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September 2008

With umbrella firmly held and tears whispering down her cheeks, Janelle braved the chilly winds and the rain that had started in the early morning. Brushing tears aside she trudged around turbulent Lake Como in St. Paul, Minnesota. Finally, she stopped and walked off the path to stand at the edge of the lake. Watching the raindrops form spreading circles on the silver water, she miserably wiped away more tears with a tissue. Daniel, I miss you. The pain of loss was as fresh as the day her husband died one year ago to the day.

Paul wondered at what had possessed him to go for a walk on such a cold and rainy day. His tennis shoes were soaked to his socks, and his black umbrella did little to stop the splattering rain. Paul’s gaze swept over picturesque Lake Como to the well-maintained Victorian houses across the street.  A plethora of various types of trees edged the mile and a half path which was generally a popular place for pedestrians, bicyclists, and inline skaters. Today, however, the path was virtually devoid of people.

Paul had lesson plans to write for his college courses. Classes would begin in a week, and he should have been done with them already. So, why was he walking around the lake? Was he really all that restless? 

Paul’s mind meandered as the houses and trees one by one slid behind him. He had his faith. He had his career. Yet there was something more he wanted. He felt unfulfilled, and restlessness had become a way of life for him. He still struggled with the pain of a broken heart. 

Paul heaved a heavy sigh. The pain was still as fresh as the day Cally said she loved another man. They had been friends for many years, and he had always believed one day he’d marry her. The day Cally married Michael, Paul cried inside as he wore a smiling mask. When alone that night, knowing she was in her new husband’s arms, he cried bitter tears. When he spent time with her now, he pretended his heart was whole. Only he knew how much he ached to have her as his own. 

As the ducks played their games in the water beside him, he wondered when the rain would let up.

And then Paul saw her.

Standing at the edge of the lake with her shoulders shaking, the woman bit her knuckle as tears stained her face. Paul felt immediate compassion for her, and he slowed. He did not know whether to walk on and leave her to her privacy or offer comfort. Stuck in indecision he offered up a prayer for the woman, wondering what the Lord would have him do. While he prayed, the woman's head turned, and their eyes met.

Before she looked away Paul saw the naked pain on her face. Paul paused. Pain like hers should not be borne alone. He made his decision and walked to the woman, stopping five feet away from her. He studied her profile. She appeared to not be glamorous looking or even beautiful. Her brown hair hinted with gold hung in lush waves over her shoulders. She was neither slight nor heavy, but her appearance was irrelevant to him. All he could see in this moment was her pain, and it was that pain that spoke out to him most. However, when she turned her dark, onyx eyes up to his again, he saw the rareness of a pure soul, and it was that purity of soul that drew him in.

Janelle’s eyes were held captive by the tall man standing next to her. His blue eyes studied her intently, and a look of compassion marked his face. In one quick glance, she took in his thick sandy-brown hair and neatly trimmed beard. His appearance struck her at once. He was beautiful.

However, she felt exposed and did her level best to stop herself from crying. She sucked in a deep, steadying breath and offered the man a tentative smile. For the life of her she didn't know why he stood so close to her. Her eyes met his once more. Something about him eased the ache in her heart for the barest of moments. Kindness, compassion—he offered both with his eyes. She gave him another weak smile.

The corners of his mouth lifted gently. He looked out over the lake and then back at her. In a tenor voice, he said, “I saw you crying...”

Janelle turned to face the lake as she brushed aside tears with another tissue and drew in a breath. She heard him say, “I... ah... I thought you could use a friend.”

Janelle didn't know what to say. She heard the compassion in his kind, caressing voice and felt comforted by it. She stared out over the gray lake, and out of her peripheral vision she saw him turn to face the lake as well.

Paul continued in his inability to speak, and yet he had a sense he should stay. In his heart, he prayed for the Lord’s leading and for the woman next to him. The rain finally stopped, and Paul shook his umbrella and slid it shut as the woman did the same.

After standing in silence several moments, the woman said in a small voice, “My husband died a year ago today.”

Inadequacy struck Paul. How could he be able to offer condolence to so young of a woman already a widow? “I’m sorry.” He knew nothing else to say. The woman drew in a shaky breath. 

