Dear Family                                                                                                  Feb 2 1967        

      At the time of this writing I am nearly five thousand miles across the Pacific about two days voyage east of Okinawa at which port we will stop for a day. The sea is mild and the weather warm as it has been for the first nine days of the trip.     
     This being my first ocean voyage of any length, I’m trying to enjoy whatever portion of it that I can. This is made difficult,  however, since we troops are accommodated in the hold, a compartment which holds two to three hundred soldiers impossibly sandwiched on bunks stacked four high and attached to poles so that they run in unbroken lines occupying every available space, from floor to ceiling leaving just enough room for passage of individuals single file. The racks aren’t really too uncomfortable aside from being too short so that one is liable to awake with his buddy’s feet serving as his pillow. However, through continuous and conscientious effort our living quarters are kept spotlessly clean. The food is execrable in good Army tradition; however, they are partially absolved from blame because of the enormous task of feeding nearly two thousand mouths.   
      To regress slightly, I must tell you something of the most remarkable train ride I made from Kansas to Oakland.  Four of us were detailed as security guards for some equipment in a large Conex.  The Army provided us with a special car complete with sleeping quarters, modern kitchen and bathroom with shower.  Unfortunately, this car had a generator which died in the middle of the first night and we spent the remainder of that night and most of the morning stopped in a blizzard without heat or power of any kind.  The next day after much consultation with the Midwest rail workers, who almost all had one cheek puffed out by a large plug of tobacco, we were removed to an old style caboose complete with a coal stove and plenty of coal. This caboose was exactly as I remember the ones on the toy trains.  By climbing a ladder we could get into the observation dome in which we spent all night watching the ascent into the mountains with the lights of Denver falling far below.  Apart from certain discomforts, I thoroughly enjoyed seeing parts of the country completely new to me.  I was able to observe first hand all the intricate and interesting activities of the railroad which one is never aware of when traveling by regular passenger train.  
       We embarked from Oakland on the 12th of January by the troop ship USNS Geiger and will have hit the beach by the time this reaches you. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]       Mrs. Blackwell has the guitar so that it may be played occasionally, which is necessary for such a fine instrument.  You may terminate the insurance which I appreciated, but I’m sure it won’t be needed until I travel with the guitar and then I will reinsure it.  

Love, Chris 
