14 Jan 71
Dear Mom Dad and Fris,

Hi, it's wour long lost son agair. Felt that it was
time to write again. S0 bere T am.

Wall 1'm doing (OK for now. Things here aren 't bad vet,
but 1 'm sure they will get pretty sticky im the next couple
of weeks., Feople around here are so tense you couwld shatter
them with the slightest tap. . I really can’'t blame them
though, it is a shitty situation here. and nobody wanits Lo
be here. The Army 1s fillirmg us with a lot of hypad up
propaganda bullishit, to keep our minds off of what 1= going
on. 1t seems to be working for those of wealk mind. I am =0

glad That T can se@e iight through-®heir ditile games, T 000 Heos anesiy

would hate to fall pray to their brain washing tactics and
become just another mindless zombie doirmg their dirty work.
Dom’t get me wrong, I'11 fight for my countiry and those that
I love, and even those Lthat laved down their lives so 1
could live ag I wanted. But I refuse to do the bidding of a
bunch of corrupt bursaucrats, who think about nothing but
how they are going to make their nmest buck.

Sarry about the negative part of this letter, but | had
to get it off my chest. Bo, now for the positive side. 1
dop't know 1f you have recieved any of my letter vet. The
matl here is so s=low that I could probably swim to the
statez and deliver it before the armvy post offices can. [ o6
the other hand have recieved your cards. They were a godsend
te me. It lifts my spirit so much just to here from you and
civilization. The five minutes of reading vour letters makes
up for weeks of being here in the middle of nowheres.

I started a little thing here that is & littlie bit of =
preoccupation to the people I work wiith. Secreftly when
mobody is looking, I deposit notes that say, YTHE ANIMAL WAS
HERE®, or, "IT’'S ME AGAIN....THE ANIMAL'. Nofody ssemsz to - e —
know who the ANMIMAL iz and svervbody sort of gets a chuchkle
when the ANIMAL strikes. I have sven bheen ablie to slip the
notes in peoples pockets when they aren t looking. It seems
a childish game, but it kesps people’ s minds off of the crap
around here.,

The Bergent Maror came by last week and talked to my
boss about getting a small trailer for his ftruck. kell that
night soms of the guys went on a recon mission and the peext
day the Sgt Maj. had a trailer. When he asked how we oid it
we just salid we have ouwr ways. He seemed totaliy amazed that
we could do it.

Those are just some of the things we do nare for
gntertainment. The list goes on, like scorpion fighting, andg
camle kicking.

Well, I have to go for now, Flease write soon. My mest
to you all, I leve vou and miss you.

Yaur ‘son,
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