After a time, Paul asked, “Do you want to talk about it?”

A quick nod and another shuddered breath, she met Paul’s eyes and quickly looked away. “He had a brain tumor.” Her voice caught and tears fell silently down her cheeks.

Paul’s heart broke for her.

“He lived for two years with it. A year longer than they said he would, but ...” She drew in a teary breath. “But not as long as I wanted him to.” Her voice caught with every word, and then she cried again.

Paul set his umbrella on the ground and stepped closer to her. Unsure of what he should do he draped a comforting arm around her shoulders. She dropped her umbrella, covered her eyes, turned in his arms, and, shaking, pressed her hands and brow into his chest.

To Janelle the wound felt as fresh as the day Daniel died. For one year, she made valiant efforts to go on living as she cared for her two children. Within a week she would be going back to school. She wanted to be an English teacher. 

Her husband’s life insurance would last for many years. He had been smart. Well before his illness he bought a life insurance policy that would cover his income, and one year before he had been diagnosed, he took out a disability policy to cover expenses in the event he became sick and was unable to work. Daniel was a man who invested religiously. Credit cards were used only as a tool, and he bought used cars and ran them into the ground. As a result of her husband’s diligence and forethought, Janelle had more than enough money to live on, but it had been her childhood dream to be a teacher.

After he died, she went on living, her faith keeping her strong. She smiled. She laughed, but bone deep grief continually penetrated her. Today she came to the lake where her husband and she often walked to say goodbye again. Her son and daughter were visiting her parents, and she anticipated being alone—only her memories as company. She didn't expect to be held in a stranger’s arms.

Janelle rarely gave in to tears. She had to be strong. She had to take care of her husband when he could barely move his arms and legs. She had to feed him, bathe him, dress him, but she would have preferred caring for him like that forever rather than face life without him.

Solid arms had come about her. She had not been held in a man’s arms like this since her husband became sick. It both bewildered and comforted her. Who was this stranger who saw her need? Did God send him here? For these past three years she had her Savior’s arms wrapped around her. For three years she had imagined His embrace. Had He come down to hold her in the flesh?

Who was this man? 

Why did she allow herself to be held? However, in some strange way, it felt releasing to cry in someone’s arms. She felt free to finally let go of her emotions and allow grief to have its way.

Paul patted the woman’s back. He fit her frame to his much larger one not knowing why he felt prompted to hold her. He only sensed he needed to. Paul’s eyes clouded with tears. He let them spill down his cheeks. He felt God’s love for her and His compassion while His presence pressed in around Paul and cold tingles spread throughout his body.

He could imagine the Lord saying, “Hold her as I would hold her, son. If you wanted to be there for Me in Gethsemane, then be here for her now. Be Me. Be My arms. Hold her for Me.” Now Paul knew why he had come to the lake that day. The Lord had an appointment for him.

All Paul could do was hold her while she cried and silently pray God would heal her wounded heart. A scripture came to his mind, and he felt prompted to say it aloud. “Do not be anxious about anything, but in everything, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving present your requests to God. And the peace of God which transcends all understanding will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus.” The moment he began speaking those words, the woman stilled.

Janelle’s heartbeat quickened as she felt the Spirit of God flow through her body. Those had been the same words she had memorized and repeated over and over in her mind all these many years. When she heard of her husband’s tumor, those words had come to mind. When her husband died, those words had come again, and now the words screamed to her one more time. Janelle knew now this was no chance encounter. This had been planned by someone bigger than she.

God had known she needed His physical arms, and He had sent someone to hold her. There were many times in the past three years she longed for her Savior’s embrace. She wanted His physical touch. She only imagined what it would be like to be held by Jesus’ actual arms. She thought then the ache would lesson. 

At the end of his life, Daniel could not embrace her. His kisses stopped being what they once had been, and she wished and longed then and now for a physical intimacy her husband could no longer give her. She felt ashamed of these desires. It was not what she thought she should have needed, but to be kissed again by a man’s lips ... She wanted to know within her heart Jesus understood her cravings.

