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      This book is dedicated first and foremost to Brian Johnson. Not only have you been my coach and friend for over ten years, but you asked the hard questions that gave me the idea for this book.

      

      Next my teammates, both current and previous…. you have trained with me and made me better. Thank you Jason, Jonathan, Will, Noah, Dan, Julien, Lilly, Ryann, Dawn, Nate, Jeremy, Eric, Stephanie, Brandon, RaShawn, Jon, Jesse, Cory, Israel, Jordan, Brian, Mike, Jared and many more.
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      Thank you so much for picking up this book. I hope you enjoy the story and the characters as they are dear to my heart. If you do, please leave a review at your retailer. It really does make a difference because it lets people make an informed decision about books. I’d also like to offer you a sample of my newest book. This will sign you up for my newsletter which allows me to send you weekly emails with news and promotional information about my books, but you are welcome to cancel any time. Free Sample!
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      Sign up for Lorana Hoopes’s newsletter and get her book, The Billionaire’s Impromptu Bet, as a welcome gift. Get Started Now!

      I’m giving away free listens. For every 100 subscribers I get on my Youtube channel, I add another audiobook for free. Plus subscribers get a chance to win. Subscribe today!
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      “Kat, honey, what are you doing?” Leah had just laid her two-year old daughter down for the night, but the girl kept tilting her head to look around Leah.

      “Trying to see Jesus.” Kat smiled matter-of-factly as she looked up at the ceiling. As if this were a common occurrence.

      Leah followed her gaze but all she saw was the smoke detector attached to the ceiling. “I don’t see anything, honey.”

      “Jesus is right there, Mommy. Don’t you see him?” Kat’s green eyes were wide and round beneath her dark curls.

      “I don’t honey.” Leah tried to keep her voice even as she shook her head. She didn’t want her daughter to know she was afraid of her seeing visions. This wasn’t the first time she had claimed to see Jesus.

      The first time, Jesus had been on the hall ceiling as they were heading out to church.

      “Are you ready, munchkin?” Leah scooped up her daughter who giggled as she flew through the air. “You ready to go to church?”

      Kat’s curls bobbed as she nodded.

      “And do you love Jesus?”

      Kat’s tiny mouth pulled into a large smile and she pointed to the corner of the ceiling. “Uh huh. Hi, Jesus.” She waved her little hand, the same way she waved to Leah whenever she dropped her off with the nanny.

      Leah brushed it off as a two-year old’s imagination. “Do you see Jesus up there?” Kat nodded again and Leah kissed her on the cheek. “Well, that’s nice. I wish I could see Jesus like you do.”

      The second time, Jesus appeared in the corner of Kat’s ceiling as Leah was reading her a story.

      “Honey, where are you going? The story isn’t finished yet.”

      Leah watched as Kat toddled over to the small area between the closed bedroom door and the closet. She pointed her tiny hand up at the ceiling. “Hi, Jesus.” Then she held up her bunny as if offering the stuffed toy to someone. “No?” She lowered the bunny and looked around the room. Then she grabbed a book, returned to the spot, and held it up. “No? Okay.” She returned to Leah and climbed back onto her lap to finish the story. “He doesn’t want bunny.”

      Leah forced a tight-lipped smile across her face. Was her daughter really seeing Jesus or was this the natural young child imagination at work?

      Tonight, Jesus was in a different place. He was still on the ceiling but now firmly over the foot of Kat’s bed instead of by her bedroom door. While Leah hoped her daughter was seeing Jesus, she couldn’t dismiss the possibility that she was seeing something else and that bothered her. “Can you tell me what he looks like?”

      “He’s wearing white, but he’s not talking to Bunny.” Kat held up her stuffed bunny – the one that went everywhere with her. Once a soft pink color, time and dirt had worn the plush animal to a dull grey color now.

      “Does he talk to you?” Leah supposed she should be relieved that whatever Kat was seeing was wearing white and not black, but the fact he didn’t talk struck her as odd. If Kat was seeing Jesus, wouldn’t He tell her how much He loved her or something like that? Leah was a religious person. She believed in God, but she’d never seen God or heard Him speak to her.

      “He’s not talking right now.”

      “Is he smiling?” She was trying not to ask leading questions, but it was hard with a two-year-old who was just now putting sentences together. Leah wished she could see what her daughter was seeing to make sure it was safe.

      “Mommy, who’s that?”

      Leah followed the tiny index finger pointing to the top of Kat’s closet. “I don’t know, honey. I don’t see anything.” A cold stone settled in Leah’s stomach. It was one thing to be seeing Jesus, but now she was seeing something else too? What was wrong with her daughter? She tried to keep the tremor out of her voice as she spoke again. “Here, let’s get to sleep. We’ll see Jesus in the morning.”

