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      The routine of the job is becoming rather monotonous. There is no definite break in the progression of time.  My job runs twenty-four hours, two on four off.  During the day those hours between radio shifts are still spent in the myriad jobs and details mentioned before.  At night it is routine for me to pull shift from 6-8 then again from 12-2 am and again at six a.m.  My sleeping habits are completely changed since I entered the Army and even more radically so since I’ve been here.  I can and have been getting along quite well on four to five hours of sleep, but this is because I fall asleep immediately upon closing my eyes regardless of noise, lights or other annoyances.  I’ve learned to sleep soundly through the constant firing of the heavy artillery which is so loud that it can knock you off your feet and black both your eyes if you walk too near the positions.  I also am able to awake instantly when an emergency arises and be wide awake immediately.  This has proved a useful talent when we’ve had to jump into our holes to prepare for a suspected attack at say 3 a.m. We haven’t had any real attacks lately, that is since I’ve been here, a few mortar rounds and small arms rounds have been fired at us, but our artillery is capable of laying a protective barrage around the entire wall to prevent the VC from emplacing their mortars and rockets.
      I’m trying to get out of this unit which I have always disliked, but have learned to despise lately. They treat us like children and morale is at rock bottom.  The main problem lies with the officers who are almost entirely reserve and National Guard call-ups and don’t really have any conception of how to run any kind of unit.  We’ve watched them blunder and make fools out of themselves so much that we don’t have any will to work for them anymore.  The NCO’s are fat and lazy and fight among themselves constantly so we can’t really have any confidence in them either.  If they would just give us a chance we could develop a good unit.  
      I received the money order, but my R & R has been cancelled due to Mantooth not getting the allocations in time.  Mantooth is the 1st Sgt and is referred to in private circles as The Tooth, and other nicknames which I couldn’t mention.  I sent the Kodak and two rolls of exposed film along to you last week, it will probably take from four to six weeks to reach you.  I got a letter from cousin Ginny and am impressed by a mature young woman who writes an interesting and charming letter.  I also received a letter and some cookies from the Van Halls. Mr. Van Hall had some encouragement for me and also mentioned where his son Eric is stationed, just a few miles from my own location.
      It is 2,200 hours now and I’m going off shift so, love from the bottom of my foxhole,

Chris.