It was time for Him to answer her prayer. Just this once she wanted to feel lips against her own. She would imagine her Lord had finally come for her. She didn't know where that desire came from, but she did hope for something—someone to cling to even for a moment. Maybe then dark night would give its way to light. 

Nothing made sense to her. This man was a stranger. Why had God sent him to her? For what purpose? Was he an angel? Was he the one to be the vessel for Heaven’s touch? It did not make any sense. Was Jesus with her? What did He want from her? Was this her answer?

Yes, Janelle missed her husband—desperately so, but she missed God more. She longed for an intimacy with Him that surpassed her imagination. Her life had been so very hard, and nothing seemed certain. Her faith which had once been so pure and innocent was now shaken. She had trusted the Lord for everything, but then the unspeakable happened. Loss gripped her so very often, and it was difficult for her to find her way in the shifting maze of her emotions.

Janelle struggled for breath, and then she stilled, feeling the man’s arms about her. For three years, she had not felt so secure. It was uncanny, really, to have a stranger offer her comfort, but maybe he wasn't a stranger. Maybe he was God’s messenger. Deep in her heart she believed this man represented the Lord’s grace and compassion.

At one time, she would have found her behavior odd. Only her husband had ever truly embraced her, but Daniel was gone. She no longer had him to cling to, and when he was sick, he clung to her. She had no one but God.

So many thoughts filled Janelle’s head that she could not pick one out from the jumbled mess, but suddenly she wanted to be kissed. She hadn't been kissed for so long, and something in her wanted to feel passion again. She didn't know why. Maybe she just wanted to feel alive again. The physical passionate part of her had long since been buried, but now longing formed in her. She could not justify her yearnings because they didn't make any sense.

She pulled away briefly to dab at her eyes and nose with her bunched-up tissues. Then she buried her face in the man's chest again. She felt stillness creep inside of her while other feelings took over. She hadn't felt passion in so many years, and she didn't know why she was feeling this way now. She didn't even know who he was, but it was beginning not to matter. She just wanted to feel something beautiful and different from the ache of loss. This makes no sense why I want to be kissed. I don't know him. He doesn't know me but being in a man's arms after so many years makes me feel. . . feel alive. Just for a moment let me forget all my pain. Let me enjoy a man's embrace even if it is just for this moment.

Paul had never felt more confused in his life. This weeping woman he held was a perfect stranger. Paul was never one to be free with his affections. He honored women above all but God. They were precious—to be revered and held dear.

He had only ever kissed Cally—and that had only been twice, because he believed in keeping himself pure. In a sexually free culture, Paul was an oddity. Love meant something to Paul. He aimed for holiness. He loved God with devotion, and he always wanted to do the will of his Father. Whatever was noble, praiseworthy, or true—Paul did his best to dwell on those things. He read his Bible most days, and he did his best to have his life be a prayer. At times, he heard the Lord whisper in his heart—the Spirit tested against scripture and what would be true of God’s character. Paul strove not to stray from the Lord’s teachings, and goodness and kindness were his aims. Paul knew himself to not be perfect but made perfect by the love and blood of his precious Savior.

So, when in his heart he felt a prompt to kiss the woman in his arms, he felt at once stunned by the thought. It seemed to come from somewhere out in left field. 

“Kiss her, Paul.” A whisper floated in his mind. “Kiss her for Me.”

No, Lord. This cannot be you. You know I believe in guarding my heart. I take seriously the notion I should have pure thoughts of women. This cannot be you, Lord.

“Kiss her.”

Where is this thought coming from? This idea is so foreign to me. What would this woman think?

“Kiss her.”

This does not make any sense! Paul screamed in his mind. Paul’s heartbeat quickened.

She pulled back and looked up him. His blue eyes found hers, the color of dark chocolate mixed with caramel. Her tear-stained cheeks, red rimmed eyes—she looked to be the prettiest woman he had ever beheld. She deserves reverence. I don’t kiss strangers. Lord, there has to be some mistake. I’m not hearing You correctly. Lord, this cannot be You.

She bit her bottom lip and looked up at him with eyes full of trust and expectation.

Their eyes held and held.