      She whipped the blanket up and let it fall until it covered Kat completely, another thing Leah found odd. Most of her friends said their children were afraid of the dark, but Kat wanted to be under the blanket. It had to cover her head and her toes. Leah wondered if the visions were why Kat wanted her head covered. Though not simultaneous, they had started at similar times.

      Leah sat in the rocker in Kat’s room until she heard the rhythmic cadence of breathing signaling her sleep; then she tiptoed out of the room and to the master bedroom down the hall. Her Bible lay on her nightstand, where she kept it to remind her to read every night, and she picked it up before sinking to her knees on the floor.

      She clutched the Bible against her chest and turned her head heavenward. “Lord, please protect my daughter. I don’t know what she is seeing, but please protect her.” That was all Leah could get out before the tears ran down her cheeks. She had waited so long for her baby girl, and now she was terrified that either something was wrong with her or that something would happen to her.
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      Dr. Kat Jameson dropped her head into her hands. She hadn’t specialized in pediatric oncology for this very reason. No one should get cancer, but it was worse when it was a child. Children had their whole life ahead of them, and they came in with small faces and tiny hands. Hands that always seemed to wind their way around Kat’s heart.

      Thankfully, she’d only had a few child patients in the year she had been practicing on her own, and they had all gone into remission, but this time was different. Cade had brain cancer. It was harder to treat and almost impossible to operate on.

      A knock on her door grabbed Kat’s attention. She looked up to see Micah Gibson, a fellow doctor at the hospital in her door frame. His blue eyes held more concern than usual as he caught her gaze. “Heard you have a tough case right now.”

      Kat sighed. “Yeah, a ten-year-old boy whose favorite superhero is Wolverine. I almost wish I could give this kid adamantium, so he could heal himself. Our treatments don’t seem to be doing much.”

      Micah cocked an eyebrow as he continued into her small office and sat across from her. “I didn’t know you were an X-Men fan.”

      “That’s what you got from my statement?” Kat didn’t know Micah well, but she hadn’t thought he was this insensitive.

      His expression softened and he shook his head. “I’m sorry. I was trying to lighten the mood. So, this patient? You’ve tried everything?”

      Kat nodded. “Almost. We started with diet because his mom wanted to avoid radiation. When that did nothing, we moved on to proton therapy. He’s taking it well, but the tumor just isn’t shrinking.”

      “So, you’ve tried everything you know medically?”

      Kat nodded.

      “Have you tried praying?”

      His words took her off guard, and she blinked at him. “I didn’t realize you were religious.”

      “I’m not, but I am a Christ follower.” He leaned forward, placing his hands on her desk. “I honestly don’t know how doctors can see the miracles we see and not believe in God. Can you?”

      Kat wasn’t sure what to say. She considered herself a believer though she didn’t get to church as often as she once had. Before med school, she had gone every Sunday and even sung in her church choir, but then she’d needed the time to study. When she'd finished med school, she’d had residency which also took up a lot of time. Even now that she was in her own practice, work filled six days of her week, and Sunday was generally her one day off. Still, she attended when she could.

      “Anyhow, I’ll let you get back to work, but I’ll be praying for your patient.” Micah stood and turned to the door, but before he left, he turned back to Kat. “And you.” Then he tapped her door frame and disappeared down the hall. 

      Prayer. Kat knew she should do more of that, but she’d never seen a prayer answered. And she’d felt no kind of response when she prayed, so it too had fallen to the side. She prayed at church, but that was only because someone on the stage prompted it. And some nights before she fell asleep, but if she were honest, that prayer was more from habit than actually speaking to God. Yes, she should pray more, but right now she needed something else.

      A drink. That’s what Kat needed. She wasn’t a big drinker, more the type to be the designated driver so she could watch other people get silly and stupid, but tonight she needed something. Something to take the edge off. Something to calm her nerves. Something to help clear her head so she didn’t have visions of Cade’s boyish face haunting her dreams.

      Kat turned off her computer and grabbed her purse. She had a few charts to look over, but they could wait another day. Or until Monday.

      As she passed the receptionist, Kat paused. A strange feeling that she should thank the woman for something flashed through her thoughts, but she couldn’t for the life of her think of what. The woman did a fine job, but nothing exceptional. Chalking it up as nothing important, Kat shook her head and continued out of the hospital and to her car.

      Her phone buzzed as she pulled into the parking lot of a nearby bar. Kat swiped the screen and sighed as she read Stella’s message.

      See you at church tomorrow?

      Kat wasn’t sure she felt up to church tomorrow. Today had been rough, and if she drank too much, tomorrow morning would be even rougher. However, Stella being her best friend and being Stella, she didn’t seem to care that Sunday was Kat’s day off. She always reminded Kat of church and when Kat missed too many times, Stella would play the Maddie card. Maddie was Stella’s daughter, and she knew Kat would do anything for that strawberry blonde five-year-old.

