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    To everyone standing at the edge of uncertainty, wondering if God's plan still holds—this story is for you.
May you find peace in the pauses, strength in surrender, and beauty in every detour.
Even when the path bends away from what you hoped for, His hands never let go.
And to the dreamers learning to trust before they understand—keep walking. The Composer is still writing your song.
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Chapter 1 — The Closed Door
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The last Phoenix sunset Naomi “Nomi” Reyes would see as a resident spilled over the stucco houses like a watercolor left out in the rain—pinks running into golds, melting into a final orange sigh. She leaned her forehead on the backseat window of her dad’s borrowed pickup, watching the heat shimmer above the asphalt even in late evening, remembering the way sound behaved in this valley. In Phoenix, her violin had cut clean lines through air that buzzed with cicadas and the distant hiss of sprinklers. Notes lifted, clear and dry, the way a hawk rides thermals. She could still hear her last practice in the empty living room—bare walls, echoing scales, the Bach Partita that felt like a promise.

“In their hearts humans plan their course...” her mother had read that morning, hands on the kitchen island between three half-packed boxes and a church potluck casserole dish that wasn’t theirs. Nomi had finished the verse silently, because she knew it by heart: “...but the Lord establishes their steps.” She’d nodded. She appreciated Scripture. She even believed it. But believing and liking were different things, and the steps the Lord was allegedly establishing were currently steering her away from the city where she’d trained for six years, away from the teacher who knew how to unlock the tightness in her bow arm, away from the conservatory track she could see as vividly as a road map.

Her dad tapped the steering wheel with his forefinger, a habit like a drummer keeping time only he could hear, as they merged onto the highway headed north. “Once we’re out of town, it’ll cool down,” he said, almost cheerfully. “Think of it: pine trees. Crisp air. No summers spent hiding in movie theaters.”

Her mother, in the passenger seat, squeezed his knee. “And a job that doesn’t keep you on call every weekend,” she added. Then she turned around to look at Nomi in the back seat, her eyes warm and tired. “We’ll make it work, mija.”

Nomi forced a smile and dug her phone out of the sweatshirt pocket she’d stuffed it into for the freezing grocery stores they’d stopped at. Her best friend Maddie had texted seven photos from their last sleepover: two of them pretending to be glamorous with Cheeto dust fingers; one of their feet, sandal-tanned, next to the violin case like a third friend; a blurry one of Nomi mid-laugh with her hair escaping the clip. Send me a Colorado snow selfie Maddie had written. Also, remember us little people when you get famous at Fancy Boston Music Place.

Nomi typed, It’s called a conservatory, then deleted it. I don’t know anymore, she wrote instead, thumbs hovering before she hit send. Three dots appeared, then disappeared, then appeared again. Maddie’s reply finally landed: Then we’ll figure out a new dream together. Call me when you get there. Love you. Also take a sweater. For real.

Nomi smirked. She had a sweater. She had three now, actually, because Grandma had insisted on mailing two from El Paso “for weather that isn’t reasonable.” Nomi’s sweaters felt like costumes, like the time their youth group had done a Bethlehem play and handed out shawls and fake coins. She folded the phone into her palms and stared out at the black ribbon of road unspooling into the night.

They had left behind the scholarship letter pinned on the corkboard—We regret to inform you...—and the counselor’s double-spaced, soothing email—Sometimes a detour is the path—and Ms. Hawkins’ hug that smelled like coffee and peppermint gum. They had left behind the tidy narrative. Now they were driving toward a place that might as well have been a fictional setting: Silverpine, Colorado. The name sounded like a postcard and a dare. Nomi pictured a town stitched onto a quilt—one street, a general store, a gas station that sold jerky and snow chains, a school gym that smelled like floor polish and orange slices. She felt herself getting meaner and smaller in her mind, like looking at herself in a funhouse mirror she couldn’t adjust.

Around midnight the highway rose steadily, like they were climbing into a different dimension. Phoenix receded behind them—lights thinning, billboards giving way to dark hills. Stars appeared—not the three or five she could manage in the city, but a whole bowlful. She remembered, to her annoyance, the way Mrs. Caro from church had said, “You’ll see the Milky Way up there! God’s chandelier!” Nomi wanted to tell God that a good chandelier didn’t make up for a stage you’d lost.

