Alaska
	After 39 months, I finished my first United States Army tour in Germany and headed for my next assignment, the 172nd Brigade in Alaska. My wife, daughter and I started the trip from the Frankfurt, Germany air terminal flying to New York City, then to Miami, Florida to visit a sister and family. Then we flew to St. Louis, Missouri to visit my family. After visiting with my family for a week and buying a car, we drove to the sand hills of Nebraska to visit my wife`s family. After a week, I started the long drive alone without my family as family quarters were not available at that time.
	I made my way north to Interstate 90 in South Dakota and then west through Montana and Washington to Seattle, Washington. I checked in with the ferry boat service for registration and then a couple of days walking around the city. The morning of departure, the sun was out bright with the blue sky as the back drop. The ferry gave a few toots as it pulled away from the dock and made its way out of the city and into the inner water way. The trip was to last three days but after a day and a half, the Ferry turned around and proceeded back to the dock. One of the two engines broke down and needed repairs. I took this opportunity to again walk around the city. Two days later, the Ferry was back pushing through the inner water ways. The ride was relaxing taking in the birds flying around chirping and dipping into the water to pluck out a fish while the humpback whales were rolling over seemingly unconcerned about the Ferry with its rumbling engines and water wake in the rear. 
	We passed the capital city of Juneau without stopping but it looked like a cute little city placed at the bottom of a mountain range.  Another day of travel ended the trip at Haines, Alaska. Driving off the Ferry, I started on the highway to the Alaska-Canadian Highway, about a four hour drive. Finally on the Al-Can highway, I started the 200 mile trip to Delta Junction, the end of the highway. The road was all white with fairly large gravel rocks making the ride something other than smooth. There was the constant sound of the tires rumbling over the rocks. Some travelers driving the total 1,300 miles of the highway actually lose a tire or two.
	My new assignment, Fort Greely, was six miles from Delta Junction. Turning left, I followed the highway alongside the 800 miles pipeline to the entrance with a big sign in front -“Fort Greely”. Driving through the entrance, I looked around contemplating my home for the next two years. 
	
