




Moving—again and again and again



Julie Folkerts

Where Now?
· Another new home. 
· Another new school.
· Will they make fun of my overbite?  
· Will I be accepted?
· Will making friends be easy this time?
· Will we have friendly neighbors, or will they keep to themselves?
· Will the house, apartment, or trailer be furnished?
· If not, do they have a used furniture store?
· Will I need to share a bed with my younger sister, or will we sleep on aluminum folding cots in our sleeping bags?
· Walk or bus to school?
· Will other survey families relocate here?
· Will a Lutheran church exist, or will we attend another Christian denomination?
· Will I need allergy shots? A new location means new allergies: house dust, mold, mildew, grass, weeds, and trees. 
· The climate will be different.
· How long will we live here?
Statistics show effects on young children who move frequently include:
· Evoking emotions, including sadness, anxiety, excitement, and a sense of loss. Leaving behind familiar surroundings, friends, and routines can contribute to these emotional responses. 
· Frequent moves disrupt kids' friendships and are most problematic for introverted, anxious, and inflexible kids. 
· Stress due to repeated transitions can undermine a child's sense of control over their life. 
· Moving is stressful for kids, leaving behind friends, teachers, and comforts they have grown accustomed to. They have no say in where they're going or what they are leaving behind.
· Research shows that moving during middle school is probably the worst age for changing schools. 
· Researchers tell us that everyone needs time to adjust--often as long as sixteen months. The most stressful time is two weeks before and two weeks after the move. 
Fortunately for me, my parents took moving in stride—it was time to pack up again.

Move #34
Spearfish, South Dakota

I knew little about Spearfish except that mom’s best friend, Delores (whose husband also worked for the USGS), grew up there. Delores shared how beautiful it was in the summer months and that it is a tourist stop between Mount Rushmore and Devil's Tower. 
It was the summer before my sophomore year of high school. I was sixteen and excited about getting my learner’s permit. My parents suggested I find a summer job to keep busy. Working as a motel maid in a busy tourist spot was not my ideal job, but it would have to do. It was a small twelve-unit motel on the edge of town just off the main highway in the direction of the Spearfish Canyon Scenic Byway connecting the city of Lead.  This route has an unparalleled view of the landscape sprinkled with waterfalls, flora, and wildlife.
I worked seven days a week—no days off. I rode my 10-speed bike about a mile to begin work at 6:00 a.m. Another girl, Sarah, and I worked as a team. We would switch chores daily—one took the bathrooms, and the other handled the beds and living area. There is no need to tell you which part I was least fond of.
My other summer pastime found me at the local swimming pool. I became great friends with the pool manager, Gary.  He was in his late twenties and married. We enjoyed flirting with each other. As a budding photographer, he asked me to model for him—posing at the pool and in a field full of sunflowers. That greatly affected my self-esteem, as I was a little short on that.  Later, he told me he submitted the photos to Seventeen magazine. I never heard if they were liked.


Move #43
Culbertson, Montana 

	This work assignment for Dad began with an endless drive—799 miles from Denver, sixty miles from the Canadian border, and twenty-three miles west of the North Dakota state line. The town was small, with only about 700 citizens, and with the Missouri River winding nearby. 
	To try to meet people, my sister and I drove my parents' large gray Imperial up and down the short main street. Met with fascinating looks, always inquisitive about new girls in town, guys would motion for us to stop in a nearby grocery store parking lot. It felt safe enough, and fortunately, it was. 
	On our first outing, we met Randy and Bob riding in a shiny blue and white Mustang. Bob was friendly, but Randy caught my eye immediately. Brown hair, blue eyes, gorgeous white, straight teeth, about 5’11”, with a fun spirit. We chatted for about an hour and then invited them to our rental house to continue our conversation. I knew Dad would appreciate having us close by.
	The evening ended with a spring in my step and glassy eyes--I felt an immediate attraction to Randy. Each day after work, Randy came by and began to show me around Culbertson, introducing me to his friends. He invited me to his family’s ranch west of town for dinner to meet his younger brothers and parents. I felt he was as intrigued with me as I was with him. We were both twenty—the summer of 1978.
	One summer day, when Randy was at work, washing the outside windows of a mustard seed mill, the forklift basket broke, plunging him thirty-five feet to the ground, landing on his face. He was life-flighted to Billings for traumatic care.

Move #43
Culbertson, Montana – Continued (part 2)

	Randy’s best friend, Bob, came to deliver the news about Randy, and I lost it. He hugged me as we sat on the cold, cement steps. In shock, all that came out of my mouth were questions. Does Billings have a trauma hospital? Are his parents with him? Will he be okay? Bob’s answer to these questions drove me deeper into despair. My crying became sobbing and heaving.
	Bob answered, “From what Randy’s mom shared earlier, Randy broke his nose, his jaw, his cheeks, most of his teeth were chipped or gone, and the eggshell-type bones behind his eyes were shattered. Surgeons can’t begin surgery until the swelling has subsided.”  Bob said he would let me know if he heard anything further.
	Barely able to walk back into the house, Mom was waiting for me. We hugged as I recounted Bob's news. I then staggered to my tiny room, crawled into my sleeping bag on the aluminum cot, buried my face in my pillow, and balled for what seemed like hours.
How could this horrible accident occur to someone so special? How long would Randy be in Billings? I knew it was only about six more weeks before we would be moving back south again.  Dad’s assignment was a short one.
The following day, after work, Bob appeared at the door to ask if I would like to go to Billings with him to see Randy. Of course, I did, but I was scared. What would Randy look like? Could I keep it together?
Billings was 300 miles or a six-hour drive. We started the following morning and would stay with his friends or in hotel rooms with Randy’s family.

Move #43
Culbertson, Montana – Continued (part 3)

	Arriving in Billings after the long drive from Culbertson, and at speeds I had never traveled, Bob pulled into the motel where Randy’s family was staying. Upon entering the room, they jumped up to hug and welcome us. 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 too many questions, so I let it go. I will see for myself tomorrow.
	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—he was driving. Arriving at his friend Sandy’s house, I was introduced. 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 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. Take a deep breath. Be strong. Don’t cry. As I stepped in the room, my eyes immediately… 	

Move #43
Culbertson, Montana - (Conclusion)

My eyes immediately focused on the tubes, cords, and monitors hooked to Randy. His head and face were severely swollen, with his forehead three times its normal size. His jaw was wired shut. His eyes were sunken, black and blue sockets, and his head bandaged up, much like a mummy. Fight with all you have. Grab Bob’s arm. Don’t collapse.
	With his family present, I was at a loss for what to say, but I managed to whisper, “Praying for you.” Not knowing if Randy knew we were there, Bob and I left after a few minutes. We will return tomorrow for another go-round. 
Recovery would be a long road with many surgeries ahead. The doctor asked for a recent picture to give to the plastic surgeon. I volunteered one of the only pictures I had of Randy—I didn’t want to part with it, but I understood the need.
	Before leaving Culbertson, we invited friends we’d made over the summer for a going-away party. Unknown to me, Randy had returned from Billings. Accompanied by his brothers, Randy walked into the backyard. I had to take a second look before I realized it was him. Randy asked if he could speak to me alone. Grabbing my hand, we walked to the front of the house. He began, “I wanted you to know that if this accident hadn’t happened, I was going to ask you to marry me. Now, so much has changed. It wouldn’t be right to ask now.”
I was speechless. How should I respond? What could I say that was compassionate? I dug deep inside and said, “Don’t worry about that now. You need to finish your surgeries and continue healing.” We hugged, and I whispered, “I’ll continue to pray for you.”


