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Lily Fisher checked one last time to make sure she had everything. Her apartment, her home for the last four years, looked emptier than she could ever remember seeing it, even on that first day when she had moved in. 
“Am I making a huge mistake?” she wondered out loud, surveying the familiar landscapes of what had been her home. The kitchen counter had hosted many a late night bonding session with her art school classmates and her fellow interns. The living room, now empty of all the furniture she had found new homes for, had been her favorite place to study, relax, read, eat, and do everything from a yoga session to a full-on potato impression after she had finished her first visual arts internship.
The sound of a horn from the street below got her attention, and Lily checked her watch to confirm the taxi was for her. Her first of three flights, the one taking her from Portland to Los Angeles, was leaving in three hours, and she needed to get this long day underway.
She said one last goodbye to her apartment, leaving her keys on the kitchen counter and the door unlocked behind her, before she closed it behind herself for the last time.

      [image: ]At the airport, there wasn’t a single hiccup in the process, as much as Lily might have welcomed one. Still feeling that same sense that this all might be a cosmic mistake that had hit her back in her old home, she would have taken any problems with her luggage or her ticket itself as a sign that maybe she should go back in time and scrap this whole idea.
But her suitcases had been under the maximum weight limit, and because all three of her flights were booked under the same ticket, there were no extra fees for bringing so much luggage on a domestic flight. And even if a small part of her might have enjoyed hearing that she didn’t have a seat on the plane, that there had been some mistake and her boarding pass was nowhere to be found, just a few moments after handing over her passport she was holding it again with all three boarding passes tucked securely inside.
Her bags were checked all the way through, and she wouldn’t have to see or touch them again until she landed in Wellington and would be grounded for the foreseeable future.
Lily sighed at the thought. Tomorrow—or was it actually going to be the day after tomorrow, by the time she landed?—was going to be a new day in a completely new reality. And she was already feeling homesick.
She made herself wait to call her parents until she was through security and had found her way to the gate, stopping to pick up a bottle of water and some snacks first. Lily’s family lived in Wisconsin, a fact her mother had been lamenting with extra enthusiasm lately, so much was she wishing that she could have been at the airport to see her youngest child off on this grand adventure of hers.
With a sigh, she dialed the familiar number.
“Hi, Dad.” Lily’s voice surprised her with how small it sounded escaping her lips.
“Hi, sweetheart,” he boomed in response, his smile big enough for both of them. “How are you feeling? Are you at the airport already? It looks like you’re going to have great weather in Los Angeles and it’s not going to be too different when you get to Sydney, either. I added all the cities you’re stopping in to the weather app on my phone, and of course Wellington is there already. I’ll be keeping an eye on you.”
Unexpected moisture had found its way to Lily’s eyes, and she blinked rapidly to clear it, swallowing down a lump in her throat at the same time. “Thanks, Dad,” was all she managed in response. She wanted to tell him that she would only be in Los Angeles and Sydney for a few hours each, that the weather wouldn’t matter a bit since she wouldn’t even be feeling the fresh air on her skin, but all she managed was a small smile. It was his way of showing that he cared, and she knew it would translate to him tracking every hour of her flight path as well.
“Make sure you get some sleep, okay?” she said, forcing some levity into her tone. “You don’t need to watch the plane fly over the ocean in real time.”
“Well, we’ll see about that,” he said. “Some nights I don’t sleep that well, so if I happen to be awake, then I’ll be keeping an eye on you.”
“So if I feel like I’m being watched, that’s all it is?” Her small laugh was bordering on being genuine now, and she smiled at the image of her dad glued to his phone, refreshing the screen as her plane made its way past Hawaii.
“That’s right,” he replied, his tone lifting at the end. “Here’s your mother, kiddo. She’s reaching for the phone. Before I let her take it, though, I just have to tell you how proud I am of you. And that I love you. And also that I’m really looking forward to coming to visit you. I always wanted to go to New Zealand, especially after seeing Lord of the Rings, and now I have the best possible reason to visit.”
“I love you too, Dad,” was all Lily managed before she heard her mother’s familiar voice ring down the line.
“Oh, you are such softies,” said her mom when she heard Lily’s sniffle. “And that’s why I love you both. Are you excited? Nervous? Feeling everything all at once?”
