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The Long Road Ahead

	Arriving in Billings after the long drive from Culbertson, and at speeds I usually didn’t travel, Bob pulled into the motel where Randy’s family was staying.  Upon entering the parents’ room, they hugged and welcomed Bob and me.  Looking around the room, I noticed how cluttered and crowded it was.  I questioned whether I could fit in the small space with everyone else. 
	The family had recently returned from the hospital, where they had sat with Randy and questioned the doctors as they made their rounds. Asking how Randy was, his mother responded, “As good as can be expected at this time.”  What did that mean? I had no idea. Was he conscious? In a coma? Could he talk? I was afraid to ask questions, so I just let it go.  I would see for myself the following day.
	Bob and Randy had friends who now lived in Billings, so Bob suggested we stop by and see them. I went along with whatever Bob wanted—after all, he was driving. Arriving at Sandy’s house, I was introduced to the roommates. Sitting in their living room, Sandy’s boyfriend grabbed a large glass water pipe, which they called a bong. What is that for? I quickly learned it was to smoke pot.
	Within minutes of passing the pipe around, they politely asked if I’d like a smoke. I tried to be graceful when saying “NO.” I didn’t do drugs, I never did, and I didn’t plan on starting. So, for the rest of the evening, I sat and listened to all their memories about Randy while inhaling secondhand marijuana smoke. 
	Arriving at Randy’s room the next day, following Bob, I stopped suddenly, afraid to enter—deep breath. Be strong. Don’t cry. As I stepped in, my eyes immediately (to be continued)
	