      I’ll try. Bad day at work.

      Kat shoved the phone back in her purse before Stella could respond. Stella would not approve of her method of easing the pain and would try to talk her out of going in, but tonight Kat just wanted not to think. She wanted to drown her sorrows and ponder at the cruelty of the universe. 

      Kat locked her car and walked up the short sidewalk to the front entrance. The peeling paint and faded signage gave her a moment’s pause. Could she trust the drinks flowing inside if the exterior of the place was in such need of repair? Deciding she didn’t care, Kat gripped the solid handle, pulled the door open, and stepped into the dimly lit establishment.

      The bar was mostly empty. A few couples sat in the darkened vinyl booths trading secrets and licentious glances. Kat chose a barstool instead, a few down from the one other bar customer - a portly man perched at the end of the sticky mahogany bar, nursing a beer and probably avoiding going home alone.

      Kat signaled the bartender and ordered a Tequila Sunrise. She took a sip and then turned the glass in a slow circle as her thoughts collided in her head.

       “You look like you’re carrying the weight of the world on those shoulders.”

      Kat glanced up at the bartender who stared her direction as he wiped a cloth across the bar. Though young, his head was bald, but the hint of color on the sides told her he shaved at least part of it. Somehow, it worked on him. The dimple in his cheek softened the harsh lines of the chiseled face that was still visible under a dark stubble, and his crooked smile gave him an air of jocularity.

      Any other night, Kat would have been flattered by his obvious flirtation and might have even left him her number, but tonight she wanted to be left alone. “You could say that.” She kept most of the edge out of her voice, though by the bartender's reaction, not enough.

      He let out a low whistle, and she forced her eyes back to her drink. Maybe if she ignored him, he would just leave her alone to sate her frustration with the alcohol. Lifting the glass, she tilted her head back and let the remaining liquid burn down her throat.

      “When I feel like that, it always helps me to hit things.” He had not taken her subtle hint and was now standing in front of her. She could see pale flecks of gold in his brown eyes.

      “How very destructive of you.” Her manicured finger tapped the glass as she debated asking for another.

      “No, not like that.” His laugh was rather melodious and brought a sparkle to his eyes. “I’m a kickboxer, so hitting the bag is cathartic to me. Seems like it might be for you too right now.”

      Kat kept silent, unsure of what to say, but she let her eyes wander over the rest of his body. He could be a fighter. He had the right build, lean but not too thin and sculpted arms.

      “Look, I teach at a gym nearby during the week. Why don’t you come by and see if hitting something doesn’t give you some reprieve from whatever you’re feeling?” He slipped a white card out of his pocket and slid it across the bar to her.

      She held his gaze another moment before dropping her eyes to the card. It was white with black lettering, simple but still eye-catching with the black boxing gloves gracing the corner. “The Academy of Brian Johnson?”

      “I know, not the most original name. I didn’t name it, the owner did, but it’s a good work out. Bring that card in, and I’ll make sure you get a week for free to try it out.”

      “Thanks, I’ll think about it.” Kat pocketed the card and then pushed her glass forward. “Can I get another?”

      The man’s eyebrow rose as he regarded her with narrowed eyes, but he pulled out the tequila bottle and filled her glass again.

      When the second glass was empty, Kat pushed a twenty across the bar and stood to leave. However, the room spun and she grabbed the counter for support.

      “Hey, I don’t think you should be driving. Let me call you a cab.”

      Kat focused on the bartender and took a deep breath. The room righted itself and she pulled her shoulders back and held up a hand. “I’m fine. I don’t live far. Thank you for the drinks.” Before he could say anything else, Kat made her way to the exit cursing her low tolerance.

      The cool night air sobered her a little more and Kat remembered she had eaten nothing since lunch. No wonder two drinks were hitting her so hard. Thankfully, she always kept a few granola bars in her car as she often missed dinner and had to eat on the run. She’d eat one and sit in the car until she felt able to drive. While she lived nearby, she had no intention of causing an accident or getting a DUI. Either could ruin her career.

      She climbed into the car, but didn’t start the engine. Leaning over, Kat popped open the glove compartment and snatched a bar, peeling back the wrapper and taking a large bite. Then she fished in her purse for her phone. Might as well see what Stella said in response.

                  Want to pray about it?

      Kat chuckled at the irony. What was it with everyone and prayer today? 
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      “This is the one God has chosen?” Afriel asked his superior. He was still learning the gauntlet of how to navigate the world of mortals and how to avoid the demons.

      Galadriel’s smile was soft, as if he knew Afriel wasn’t questioning him, just trying to learn all he could. “God has plans for Kat. He has since she was little, but she has not been open to listening to Him since her father left. Maybe she will be now.”

      “How can that be?” Afriel asked. “Isn’t she a Christian? Doesn’t she believe in God?”