They stopped at a rest area where the air had a bite. When Nomi opened the door, it knifed right through the thin cotton of her T-shirt, and her lungs startled at the cold. She wrapped her arms around herself and glanced back to be sure the violin case, wedged between moving blankets, hadn’t shifted. It was her grandmother’s old case, scuffed black with a sticker that said La música es la casa del alma. Music is the home of the soul. Nomi had always believed that. Home wasn’t an address; it was a sound that gave you your name. Tonight, home was strapped into the bed of a pickup under two bungee cords and a blanket that kept flapping in the wind. She tugged the blanket tighter and retied the cords with fingers that ached.

Her mother passed her a travel mug. “Hot chocolate,” she said, like a bribe. Nomi took it and let the steam fog her glasses. She hadn’t needed glasses until last year. Her teacher had said the shift in posture when she’d started wearing them had oddly helped her shoulder loosen. The memory made her chest pinch. She took a sip and felt the warmth unspool down her throat.

“Let’s pray,” her father said, not looking at either of them, the way he did when he knew something might be resisted. He wasn’t loud about faith; he was just stubborn with it, carrying it the way he carried heavy boxes—safely, with his legs, not his back.

Her mother reached for Nomi’s free hand. “I know,” she said before Nomi could roll her eyes, “but humor us.”

They bowed their heads by the truck, the rest area lights buzzing overhead. “Lord,” her father began, “You know this isn’t what we planned. You also know You’ve never once been surprised. Establish our steps, even when we don’t like the road. Help us to recognize Your hand in small mercies. Help us to keep our hearts soft.”

The last part felt aimed at her, and Nomi wanted to protest that her heart wasn’t hard, it was just tired. But she said “Amen,” along with them, because what else was there to say?

They drove the final two hours through a silence that wasn’t empty. Nomi thought of the piece she had been learning for the winter recital—the movement with the runs that made her fingers feel like bees. She whispered them under her breath, ghost-playing notes over the humming tires, hands sketching the bowings in the air. At some point she fell asleep and dreamed of a snow globe with houses inside that were suddenly underwater. In the dream she tried to play, but the bow drifted away like a stick in a river.

She woke to morning light on snow. Not fake, movie-snow, but weather that had settled with authority, frosting every fence post and pine branch. It looked exactly like every postcard and nothing like her life. Her jaw was tight; she uncurled it. This is temporary, she told herself. This is a year. Maybe two. People took gap years. People trained in unexpected places and emerged better for it. She knew those stories. She just hadn’t wanted to star in one.

Silverpine’s main street arrived all at once with a green sign and a speed limit that dared them to slow way down. There was a café called Loaf & Ladle with a chalkboard that promised cinnamon rolls on Fridays, a hardware store with a bell rope on the door, a thrift store with sweaters in the window that looked like they’d come with grandparent hugs. The mountains hunched up on either side like old friends who agreed to meet in the middle without talking much.

Their little rental sat two blocks off the main street, a one-story with an A-frame front and a porch rail. A tall pine reached over it like a hand shading its eyes. The driveway had been shoveled—some kindness from their landlord, Nomi guessed—and the stairs had been brushed clear. Nomi’s dad backed the truck to the walkway, the reverse alarm bleating shyly, like it felt embarrassed to be so loud in the quiet.

“You ready?” he asked, winching a smile. She knew he was watching her the way he watched a fragile box in his arms—a look that was equal parts tender and exhausting.

She jumped down and her feet sank into powder. It squeaked. Snow squeaked. She hadn’t known that. Maddie would demand a recording. Her breath made a small ghost in the air. The neighborhood sounded like a library—a dog barked once, a door closed somewhere, and in the distance a plow hummed.

Inside, the house smelled like clean wood and the faintest lemon. Boxes they had shipped last week sat in a neat line against the far wall of the living room. The living room had a window that framed three pines and a slice of mountain. The heat clanked on like something fixing its throat.

