Dear Family                                                                                                    Dec 17 1967                      
      
      I’ve gotten loads of cards and packages and last night the tree arrived. It’s become very popular and hardly gets a minute’s rest. I’m in from the field until I rotate on orders from my section chief, presumably so I will have a better chance of surviving my last 3O days. However, last night we got the worst mortar and rocket attack ever on the base camp. 
      I’m living in one of the old French quarters which houses Focus switch board. The roof took about 4 direct hits and one of my buddies, Fred, who had just stepped out the door, took the full blast from a mortar round. There were several of us taking cover behind the sandbags in the bunker. I heard his shouts, ran out and found him with another soldier who had thrown his body over him to protect him from more shrapnel. 
      We needed a medic so I made a dash to the hootch bunkers to bring our medic back. It’s an experience which is hard to describe. Incoming rockets and mortars have a terrifying noise and power, especially as they get closer. This was a bit of grandstanding that somehow failed to get me killed. I had to drag the reluctant medic out of the hootch bunker. We were able to get Fred patched up, got some morphine in him and he sang “She’ll be Comin’ Down the Mountain“, so I figured he was going to be ok. We got several hundred rounds of incoming and had about lO GI’s wounded.
       Fred was choppered to 12 EVAC Hospital at Cu Chi and my chief gave me permission to go check on him so I jumped a Huey Medivac chopper with some wounded from the night’s battle.  I took some of his things to him and spent a few hours hanging around the hospital.  All the shrapnel was still in Fred’s body and he was going to have to walk across the ‘street’ to surgical on his own steam.
      If you happen to read about it or see TV coverage, they’ll probably call it 25th Division base at Dau Tieng or airstrip at Dau Tieng; I would be interested to know exactly how they report it to see how accurate a picture you get from the news media.    
            My last day in the field was a sort of finale for all my field duty.  A fire went out of control and blew about 3,600 rounds of 105 Howitzer ammo.  It was really worse than anything Charlie could have done because there was no place to go but into the ground.  It lasted about four hours. We lost one entire battery of guns and most of headquarters vehicles, including my poor old shot up rig.  I don’t imagine there was any news report on it, it is a rather large embarrassment when a unit blows itself up.
      My Chief has put me in for the Army Commendation Medal. He is an old soldier and quite tough and I felt very pleased that he thought so highly of my work.  He has always given me complete freedom to run the section as I felt I should and treated me like a veteran NCO.  
      I’m sending some black and white prints and a box with the guitar music I haven’t used in six months.
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