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Julie Folkerts
Day Two – 3 Day Challenge
5-18-23

Leaving Friends Again

	The transfer orders arrived.  Dad would complete the current assignment in Harlowton, Montana, and move south to the new assignment in Lovington, New Mexico.  It was November, but we would arrive before Thanksgiving. Each time Dad was transferred, it involved my leaving new friends I had recently made in the summer and started the new school year with. Sadness filled my heart.
	Dad’s enthusiastic announcement relayed his excitement for the new location that evening at dinner.  “Lovington is only one and a half hours drive to Carlsbad Caverns National Park,” Dad said with a big grin.  “I’ve always wanted to see all the rock formations.”
	Mom answered, “Time to get the boxes out and begin packing again.”
	“Already, Dad,” I stated with a heavy sigh.  “I’ve made such great friends here, and they’ve accepted me and treated me like one of the group.”
	Dad responded, “Julie, you know that’s what we must do for my job. I understand it’s sometimes hard to leave the friends you’ve made, but you’ll make new ones.  I thought you would be getting used to it by now.”
	“Dad, I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to it, but it doesn’t mean I like it,” I dismally stated.  “Maybe once we could stay in one place for a whole year!” I said as I stormed to my room.
	Tears welled up as I sat on my bed, thinking about another move to a new place in a different state.  I’d need to make new friends again.  Start new classes and join the band.  So many questions with no answers.  I pushed all my prized stuffed animals to the floor, nestled under the covers, and placed the pillow over my face as I cried.  I didn’t want to appear weak.  Eventually, I cried myself to sleep.  
	
	
