Cold
	
My second tour in the United States Army was served at Fort Greely, Alaska. Fort Greely is situated 100 miles south east of Fairbanks, Alaska and comprised 650 thousand acres of lands. The mission of the Fort was threefold. One was to house the Cold Regions Test Center which tested clothing and gunnery in the severe cold temperatures. The second was to house the Northern Regions School for movement over snow and the third was to provide grounds for training troops to maneuver and fight in the colder temperatures.  I was one of the support personnel.
Arriving around the first of July, 1976, the weather was close to perfect. The summer temperature varied from 55 degrees F in the night time to 75 degrees F in the early afternoon with low humidity. My wife and daughter arrived in early August when housing quarters became available. The very pleasant weather was about to change quickly.  Snow fell on the Labor Day holiday weekend but didn`t stick. By the middle of September, the lakes  froze over and by October, people were driving their trucks onto the lakes for ice fishing. The temperature on October 31, Halloween, was minus 31 degrees F. Needless to say, there was no trick or treating that Halloween.
	December 21, the shortest day of the year, the day light hours were 10 A.M. to 2 P.M. and each day thereafter, there was an additional four minutes of day light each day until June 21, the longest day of the year, when the sun never went down. I was running every day but learned about cross country skiing and promptly purchased some skis and poles and set about learning to cross country ski to take advantage of the snow from October through April each year. I skied on the weekends only because of the limited daylight during the winter months and ran during the work week which I could do in the dark. 
For the bulk of the winter months, the temperature hovered between minus 10 degrees F and plus 10 degrees F. It was zero degrees when I went into the surrounding forest to cut down a tree for Christmas. Many days, it was minus 10 degrees F when I ran and several days it was minus 25 degrees.  My usual running distance was eight and a half miles or about one hour of running.
There was one day that first winter in January, when the temperature got down to minus 50 degrees F. That`s colder than our refrigerator freezers. I heard people say they would toss a glass of water into the air and it wouldn`t make it to the ground at minus 50 degrees but I never tried this myself.  
	I got the bright or crazy idea to cross country ski into the small town of Delta Junction six miles from the Fort on that cold Saturday morning. I wore my under garments, a hooded sweat shirt, long pants and a ski jacket with a pull over ski hat. Drawing the hood down so there was about a four inch opening to look out, I started on the trip to town. Everything was dead silent and white was everywhere. Making my way out the front gate of the Fort, I started down a path next to the highway into town. I finally reached the one restaurant in Delta Junction after an hour and a half of skiing. There were no cars to be seen on the highway. I was the only crazy person out that day. Ice had formed on the opening of my hooded sweat shirt as well as on my eyebrows. The restaurant was actually opened and I found a seat ordering a hot chocolate. The restaurant was chilly, so I left my coverings on and then somewhat reluctantly started trekking back the six miles to the Fort. Cars were not running, so there was only one way back, the way I came, thrusting one ski forward and then the other. Ice formed again on the opening of my hood as well as on my eye brows and my facial cheeks were glowing red. Going back home, there was one lonely car on the road, someone almost as crazy as myself. 
	It felt good to finally get home and relish the feat of skiing 12 miles in minus fifty degrees F weather. Would I do it again? Yes, I did it one more time the next year. Some people never learn.
	

	
