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The sky was a masterpiece. Bold, passionate strokes of deep purple were 

laced with puffs of orange and splashes of blue and pink to create the perfect 
evening sky. Rolling hills sat proudly in the distance, nestled in a haze of gentle 
mist and a soft breeze brought the sweet scent of fresh rain. It was absolutely 
beautiful. Beautiful and bittersweet. 

Emmerleigh closed her eyes and took a deep breath, taking it all in. As her eyes 
fluttered open, she smiled and settled her chin on her knees that were pulled up 
tight to her chest. She would miss the autumn evenings the most, the few 
precious moments when the sky was afire with color and everything in nature 
seemed to hold its breath and melt into the mist as the sun shimmered out of 
sight. 

It had only been a few hours ago that her parents had said they were moving, but 
it felt like years. So many emotions and thoughts had raced in her mind since the 
words were uttered. The weight of the news had been staggering. Emmerleigh 
had spent almost her entire life in the small Romanian town she called home. It 
was a part of her. She was a part of it. Her life was hard, just like anyone elseʼs 
and she had her struggles and challenges, but life seemed so simple and slow  in 
her sleepy town nestled in the mountains. She thrived in the quiet peace that 
seemed to always exist so far away from the rest of the world. Her family didnʼt 
even have internet, which her brothers thought was the greatest injustice to ever 
befall mankind. Emmerleigh didnʼt mind it, though. It was so nice to escape. 

She knew that someday they would move, the time would have to come. But the 
destination was what shocked her. New York City. At first, she was in denial. New 
York City? The one with all the hustle and bustle? The one that was one of the 
hubs of the world? Compared to her quaint European town, it seemed like a 



nightmare. A nightmare that leaves you sweating in bed, afraid to even blink, with 
chills racing up your spine. 

She shuddered and pulled her knees closer to her chest. Her long, brown hair fell 
in the waves over her shoulder, warming her neck. The scene stretched out 
before her looked liked it belonged in a childrenʼs fairy-tale book. It was 
enchanting. She had been coming to the spot ever since she was little. Just a 
ten-minute walk from the house, it was close enough that her parents had no 
need to worry, yet far enough to give her space to think and pray. A semi-circle of 
tall trees surrounded a bare patch where a single stump sat, weathered with age. 
Emmerleigh liked to imagine how old it was, who else had sat there and thought. 
Maybe a knight from the Middle Ages had paused on his way to battle. Maybe an 
inspiring artist had sat and dreamed during the days of the Middle Ages. Perhaps 
a hunted scientist had pondered the starry heavens during days of religious 
persecution. Or maybe a small girl used it as a table for a tea-party during the 
days of the Great War. The possibilities were endless. It was part of the magic of 
the spot. 

A gust of wind sent the leaves rattling and blew  away her daydreams. She 
suddenly felt so small and alone. With a towering forest behind her, a limitless 
sky before her, and a looming city in her future, she was well aware of her 
insignificance to the world. 

The wind grew  colder and her body started to ache from being the in the same 
huddled position for so long. Small tears started their long journey from her soft, 
brown eyes to the tip of her pointed chin. How could she leave this place? She 
needed to be there. She needed to hear the unique language. She needed fresh 
bread from the local bakery every morning. She needed to have her friends. She 
needed her distance from the world. She needed her quiet times in the 
mountains. She needed it all. 

An ache started to form in the pit of her stomach and slowly grew, until her whole 
body pounded with grief and frustration. No one understood, no one could 
understand, and no one ever would. 

New  York would be busy and rough. No one would have time for a girl who 
daydreamed and believed that fairytales existed. Sheʼd be a deer in the 
headlights. She was used to her small, home church and her parentʼs ministry 
with the locals. How could they find that in New York? 



Her body shook with sobs that seemed to suddenly take over her body. After 
letting herself cry, she put her hand down to stable herself and felt the cool 
surface of her Bible. 

She used the back of her hand to wipe away remaining tears and pulled her well-
worn Bible into her lap. Her fingers clumsily thumbed through the thin pages, 
looking for a specific verse. She finally found the verse she was looking for, but 
she couldnʼt see anything because of the strong gusts of wind that sent her hair 
whirling. As she pushed back her hair, her Bible fell to the ground. Tears of 
frustration streamed down her face. 

She reached down, yet again, to pick up her Bible when she noticed an index 
card on the ground. She picked it up. In large, swirly black letters were the words 
written: “God watches over the sojourners.” -Psalm 146:9

Holding back her hair with one hand, Emmerleigh let her other hand trace the 
words slowly. She kept tracing the words until they felt ingrained on her finger 
tips. She shut her eyes tightly and let her mind wander back to when she had first 
written on the note card. 

Vivid memories of sitting, huddled on a plane, praying that God would save her 
flashed across her mind. The lights on the air plane were flickering and the 
trembling voice of a flight attendant repeatedly told the passengers to stay calm. 
Every few minutes a sob would escape from her bright red lips. 

Flying home from a mission trip, Emmerleigh was completely alone on the 
turbulent-ridden flight. As panic began to seize her heart, she held her Bible close 
and began to pray. As she prayed, she remembered a verse one of her leaders 
had shown her on the last night. She continually repeated the soothing words in 
her head for the remainder of the flight. 

A few  days later, once again on safe, sturdy ground, she had written the verse on 
the note card to remember when she had called upon the Lord and He had 
answered her. 

One year later, she held the same note card in the palm of her hand and let the 
words comfort her. Just as she had on the flight, she felt herself aching and 
wondering what was happening to her safe, steady world. She felt herself free-
falling into the pit of the unknown, fear filling every crack in her breaking heart. 



But as she looked at the note card, she sensed peace filling her body. She had 
called on the Lord before and He had answered her. He had been there for her. 
And He would be there for her again. 

Emmerleigh took a deep breath of the fresh, mountain air and smiled - a small, 
hard smile, but a smile. She clutched her Bible to her chest and started back 
down the path to her house.