They carried in the first round: a suitcase, a box of kitchen essentials, the basket with the family Bible, a throw blanket that had gone on every couch they’d ever owned. Nomi kept glancing outside to where the pickup held what really mattered, making sure no one was walking by who looked like a thief of classical instruments.

“Why don’t you get the kettle going?” her mother asked after they’d stacked three boxes in the kitchen. “We’ll do coffee and oatmeal and then tackle the big stuff.”

Nomi nodded and set water heating without really seeing the cupboards she was opening. Her hands knew the rhythm of lives starting up in new places. Her parents had done this before she was born—she’d heard the stories. But it had always sounded like adventure when it was their past. In her present, adventure felt like having the floor pulled out and being told to enjoy the sky.

“I’m going to bring in the instruments,” her dad said, and she was moving before he finished the sentence.

“I’ll take the violin,” she said, because she needed to say it out loud. She needed the case in her hands, the way you need a railing when you’re dizzy.

He didn’t argue. He was careful that way, knowing which hills to die on. “I’ll get the keyboard,” he said, heading back down the steps for the digital piano that had given them midnight Christmas carols and early morning warm-ups in apartments where sound traveled too eagerly.

The pickup’s bed was a graveyard of moving blankets, bungee cords, and good intentions. Nomi scooted onto the icy bumper and reached in, fingers stiff in the cold, finding the familiar rectangular weight by touch. The case was colder than she expected, like it had swallowed night. She wrestled it toward the tailgate, then toward her chest, and hugged it like a friend rescued from a crowd. The latches looked normal. She flicked the first one open. The second stuck. She tapped it, muttered “come on,” and tried again. It gave, snapping up with a little sting to her finger.

She should wait, a sane voice suggested. Let it warm up. Let the instrument acclimate to the house. Ms. Hawkins had scolded a kid once for opening his case on a freezing morning and shocking the poor violin.

But sanity and longing were not on speaking terms after the drive. Nomi set the case on the porch bench, kneeling, breath fogging the air. The house behind her was a murmur—her mother unpacking mugs, her father grunting with the weight of the keyboard. The neighborhood was a watercolor. The case was a door. She lifted it.

At first, it looked like a violin. Her brain saw the outline and filled in the rest. Then the outline betrayed her. The top plate didn’t sit flush the way it should. It rose and sagged in the wrong places, like someone had smiled too hard and pulled a face out of shape. The bridge leaned gracelessly to the side, and the strings slackened into a sad triangle. A fine crack feathered near the f-hole, a hairline fracture like a fault in rock. The smell wasn’t the sweet resin she knew but something sour and damp.

Nomi went still. Her breath forgot to come and then remembered all at once and hit the back of her throat. She looked up reflexively at the sky, as if the air could be negotiated with. Then she looked back at the instrument that had sung field trips and funerals and birthdays and all those hours when she wasn’t a girl shifting from one place to another but a musician, stable as a metronome, sure.

“No,” she whispered. It was the smallest word she had, and it was inadequate.

Her father’s boots thudded on the steps, and he stopped, taking in her posture before he took in the problem. “Nomi?”

She couldn’t answer, so she moved aside. He set the keyboard down, gentle like it had bones, and lowered himself to see. He didn’t say anything either. Adults always tried to fix first, words second, but there wasn’t a fix at hand you could offer on a porch.

Her mother came to the doorway, mug in each hand, steam writing brief stories in the cold. “Coffee delivery,” she sang, too bright, then saw the open case and dulled to silence. She set both mugs on the rail with the concentration of a tightrope walker and came closer, one hand gripping the porch post.

“It’s warped,” Nomi said, finally, the words heavy and ridiculous, as if naming it would reverse it. “The top. The bridge. I—I shouldn’t have opened it. It was too cold.”

Her dad shook his head. “It shouldn’t have been out there that long,” he said, the kind of regret that doesn’t need blame. “We should have brought it in first.”

“It’s my fault,” Nomi said, and something inside her curdled at how quickly the sentence arrived. 























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ing
Plan

Trust






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





