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      We sighted land early this morning. The wet hot greenness of Vietnam, breaking the monotony of the ocean which I have lived with for three interminable weeks.
      We are creeping up the coast to make our debarkation point tomorrow morning. I think I hear heavy artillery, or perhaps I am imagining, it looks too lonely and peaceful for the ugliness of Howitzers.
      We stopped in Okinawa for a day last week.  My excitement was unbounded at the experience of that first breath of the Orient. That mingled fragrance mixed of the living vegetation, dung of the fields; the sweat of small unique egos.  I had heard of this phenomenon but the effect of the perfume is an atmosphere beyond description. I went ashore and traveled by bus for the width of the island drinking in the fantastic beauty of the countryside. We were supposed to stay on the military base, but I escaped and wandered the whole day in the city of Naha. Not unlike Mazatlán in its buildings and general atmosphere, but marvelously new to me in its detail.
      I found a market place that could only exist in one’s imagination.  A square mile of narrow streets through which no automobiles pass. Each stall exhibiting exotic fruits, or displays of meat, fish or vegetables to delight the eye and nose.  I found myself walking through what would be considered the poor sector, but was as clean and well cared for as the rest of the city.  My mere presence caused much giggling and excitement among the children, who were quick to return my smiles.
      It’s darkening now and the officer of the watch is signaling our escort ship with his lamp.  A squadron of jets has just passed very close over us headed for the mainland, for what task I don't want to think on. The air is so rich I feel I could swim through it. There are only a few lights visible on the coast and I still hear the repeated boom of not too distant guns.                      
      Tomorrow we land and meet what is waiting for us. I think I feel fear in myself and see it in others. I pray you are all well.

Love, Chris