“Yes to all of it,” said Lily. “I’m not making a huge mistake, am I? Moving so far away? I don’t even know anyone in the entire country and it’s so far away. What if you guys need me? What if something happens, and it takes me a day and a half to get back? This is crazy, isn’t it? Am I being irresponsible? A bad daughter?”
“Oh, dear.” Her mom’s tone had gentled considerably, her voice like a hug from the other end of the phone. “First of all, your father and I would never have let you stay for us. We’re both so happy for you and for this adventure you’re taking. Heck, he’s already looking at tours of Hobbiton on his phone. Yes, Rick, I can see what’s on your screen. This opportunity is too good, and it’s perfect for you. If I had to push you out of the nest to get you to take it, then that’s what I would have done, as much as I do love having you around.”
Lily’s laugh was watery, unsure of what emotion it was expressing. “It’s just so far away, though, Mom.”
“Well, yes it is, dear. And that’s a problem that neither you nor I can solve. But despite your concerns about us, your dad and I are just fine. Not only do we both take umbrage to any sort of implication that we’re getting elderly and infirm and need you as our caregiver, but we just retired and taking trips to New Zealand to visit our youngest daughter is exactly the sort of thing we should be doing. We’re going to be just fine here, and you’re going to have a beautiful life there, and if anything, the distance is going to bring us closer.”
“How do you figure that?”
“Well, we’ll have to be intentional, won’t we? With a time difference like that, we can’t very well just pick up the phone on a whim and have a chat. No, we’ll have to schedule it and treat it like a sacred appointment because that’s what it is.” She sighed then. “You’ll see, Lily. It’s going to be great. What you’re feeling right now is normal, and it’s not a sign that you’re making a mistake. All it means is that you’re stepping out of your comfort zone and it’s making your ego uncomfortable. That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t do it. The opposite, actually.”
“You’re sure about that?” Lily asked, sniffling. “Because I was pretty sure this was going to be a great experience, the sort of thing that would make me grow a lot…but today, I’m definitely doubting it.”
“Ah, that’s the thing, isn’t it? I know I always told you to listen to your gut, to your intuition. But just because you have a strong feeling about something, that doesn’t mean it’s your intuition telling you it isn’t the right thing. You’ve got to differentiate between your gut and your fear. Because being steered by your intuition doesn’t mean everything is always going to feel one hundred percent great all the time. You’re still going to get scared. So you tell me…is that what this is?”
Lily nodded, her next words coming out almost against her will. “It is. I still want to go, and I know it’s for the best, but that doesn’t mean I’m not scared it won’t work out or sad to be leaving everyone behind.”
She could hear her mom sigh, and it sounded like her relief was shared on the other end of the phone line. “That’s what I was hoping you would say,” her mom said. “We’re really proud of you, honey, and all of this is normal. Just keep putting one foot in front of the other, and before you know it, you’ll be settled comfortably into your wonderful new Kiwi life.”
“And we’ll be booking our flights to come visit you!” her dad’s voice boomed, from where he was clearly standing right next to her mom. “So remember this conversation when we’re the ones calling you to say how nervous we are about the flight.”
Lily laughed at that. “You’ll be nervous to come on vacation, Dad? I think I can pretty easily talk you out of that just by sending you pretty pictures of Hobbiton.”
“That’s true,” he said. “Not exactly the same as making an international move. You might not know this about me, but I’m a bit of a nervous flyer.”
“Really?” Lily blinked rapidly, scanning for memories of her dad on an airplane and coming up empty. On every flight they had taken as a family before, she had either been across the aisle from her dad or so engrossed in a book that she couldn’t even conjure up an image of him in that setting. “I had no idea.”
“There’s no shame in it,” her dad said. “It’s a pretty natural fear to have, you know, since it’s so unnatural for us to be up there in the first—”
“Okay, that’s enough,” her mom’s voice cut in, her dad’s voice doing a rapid decrescendo as she increased the distance between them. “Honestly. Does he think he’s going to make you less nervous by sharing all the reasons he’s scared of flying?”
Lily chuckled at that. “It’s okay, Mom. Really. I don’t get nervous on planes, and it’s definitely not because I haven’t thought about it. I just…well, I think it’s really cool that we even get to fly. That I can get on a couple of planes and end up on the other side of the planet. It would take me a hell of a
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