The tears that had been shining in her eyes were blinked away. Paul struggled for breath. In all his thirty years, he had never held a woman like this. Something quickened in his heart. He felt tremendous compassion for her. Her husband had died.

She looked up at him.

He looked down at her.

“Kiss her,” the thought came again.

Whether or not he should. . . whether or not he was right. . . whether or not he had God’s blessing. . . he bent his head and pressed his lips to hers.

His arms tightened around her as her arms crept up over his shoulders. His lips explored hers, and her lips sought his.

Passion bloomed between them in all its decadent colors.

Paul felt he could not get close enough to her. He had never once in his life felt this way. He didn't ever want to stop kissing this slight woman who invited him into her arms. He held her more firmly to him as his lips danced with hers. His thoughts fled to be replaced with feeling. His tongue tangled with hers as he tasted her. This intimate moment shouted at him, and all he could think was he wanted this to go on and on. He wanted her with every part of him, but it was more than physical. Her kisses flew him to Heaven—a Heaven he had never experienced before. Now that he knew what passion was, he wanted more. His mind felt drugged with the intensity of desire he did not know could even exist for him, and it didn't even matter to him he didn't know her.

Janelle felt like she was coming undone. She answered each invasion of his lips and tongue with increasing fervor. She had not felt like this for so long, and she didn't care she had never even seen the man before today. The longer she kissed him the more she felt as if he were the fulfillment of Heaven's promise to her. His arms drew her tightly to him, and she knew as her ardor grew, he was being as stirred up as she. Janelle understood the pleasure of a man's lips, and the part of her that had been sleeping was waking up. Her fingers tingled as she ran them through his hair.

But these feelings were not just physical for her. Her heart, too, was beginning to awaken to the mystery of love. She didn't even know his name, but in some part of her being she knew he was who she needed in that moment. She knew him in an elemental way, and her spirit danced as her body felt delicious delight.

The kiss tingled the deepest places in Paul’s heart as his body awoke to ecstasy. He wanted to be even closer to her as he held her, never wanting to let her go. Though they were strangers, some part of him felt as if he had known her for an eternity. Her kiss shook the foundations of his existence. It was as if his sole purpose for living was to be there for her kiss.

They clutched each other, not wanting to let the other go. Their passion flowered even more, and sparkles danced in their bodies and hearts. A century passed as they explored each nuance of sensation.

Paul wanted to be a part of this small woman, not just in body but in soul and heart too. He didn't know such bliss could be found in holding a woman. For all his adult years, he had never allowed himself to feel this way. He believed fervently he would make a rational choice over who he would love. Did he love this woman? How could he? He didn't even know her name, but he wanted to hold her forever. He didn't want this to ever end.

Janelle 's heart beat faster than she could count its throbs. Her uneven breaths tangled with his. With every part of her she wanted their embrace to continue. However, reason set in, and she pulled her lips off his, even though her want of more swirled around her. She came to her senses then, and she broke apart from him. She leaned back in his arms and looked into the blue of his eyes.

Paul's passion-hazed gaze met hers.

In a quiet voice, he could barely hear, she said, “Thank you.” She placed her hands along his cheeks. “Thank you.”

Mutely, Paul nodded, and he sucked in a shuddered breath. He didn't know what to do—or what to say.

She stepped out of his arms, picked up her umbrella, met his eyes one last time, and turned to walk away.

Paul wanted to call after her. “Let her go, Paul,” the thought came to his mind. Paul felt staggered. None of this made any sense. I don't even know her name.

****
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JANELLE WALKED BRISKLY back to her car. She enjoyed the bliss of being embraced just as she had longed for. I don't even know his name, but I'll forever be thankful for him—this stranger—for touching my life.

She placed her fingers on her lips. She could still feel his lips pressed to hers. Why hadn't she stayed? Why did she feel she must go? Would she ever see him again? What must he think of her, inviting him to kiss her like she had? She kissed him with such wild abandon. 

They were strangers. She would probably never see him again, but one thing she knew for certain. He was an answer to prayers. When his arms came about her—when his lips touched hers, she felt Heaven smiling down on her.