      Galadriel smiled, but sadness laced it. “There are many who call themselves Christians, and even more who believe in God, but few of them take the time to seek His voice. Perhaps if they did, things could be different.”
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      Jordan Wright’s eyes popped open. For the fifth straight night in a row, the same woman had invaded her dream. Unsure of what else to do, Jordan crawled out of bed and collapsed to her knees. She folded her hands together and lowered her head to rest on them. Her blond hair fell on either side obscuring her peripheral vision. She had no idea what words to say, so she closed her eyes and let her heart speak for itself, begging the Lord to explain the dreams or else to make them stop. She could no longer pass them off as coincidences or hallucinations. There was apparently some reason for their nightly appearance.       

      As the silence pressed in, Jordan fought the urge to open her eyes. The pastor had spoken recently about listening for the still, small voice. Jordan was determined to give it a little longer, to really listen, though the silence unnerved her.

      “Tell her.” Though not audible, the words caressed Jordan and she understood them all the same. She opened her eyes, still unsure exactly what she was supposed to be doing, but sure of where she needed to go.                       

      After showering and dressing, Jordan drove the short distance to Indiana Avenue Baptist church. It was not Sunday, but the woman she sought worked in the church, and she was certain she would be there.                       

      As she parked the car, the enormity of what she was about to do hit her. What if she was wrong? What if it was only her imagination? The hesitant thoughts caused her to pause outside the church doors, her hand on the silver handle, but then the woman’s face flashed in front of her eyes like a silent movie, and Jordan swallowed her trepidation and pulled open the door.                       

      Jordan turned left toward the offices amazed at how quiet the church was. On Sundays, groups of people milled about in the foyer between services munching on the provided muffins as they caught up on their struggles and accomplishments. Today though the hall was empty and the hum of the air conditioning was the only audible sound.         

      Another left down the short hallway that housed the offices brought her outside Cathy’s door. She tugged on her shirt, still a little snug on the body that hadn’t regained its pre-pregnancy shape. Though her heart galloped in her chest, she took a deep breath and raised her hand to knock on the wooden door.                       

      The door swung open, and Cathy’s warm brown eyes regarded her from the other side. “Jordan? What brings you here today?” 

      Jordan blinked, taken off guard for a moment that Cathy knew her name. They had only been introduced once, and though Cathy had come to some of the college meetings, Jordan hadn’t thought the woman would remember her. “I was hoping I could talk to you for a minute,” she said, recovering. “That is if you’re not too busy.”                       

      A smile spread across Cathy’s face. “I’m always busy, but never too busy to listen.” She opened the door farther and stepped back, gesturing with her left arm to the small office inside.                       

      Jordan crossed the threshold and stopped, unsure whether to sit in a chair or stay standing. Deciding to stand, she clasped her hands together to keep them from displaying the shaking she felt radiating through her core. 

      “I hope you don’t think I’m crazy,” she began, looking up into Cathy’s expectant eyes, “but I feel the Lord is speaking to me. I believe I’m supposed to tell you not to be discouraged and that you are on the right track.”

      Cathy’s eyes widened, and her hand rose to cover her mouth. Her eyes bored into Jordan’s as if searching for the truth. Then they filled with tears and she smiled. “Oh, praise the Lord. I don’t know how you knew, but you’ve just given me the answer I’ve been seeking for months.” She pulled Jordan in for a fierce hug. 

      “You’re welcome,” Jordan stammered, taken aback by the response. “If I may though, what does the pastor have to be discouraged about? I haven’t attended many, but this church seems genuine and all the people are really nice.” 

      Cathy smiled, but it was a small, sad smile as if she had secret knowledge of the discouragement her husband faced first hand. “You’d be surprised how much discourages him, but this wasn’t about my husband. It was about me. Recently, I’ve taken over the women’s ministry and seen a decrease in attendance at our events. I thought perhaps I was mistaken thinking God had wanted me to head it and was about to tell the board to find a new leader. I’d been praying for guidance for the last few months and now here you are. May I ask how you knew?” 

      Jordan shook her blond mane. “I doubt you’ll believe me, but I’ll tell you.” Cathy motioned to the brown chairs and the two women sat down. “A few weeks ago, I gave my son up for adoption.” The image of the first vision after she met Amanda flashed through her mind and Jordan blinked and shook her head. “Actually, it goes back farther than that. Last year, someone raped me at a frat party.” 

      A small audible gasp escaped from Cathy’s lips before her hand could cover them completely, but Jordan continued.

      “I ended up pregnant, and I thought it was the worst day of my life. Eighteen and pregnant. I was afraid to tell my mom, and when I did, she pushed me to terminate the pregnancy. I figured it would be the easiest way out, but for some reason I kept putting it off. The day I decided to go through with it, I met Amanda Adams at a fair on campus. She didn't know about the baby, but we shared some weird connection and she told me my baby mattered. It was like time froze and the surrounding sounds muted. When I returned to my dorm room, a vision of my son filled my mind, and I knew I couldn’t go through with the abortion. 

