Dear Family                                                                                            June 7 1966
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      For the past two weeks we’ve been in the field.  The majority of the training consisted of firing our weapons.  Tomorrow we’re going back out to qualify.  I really had a lot of fun while we were encamped.  The countryside is so beautiful this time of year and we got to see plenty of it. We had night marches and surprise attacks to give us a little taste of combat. I also discovered that it is possible to bath out of a canteen if not much fun. For the entire we were not allowed to separate ourselves from our weapons. We carried them even while attempting to eat.  I got the camera and thank you very much. I believe I got some good pictures which I will send home. The hardest part of the field problem was the 19.5 mile march back.  It was hot and we were weighted down with about 30 pounds of equipment; almost everyone made it through.  I was in front of the Platoon, being assistant squad leader, and had to keep the pace up.  I have a picture of myself right after we arrived at the barracks. I look like I have just fought off a whole battalion.  
      I received the money order but haven’t been able to cash since we are restricted to the company area.  Starting this week we will have the freedom to use the PX but we cannot leave the small camp area for the entire length of basic training.  There is no such thing as a weekend pass and even if there were there is no place to go.  My guitar is being taken care of by Mrs. Blackwell because she knows how to keep it from cracking in dry weather.
      We have now reached the half-way point in our training and the most difficult part is over.  From here on out we will be learning hand to hand combat and working in our little Vietnamese village along with jungle warfare orientation.  This may sound corny, but the little bit I’ve given about training here should not be discussed.  It’s certainly not classified, but then it’s really not supposed to be known by the general public.  
      We’ve been told now that all of us will stay with this unit for our entire hitch. The prospect of being a foot soldier for the next two years and probably in Vietnam is not one I relish.  I’ve been offered the opportunity to go to Officer Candidate School and I am looking into this possibility. It would mean a longer hitch but also 5 times as much pay and considerably better working conditions.  Yesterday we qualified on our weapons, since the pencil part of this letter is being written two days after the ink portion.  Our company had the highest average of the battalion and my platoon was second overall in battalion.  My score was fair considering my inability to see most of the targets.  The ones I did see, I was able to blast.   The range is spread out in a field with threes and brush scattered throughout.  The firer is given a magazine of ammunition and waits for a target to pop up. You must locate the target and shoot it in five seconds. At around 300 meters, these targets are awfully small and hard to see.  
      I’ve gained twelve pounds in my six weeks in the Army.  This doesn’t surprise me because they really feed us well here. It’s one of the CO’s favorite jobs. He checks periodically to make sure we’re getting quality and quantity.
      When I get back I know I am going to be in good physical condition. We have a gung ho physical training instructor whose favorite is the push-up.  As a matter of fact I do an average of 200 a day since this is the favorite means of punishment, beatings being outlawed. A recruit may be given pushups for everything from a dirty belt buckle to scratching his nose in formation. An outsider would wonder at seeing half a dozen soldiers at any one time doing pushups at the side of the road with the company waiting in formation.
      I trust the whole family is happy and well.  Give my love to Muzzy. I’m sure she sees these letters, so make a date with Mrs. Smorgasbord for lunch.  I want to write separate letters to everyone but the cadre gives us to eat and defecate and not much else.  What’s Pam doing and is Bo still swinging from trees?

Love, 
Chris 