Janelle opened her car door and slipped in behind the steering wheel. She breathed in a steadying breath as she put her key in the ignition and her car rumbled to life. Bless him, Lord. She prayed. May he know You had a hand in it? May he know what that kiss meant to me? Thank You, Lord, for sending me Your arms and Your lips today. I will never doubt Your power again. 

****
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CHILDREN’S LAUGHTER greeted Janelle as she stepped inside her parents’ two-story Victorian house.  Her mother’s formal dining room, done up in shades of burgundy and olive green, opened to her right. The table was set with her mother’s best china—white with scalloped edges. In the center of the table sat a cheery bouquet of wildflowers. To Janelle's left her mother’s formal living room spoke of elegance. As a teen, Janelle had helped her mother paint the room a pale blue. She remembered the pair of them struggling to hang the wallpaper border which was a near match to her mother's floral pastel couch and arm chairs. The senior pictures of her and her two brothers hung on the wall above the shiny, black baby grand piano she had learned to play on.

Janelle breathed deeply, steadying her rampant emotions. She could still feel the impress of the man's lips and his strong arms wrapped around her. “Thank you, Jesus.” Janelle closed her eyes. The pain in her heart had lessoned. She had a greater sense the Lord surrounded her.

“Mom's back!” She heard the cherub voice of her six-year-old daughter, Jessica. Janelle opened her eyes to see her young daughter running to her, arms open wide. Janelle hugged her daughter and bent over to lightly kiss her cheek. 

“How are you,” Janelle asked.

“Good. Grandma made cookies.” Jessica grinned from ear-to-ear.

“What kind?” Janelle smoothed back her daughter's black curls.

“Chocolate Chip. Do you want one?”

“Yes, sweetie, I would love one. Did you have a good time?”

Jessica's small brow furrowed with displeasure. “Jonathon stole my pony.” 

“I did not,” Janelle's twelve-year-old son said walking toward her. “You lost it.”

“Did not!” Jessica shouted.

“Kids, I’m sure we’ll find it.” Thank you, Lord, for some time off from refereeing. “Where’s Grandma?”

“Right here.” Janelle looked up and saw her mother, Janet, smiling at her. Slight of frame like her daughter, Janet's hair was dyed to a light brown. She looked much younger than her sixty years. She wore a gentle smile. “How was it,” her mother asked, concern in her voice.

Janelle felt uncertain as to what she should say. She had told her mother she wanted some time alone today to go to the lake. Her mother guessed her real reasons for going and said she would pray for her. 

Janelle said with a wistful smile, “God met me today.”

Her mother looked at her closely. “Well, you look happier.”

“I am.”

“Mom, can we have some ice cream?” Jonathon asked.

Jessica echoed him.

Janelle laughed, brushing the chocolate remains from Jessica’s face. “I think you’ve had enough sweets.”

“Aw ...” the children said in unison.

Janelle smiled fondly at them. “Go play now.” After the kids tore off, she turned to her mother. “Why is the table set?”

“Your brothers and their families are coming to dinner. None of us think you should be alone tonight.”

“I was going to take the kids to a movie, but I guess dinner would be nice.”

“Good,” her mother said, “You can help me make supper.”

****
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SILENCE GREETED PAUL as he stepped inside his modified two-story home. Paul glanced at his stark front sitting room. He had lived in the house for a year but had never taken the time to look for furniture for the room. He slipped off his tennis shoes and placed them neatly in his front closet before stepping further into his house to enter the kitchen at the back. Paul placed his keys in a drawer next to his dishwasher. From the custom-made oak cabinet above and to the right of his stove, he pulled out a clear tall glass. He went to his refrigerator and pressed his glass to the water dispenser. 

Drinking deeply, Paul forced his mind to be still. The encounter with the woman at the lake had shaken him up. He wondered if he would ever see her again. It was unlike him to kiss a woman he didn't know, and Paul wondered why he kissed her for several minutes. Confusion filled him.

With a critical eye Paul looked around his small, yet serviceable kitchen.  He liked to keep it neat and clean with nothing but his wooden breadbox sitting on the pristine, white counter top. With a cursory glance, he inspected his white stove, dishwasher, refrigerator and then his oak flooring that took much effort to keep shiny. Liking order and cleanliness, Paul felt satisfied with the appearance of his kitchen.