      “I wasn’t religious, but the day I put him in another woman’s arms and left the hospital without him, this empty ache consumed me. It was definitely the most difficult thing I’ve ever done, but I’m still glad I chose life for him. However, the emptiness didn’t go away. I kept looking for something to fill the void and I remembered Amanda’s invite to church. I came with her here and a few days after that I asked God into my heart.” 

      The dark-haired woman across from her smiled and Jordan continued. 

      “I still didn’t feel complete though, so I asked God to show me how I could help. That’s when the visions started. At first, they were just feelings like an urge to read a certain passage if I had a question, but a few days ago, I saw your face. I didn’t know what he wanted me to do at first, but when I was finally quiet, I heard the still, small voice. I’m sure I must sound crazy.” 

      “On the contrary.” Cathy offered a wide smile. “You have the gift of prophecy.” 

      “The gift of what?” Jordan’s brow furrowed. She had never heard about this gift. 

      “Prophecy,” Cathy repeated. “There are several spiritual gifts discussed in the Bible, and we all have one or more of them. Some of us feel them more strongly than others and some of us just haven’t had our heart opened to know what ours is, but it sounds like yours is the gift of prophecy. You can hear God’s words and relay them to people who need to hear them, like me. Perhaps, you’ll even be able to tell people what might happen if they don’t change their ways. Here, come with me, I think we have a book in the library that might help you out.” 

      Jordan followed Cathy, still struggling to make sense of a gift of prophecy. She was no one. Why would He give her such an amazing gift? 

      Cathy opened a door that led to a closet-sized room, teeming with books. Jordan’s eyes widened at the sheer volume of books in the tiny room. She hadn’t even known the church had a library, and yet here was a room with nothing but bookshelves on every wall, and each shelf was filled with books. Cathy tapped a finger against her lips as her eyes scanned the shelves. She turned from one bookshelf to face another and ran her finger across the outer spines of the books. “Ah, here we go.” She pulled out a small five by eight paperback. 

      Jordan accepted the book and stared at the cover. God’s Gifts and How to Use Them by Dr. George Herman. “This will help me?” She looked back to Cathy, her eyes seeking reassurance. 

      “I think so. It’s been a while since I read it, but I remember it helping me figure out that my gift was the gift of helping. Even when I was little, I remember always wanting to help people with problems, but when I got to college, I wondered what use I really was to God. I was often too quiet to approach people though I wanted to. A friend showed me this book, and it really opened my eyes. I saw that helping was my gift and that by not approaching people and offering help when I could that I was grieving God. It gave me the courage to speak out.” 

      Though she still had her doubts, Cathy’s brown eyes were so sincere that Jordan felt she should at least give the book a chance. “Thank you,” she said, tucking the book to her chest, “but why would God choose me? I’m nobody. I didn’t even believe in him until a month ago.” 

      Cathy smiled. “Sometimes it is because we are humble and broken that God chooses us. You see if He chooses someone unlikely, then when His will is done, people can see that it is only because of God and not because of the person, but you aren’t nobody, Jordan. You are God’s wonderful creation, and He has a purpose for you.” 

      When Jordan returned to her apartment, she curled up on the couch and cracked the book open. She had never been the biggest book worm–relying more on her good looks and her charm–but this book spoke to her. As she read the words, images from the last few weeks jumped to mind and she realized she had been receiving little signs she hadn’t even caught. Amazed, she continued to turn the pages, eager to learn more though she still had no idea why God would choose her to bestow such a gift upon. 
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      “Wait, she’s who He's choosing to use? Why her? She’s so far away; isn’t there anyone closer?” 

      Galadriel shook his head as he watched Jordan on the bed. “She is perfect for many reasons. First, because of what Cathy said. She is unexpected so God will be glorified. Second, she herself has a gift and that will enable Kat to accept her gift quicker. Third, though a lot of people claim to follow Jesus, few sadly take the time to talk to him and learn of their gifts. Humans have become too attached to their technology and other items to keep their minds busy. They have forgotten the most important things–to read and study God’s word daily and to listen for the still, small voice.” 

      The younger angel shook his mane of golden hair. “How can they not know what we know? See what we see?” 

      “Very few of them have faith strong enough. Though many more used to believe, now most need to see something or hear something, but they are not focused enough to see it or hear it when it does happen. But Jordan is listening, and Kat will soon too.”
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      “Glad you could make it.” Stella’s warm smile was the same, but a paleness covered her face that wasn’t normally there.

      Kat swallowed her irritation and hugged her friend. “I try to make it every Sunday I can, but sometimes work gets in the way.”

