Dear Family,                                                                                              Feb 15 1967

      You must have guessed by now that I have arrived at my destination. To be exact we hit the beach at Vung Tau on the 2nd of February and loaded ourselves on nearly three hundred trucks for the 4O mile convoy to our base camp. The heat was not bad on the coast but as we drove more inland it rose to considerable heights. This part of Vietnam is considered one of the most active war zones so we were loaded with ammunition and given helicopter, armored and infantry escort.  There were skirmishes along the way but we were not fired upon directly. And the escort units discouraged any mass attacks. The ride took more than 4 hours and afforded me a chance to see quite a bit of the countryside, and a number of bodies lying at the side of the road. We passed through many villages large and small and the people seemed excited by seeing so many troops passing through. 
      This jungle country is as beautiful as it is miserable to live in. Because of the high humidity and lush growth the insects are prodigious, and one is always dirty. The 9th Div headquarters is a medium sized encampment occupying a couple of square miles carved out of the jungle. They went about this in the most direct manner; that is by spraying to kill the vegetation, leveling everything and leaving a flat constantly dust choked wilderness surrounded by a low perimeter wall which divides jungle from desert. The name of our desert is Bearcat. 
      My section is set up slightly apart from the battery area and we spend our time between the message center and the teletype trucks. Being a twenty four hour operation we work at night in shifts and since we spend what hours left during the day digging mortar bunkers and sandbagging our emplacement, 4 hours sleep out of 24 is the usual case.
      Things are usually quite peaceful during the day, but as soon as night falls things start happening. We’ve been mortared and snipers harass the guards all night. A couple of nights VC have been able to get across the wall and sabotage some of our ammo dumps. We had a bit of a rest during the Tet truce and our so-called enemies could be seen watching us from the woods. There were some incidents in which shots were fired but mostly the guards busied themselves trying to shoot the monkeys who have learned very good evasive tactics. 
      Today I’m detailed as a guard on a truck which is making runs to Bien Hoa, some kilometers outside the wall. This is not our territory and we only leave the compound during daylight hours since to do so at night is unwise. In a few months we will probably be moving to our location in the Delta, but this might be postponed until after the monsoon since the area must be cleared and built up.  
      There isn’t much available for purchase here so I would be grateful if you could send me a few hard to get items.  Some sort of mix to flavor water, like cool-aid, only with sugar as the water tasted quite ripe in its raw state. I am going to send you for developing 2 rolls of 35mm film which I took on the boat and convoy. I couldn’t get slide film, so the prints will probably cost quite a bit, but it will be well worth it if they turn out. I am going to send the Kodak home and get a Fujica with electric eye for more ease of picture taking.  If  you could send to me any magazines, paperbacks or other reading matter to spread around the Section it would be enjoyable for all of us.  
[bookmark: _GoBack]      A message is coming in on the teletype now so I will say only, Love, Chris.