Paul walked through his dining area into his living room. He searched the room looking for something to pick up. Finding nothing, Paul went to stand before his plush, pale blue couch and peered out the picture window behind it looking out over a small backyard with a healthy vegetable garden set between two young maple trees. The underground sprinkler system kept his lawn a lush green. 

Paul turned to look at the opposite wall where a solid oak entertainment center sat. It held a forty-two-inch HD Television in the center section, DVD and stereo systems in the right section, and his collection of CDs and DVDs in the left. Paul walked to the entertainment center and ran his finger along the top inspecting it for dust. Finding none, Paul glanced at his blue recliner in the corner with a glass end table next to it. On top of it neatly sat his Bible, journal, and his Utmost for His Highest by Oswald Chambers. He briefly thought about sitting down and taking a nap, but he remembered his lesson plans.

Scratching the back of his head, Paul walked through the living room into his office. An oak corner desk dominated the room. In the center sat his flat screened monitor. Paul sat down in his black leather chair and absently stared at his lesson plans on his desk. I really should get to work. He leaned his elbows on the desk and cupped his brow in his hands. What is her name? He remembered her beautiful brown eyes staring into his and the feel of her lips. Will I ever see her again? 
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​Chapter Two
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September 2008

Paul carried his briefcase filled with course syllabuses. He pressed his way through the hallway filled with students journeying to their classes. Paul found his room, and upon entering he looked over the collection of students already seated as he set his briefcase on the table at the front of the room. He sat on a stool to the left of the table, crossed his arms over his chest, and glanced at the clock above the door. His eyes caught on a few of his students. One young woman smiled at him, and he smiled back. He waited as more students entered the classroom and found their seats.

Paul looked around the generic classroom. The windows on the left-hand side of the room looked out over a courtyard between academic buildings. The air conditioner blew in a steady stream of cool air giving everyone a reprieve from the eighty-five degreed, early-September afternoon. Paul thought about the colder weather that was right around the corner, and he looked forward to spending some time outside in his garden to pick tomatoes when he got home. He would enjoy the warm weather while it lasted, even if the air felt sticky with humidity. He preferred a hot summer day over a bone chilling January one any time.  

When the clock struck the hour, Paul got up to shut the door and stood at the head of the classroom. “I’m Professor Paul Jacobson. In this course, we will be studying Nineteenth Century Women’s Fiction. This is the last semester this course will be offered at this school, so I hope to make this class a good experience for you. This will be an aggressive course. We will cover a variety of authors so you will acquire a good flavor of the varying writings of the time.” Paul stepped behind the table, opened his briefcase to slide the stack of syllabuses out of it, and moved to hand them out. The door opening caught his attention. 

He froze as his eyes landed on the woman he had comforted the week before. Paul felt staggered by her appearance in his classroom. What turn of fate had brought her here? His mouth gaped open as he stared at her, and he wondered what thoughts drifted into her head when she saw him.

Is that him? Janelle’s heart picked up speed. She blinked her eyes and nervously bit her bottom lip. She stood fixed at the front of the classroom, her eyes staying on him and his staying on her.

Several heartbeats later Janelle heard the unrest of her classmates, and she broke her gaze to look over the curious observers. A blush covering her cheeks, she went to find a seat at the back of the room.

Paul watched the woman take her seat. Finally, he noticed the disquiet of his class. Embarrassed, he collected his thoughts as he looked down at the syllabuses in his hand. After a pause, he handed groups of them to the front people in the desks. “Ah ...  I'll be assigning short papers for each section of the books we read. The papers will be your responses to the texts. They will be no more than three double-spaced pages—two preferably. It takes more skill to write less than more. Make your ideas as concise as possible.” 

Janelle looked down at her syllabus. She now knew his name to be Dr. Paul Jacobson—her professor. Janelle didn't know what to think now. She had thought about him off and on all week long. His arms. His kiss. She wondered if she would ever see him again, and now here he stood at the head of the classroom.