      “Aunt Kat!” Maddie’s excited voice carried down the hallway, and a moment later her free hand wrapped around Kat’s leg. She clenched a muffin tightly in her other hand.

      “Hey, Maddiecakes!” Kat reached down and hugged the slender girl.

      “I simply worry that work is getting in the way more often.” Stella was intent on continuing the previous conversation. Even the added distraction of Maddie and Patrick, who appeared a moment later, didn't sway her.

      He shot an apologetic look at them both before bending down to Maddie's level. “Maddie, we don’t run in church, remember?”

      Maddie nodded and looked adequately remorseful. “Sorry, Dad, I was just excited to see Aunt Kat.” 

      “Good morning, Kat.” Patrick’s tone always came across stiff and forced to her.

      “Morning.”

      Stella shook her head and her blond curls bounced against her shoulders. “Never mind. We can talk after church. Will you come over for lunch?” 

      “Sure.” Kat had other things she needed to be doing like laundry and shopping, but Stella had asked in front of Maddie. The girl's eyes had lit up at the question and Kat knew there was no way Maddie would let her say no.

      “Come on, Maddie. Let’s get you to class. You can visit with Aunt Kat after church.” 

      Maddie frowned up at Patrick, but took his hand and followed him down a separate hallway to her Sunday school class. Stella and Kat continued into the sanctuary. The music was just starting as they claimed their seats, and the two women joined in the singing. Patrick arrived a moment later and snagged a seat next to Stella.

      When the music ended, the pastor took the stage. “We don’t always remind you, but we have an open altar here. As we go into prayer, if you would like to come down and pray at the altar, you are welcome. If you need more prayer, please let us know and one of our pastors will pray with you. Will you pray with me now? Lord -” 

      He continued, but Kat didn’t hear the rest as Stella scooting past her to move to the altar consumed her focus. What was she doing? What on earth could she need more prayer about? Stella had the perfect life - a great husband, even if he was a little stiff for Kat, and a wonderful daughter. 

      “What is she doing?” Kat made sure her voice was low as she leaned over to Patrick.

      “You’ll have to ask her.” Then he stood and followed Stella to the altar, leaving Kat alone in her seat.

      Kat bit her lip as she watched her two friends kneel up front. Should she join them? Praying in front of people had never been her strength, nor did she want to pray with the congregation staring at her. Plus, she had no idea what she’d say. Go pray with her. The words were a feeling more than a thought, but Kat ignored them anyway. People would look at her exactly as she was looking at Stella now and wonder what she needed prayer about. And Kat didn’t want that. So, she stayed in her seat looking almost as conspicuous there as she would have been up front at the carpeted area.

      When the prayer time ended, Stella and Patrick returned to the aisle. Kat opened her mouth to question Stella, but the pastor began the sermon then, and Kat was forced to keep her question to herself until the sermon ended.

      Though she tried to stay focused on the words of the pastor, Kat’s mind kept wandering. She wondered how Cade was doing; she made a list of items she needed to pick up at the grocery store; and she tried to visualize her schedule to see what the next week held.

      Next to her, Stella wrote furiously in a little book. When she wasn’t writing, her eyes were glued to the man up front and Kat wondered when she had become such a fanatic. Stella, like herself, had grown up in the church, and she had always seemed a bit more dedicated, but she had never seemed as focused as she did now. What had happened to her the last few weeks?

      “Want to tell me what that was about?” Kat asked Stella as they packed up after the service.

      “What do you mean?” Stella tucked her Bible into her large purse and slung it over her shoulder.

      “The altar call and then the note taking.”

      Stella shrugged. “I felt the need to pray.” She stated the words matter-of-factly as if they made all the sense in the world.

      “But you can pray at your seat. Why go down there where everyone can see you?”

      Stella stopped and stared at Kat for a moment. “I don’t care if people see me. My praying isn't for them; it's for God. Haven’t you ever gotten a stirring in your soul? Some need to do something even though you don’t know why?”

      Kat was about to shake her head no when she remembered feeling like she should have gotten up and prayed with Stella. Plus, there was that moment the other day with the receptionist. Was that what Stella was talking about? “I don’t know. I guess I’m not sure.”

      Stella’s eyes turned sad. “What happened to you, Kat? When did you start drifting away?”

      “What do you mean? I’m here as often as I can be.”

      Stella shook her head. “That’s not what I mean. You used to be on fire for God. You wouldn’t have cared if people saw you praying. In high school when you rededicated your life, you said you wanted God to use you.”

      “What?” Kat had no memory of this. Or if she did, she had blocked it out.

      “Yeah, don’t you remember? That night at the retreat. You went down front and prayed. Then you told me that you felt God was calling you to do something big.”

      A scoffing noise escaped Kat’s throat as the two walked toward the exit. “I was eighteen, Stella. I thought everything in my life would be big.”

