Dear Dad,                                                                                             October 12 1966

       Things are not exactly as I had expected, but they seldom are in the Army.  The first few days were nearly horrifying. This unit is on a crash program to prepare for Vietnam.  As a consequence many minor errors and some major ones occur.  It seems that I should have gone on to Fort Gordon, Georgia for teletype school after all. Nobody seems to know who messed up the orders. At first they decided not to use me at all and transferred me to ammo bearer.  Now I have been reinstated in commo and will operate the teletype equipment as best I can with some on-the-job training. It won’t be too difficult since I already am familiar with the radio components of the rig and have had some typing. At any rate, I should be able to hold my own.  In the midst of all this they’ve promoted me to PFC. 
      Autumn in Kansas is extraordinary.  Pleasant temperature is accompanied by every shade of turning leaf. I believe spring and autumn are much nicer here than in California, but of course the rest of the year is a bitch.
      The Army has dumped a large sum of money in my lap after a long period of denial and I’m sending most of it home so that mom can deposit it in Newport National for me. There isn’t a bloody thing to spend money on around here so I really may have a chance to save some.
      I will have leave around Christmas and tentatively will be shipping out the first of the year unless I am included in the advance party with commo in which case it will be a bit sooner.

Your ever faithful son,
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