Paul’s eyes strayed to the woman in the back row. They snagged on hers for a brief moment. For the life of him he could not imagine what sort of twist had placed her in his class. Paul cleared his throat and sucked in a breath to still his rampaging heart. “Before the nineteenth century, women writers did not receive much acclaim. But in the nineteenth century with popular books such as Sense and Sensibility by Jane Austen, Jane Eyre by Charlotte Bronte, The Mill on the Floss by George Eliot, to name only a few—women were achieving their rightful place in the literary world.”

Janelle listened to Professor Jacobson’s lecture. A man in his element, he was knowledgeable and engaging. And everything about him was beautiful—his handsome face, the blue of his eyes, the sound of his voice. Her mind drifted to the moment they had met, and then his lecture engaged her mind. He had a beautiful mind too.

He had presence when he lectured, and she felt impressed. Not for the first time his eyes connected with hers. What must he be thinking? What does he think of me? She blushed with the memory of his kiss. A smile tugged at her lips. She bit her bottom lip again and looked down at her hands folded on her desk.

“Until the nineteenth century few women had the opportunity to have their voices be heard. There were many factors that led to this. Women were most often not educated or literate. Few women had the opportunity to write about the inner and outer lives and experiences that marked a woman’s life. Those women who did achieve a certain level of success were poets and essayists. Few were fiction writers. In the nineteenth century, this all changed. The writing world embarked on a new experience. Women more than ever before were writing novels and stories that delved into a woman’s experience.” Paul paused. He felt his heart beating heavily. He hoped the class was unable to witness his internal unrest. Paul looked at the woman. Her eyes met his yet again. 

“In this course we will be studying and reading novels by some of the best writers in the nineteenth century.” 

*****
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AS THE REST OF THE class started leaving, Janelle slid her syllabus into a folder and put it inside her backpack. She felt Paul's eyes on her. Her heartbeat quickened again, and she drew in a deep breath and stood. Slipping the straps of her backpack over her shoulder, she worked her way to the front of the classroom.

Paul collected his notes and extra syllabuses. Out of his peripheral vision he watched the woman walk toward him. Paul slid the papers inside his briefcase and clicked it shut. He lifted his head and his eyes caught on the woman’s. Paul offered her a tentative smile.

A half smile forming on her lips, Janelle stopped five feet in front of Paul, not knowing what to say. Finally, she simply said, “Hi.”

Paul swallowed and sucked in a breath. “Hi.”

The two merely looked at each other, taking in every detail of each other's faces.

Finally, Paul said, “Are you doing better?”

“Much.” Janelle turned her head and watched a group of students enter the classroom. Uncomfortably, she turned her gaze back to Paul.

Paul scratched the edge of his nose. Then in a soft voice he said, “What’s your name?”

“Janelle Smith.”

Paul’s eyes fell on his colleague, mentor, and department chair, Dr. Tom Hanson, as he entered the classroom for his class. His dark brown hair was silvered at his temples. He smiled at Paul, and Paul nodded at him before picking up his briefcase. He met Janelle’s nervous eyes.

They began walking toward the door. In the hallway Paul anxiously turned his head to look at Janelle. He was struck dumb.

As they walked down the hall silently together, Paul every now and again turned his head to meet her eyes.

When Janelle stopped at the top of the stairs, Paul faced her, and then he said, “You’re a student then.”

“Yes.” Janelle looked up at Paul, feeling her stomach twisting in knots. What is he thinking about? What does he think of me?

Bewildered, Paul studied her face hoping to understand what all of this meant. Not knowing what else to say, Paul asked, “What’s your major?”

“English Education.” Janelle stared into his eyes not knowing what to say to him as she tried to grasp onto a reason why she was in his class.

Paul nodded at her answer. He could not figure out the coincidence that had brought them together again. What does this mean, Lord?

Silence fell on them as their eyes held each other. 

Finally, Janelle said, “So, you’re a professor.” 

Paul nodded. What is happening here? What am I supposed to say?

Students on their way to their classes stepped between them.

Still their gazes locked together.

What do I say to her, Lord? Give me something to say. At a loss for any other words, Paul said, “I have office hours now.”

“I have a class.”

Neither moved to leave.

“Well,” they both said in unison and
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