this happen.  I don’t mind personally being over here. I have a much better situation than many units, and I am at least finding certain aspects of the operation interesting. 
      I have been tentatively allotted an R & R leave in April and I will be going to Tokyo. Let me know if there is any item which you want that I could get for a good price in Japan. 

Love, Chris 