      “That’s not what you meant, Kat and you know it.” Stella paused as Patrick and Maddie came down the hall. “Come over for lunch. We need to finish this conversation.”

      Kat nodded and followed Stella and her family outside, but as she got in her car, she couldn’t stop thinking about this change in Stella. Stella was fun and lighthearted, but today she seemed much more serious.

      Even over lunch. Though she wore a bright smile and carried on the conversation, Kat watched as Stella ate less than normal and often pushed her food around on her plate to give the impression she was eating.

      “What is going on with you?” Kat asked as they cleared the table after lunch.

      Stella looked to the backyard where Patrick had taken Maddie to play. A sad, wistful smile crossed her lips before she sucked in a breath and turned to Kat. “I’ve been having headaches. I went down to the altar today because I felt called to pray for my health.”

      Stella’s words hit Kat like a ton of bricks, and she sank into a chair. In all the time she’d known Stella, she’d never known her to have headaches. Not even once. “Have you been to the doctor?”

      Stella joined her at the table. “I have, and they found nothing wrong, but I’m seeing a specialist this week. It’s more than that though Kat. Don’t you feel it?”

      “Feel what?” Fear crept up Kat’s spine.

      “The end. I feel like it’s coming soon.”

      “Don’t talk like that. I’m sure it’s nothing, and the specialist will find out what it is.”

      “No, Kat. I didn’t mean like that. I mean like end of days. Look around. The world is upside down and people are at each other’s throats. Even churches have blurred the lines on what is acceptable behavior.”

      Kat shrugged. “I guess I hadn’t thought about it much.” She hadn't noticed at all actually, but if she told Stella that, she'd be in for another lecture.

      Stella leaned across the table. “I know, and that’s what worries me. You have done nothing much. Are you still reading the Bible? Do you even pray anymore?”

      Kat opened her mouth to protest and defend herself, but then closed it. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d read her Bible and other than her obligatory prayer each night, she couldn’t remember another time she’d prayed either. “Okay, so I have a little work to do, but what’s gotten into you?”

      A peaceful smile lit Stella’s face. “I started listening. You know how the pastor’s been speaking about hearing the Holy Spirit and that still, small voice? Well, I devoted time to really listening, and I feel Him, Kat.”

      Kat’s brow arched on her forehead. She wanted to believe Stella, but she couldn’t remember ever feeling God or the Holy Spirit talking to her. Nor did she have time to just sit and listen for a voice that might or might not come.

      “Promise me, Kat, that you’ll try to listen. Take some time to pray and focus before it’s too late.”

      “I’ve got plenty of time, Stella. I’m only thirty-two.”

      “How can you say that? You work with cancer patients all day, Kat. How many of them had their time cut short?”

      Kat wanted to argue with her, but Stella was right. Cade Jackson was the perfect example of that. “Okay, fine. I promise I’ll try.”

      Though Stella nodded, Kat could tell she was still troubled. However, she let the matter die and moved to lighter topics. Kat couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief.

      When she returned home that evening, the promise flashed in her mind and Kat went in search of her Bible. She found it hiding under other books on her nightstand. A light layer of dust coated the top, and a tiny pang of guilt pierced her as she dusted it away. It had been awhile since she had read.

      Unsure where to start, she let the Bible fall open and landed in Psalms. She read a few chapters and then closed the book. “Okay, God, I’m waiting.”

      Kat sat in silence for a few minutes, but she still felt nothing. No words, no feelings, just the need to go over work for tomorrow. And the reminder she still hadn't stopped at the grocery store or started her laundry. With a sigh, Kat opened her eyes. Maybe one day she would feel whatever it was Stella was feeling, but it would not be today.
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      “How could she not hear that?” Afriel's eyebrows rose as he turned to face Galadriel. 

      “Humanity has changed. It is busier now and there are more distractions. Few take the time to really listen even when they speak to God.” Galadriel’s face held a sadness. “I will see what the next orders are. I fear it may take something much bigger to get her attention.”

      “Like what?” 

      “Whatever it is, it will be in His plan.”
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      Jordan paused, the brush halfway through her hair. A face flashed before her eyes–a girl with mousy brown hair and sad eyes hiding behind glasses. Though vaguely familiar, Jordan could not place where she knew the girl. “I will need a little more to go on God.” 

      The brush continued its course through her blond hair as she waited for more information. This was only her second vision, but she had expected it would come with at least as much information as the first had. However, by the time she finished getting ready for class, she had received nothing more than the girl’s face and two words–she matters. 

      Deciding to keep her eyes open, she slung her bag over her shoulder and headed to class. Her year had not started off well, but as she crossed the campus to Holden Hall, Jordan could honestly say she was happy with where her life was at now. Giving up her son had been hard, but the parents had agreed to an open adoption and Jordan knew one day she would get to tell her son that she loved him. It hadn’t been easy staying caught up in class. Even though it was college, people still whispered and pointed at her. Plus, she had to miss days occasionally due to fatigue or appointments. And of course, there had been a few days in the hospital when she delivered, but Jordan had pushed through. After her finals today, her Sophomore year would be over. That alone was reason to rejoice.

      As she neared the steps, her phone buzzed in her pocket. Jordan dropped her eyes to her phone as she pulled it out, but there was no text or call. The screen was dark. After swiping a finger across the screen to illuminate it, she checked both the messages and the phone icon but neither showed a missed message.

      “Well, that’s weird.” The words were soft, under her breath. Then she shook her head and pocketed the phone again. Her feet stepped before her eyes lifted from her pocket and she slammed into another body. “I’m sorry.” As she stepped back and looked up, her breath caught in her throat. The face before her belonged to the girl from her vision. “It’s you.” Breathless and barely more than a whisper, the words didn’t even catch the other girl’s attention.

      “I’m sorry. You probably didn’t see me.” The girl pushed her glasses up and dropped her head, focusing on the ground. Her brown hair covered her face like a curtain.

      Jordan stared at her. Was the girl apologizing? Realizing the girl was waiting for her to speak or move, Jordan blinked and found her voice. “No, I’m sorry. I didn’t see you, but it was my fault. However, I'm glad I ran into you as I was looking for you.”

      The girl’s head lifted, her eyebrows arching as her eyes widened. “You were looking for me? Why?”

      Jordan glanced at her watch, hoping she had a few minutes to spare before her test. Twenty minutes. It wasn’t as long as she hoped, but it would have to be long enough. “To tell you that you matter.”

      The girl blinked at her a moment and then she turned her head as if looking for something or someone. She probably thought Jordan was playing a cruel joke on her and there was a camera somewhere catching it all on film. Finally, her skin paled and she leaned closer to Jordan. “How did you know?”

      Jordan shrugged, and her lips formed into a lopsided smile. “I could tell you, but I doubt you’ll believe me.” She motioned with her head to the cement lip surrounding the side of the building and the girl followed her, sitting down next to Jordan, eyes still wide, expectant. “I saw you in a vision.” Jordan hoped the girl wouldn’t think she was crazy. “I think God is using me to speak to people, and he told me to tell you that you matter.”

      The stare from the girl was blank, unreadable, and Jordan bit her lip to keep from asking what she thought. Then the girl’s eyes filled with moisture, spilling over and streaking down her cheeks in succession. Again, Jordan wanted to say something, to comfort the girl, but something told her to wait. A few students shot them a questioning glance as they passed, but none approached them.

      “You don't understand how much I needed to hear those words,” the girl finally said, wiping the wetness from her cheeks. “I thought college would be great, but I’m so far from my family, and I have made no friends. No one ever seems to notice me. I was contemplating dropping out and going home. In fact, I was coming early to tell Professor Davis I would skip the final, but he wasn’t in his office.”

      “Professor Davis? Are you in Econ 202?” A sickening feeling erupted in Jordan’s stomach as she asked, knowing the answer before the girl nodded. She had been in Jordan’s class all semester, and yet she hadn’t been able to place her when she saw the vision. How many times had she ignored this girl’s sad eyes and walked right past her? “I’m sorry-” The pause drew out as Jordan waited for the girl to provide her name.

      “Julie,” the girl offered, picking up on the hint.

      Jordan smiled. “I’m sorry, Julie, that I never got to know you this semester, but if you’re up for it, I would like to now. Well, after our test that is.”

      Julie sniffed, wiped a hand across her nose, and then smiled. The effect transformed her face, and for the first time, Jordan saw a tiny sparkle light in her eye. “I’d like that.”

      As the two girls walked into the hall together, Jordan couldn’t help but wonder how many other people she had missed. How many other Julies were out there just waiting for someone to acknowledge them?
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      “Why is she so different? So able to hear God’s voice?” Afriel wanted to be of more help, but he was struggling with how different all these humans were.

      “She asked for God to use her. He has this gift to bestow on many. He is simply waiting for them to ask.”

      “Why do they not pay attention to each other? Why did no one reach out to this girl?”

      “Distractions. Diversions. Those are just some of the tools the demons use to keep them from listening and following God.”

      Afriel nodded, but sadness still filled his face.
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      Kat glanced at her watch as she locked the car door. Shoot. She was late. How did that even happen? She lived alone, so there was no one she had to wait on, and she’d left the same time this morning that she did every morning. Then she remembered her quick detour to a nearby coffee shop. There had been no creamer in the fridge this morning, and she didn’t drink black coffee. She had planned on skipping it, but a desire for a caramel macchiato had overwhelmed her. Now, she was seven minutes late.

      Kat quickened her pace, adjusting her bag as she went. The hospital doors slid open and she made her way to the elevator, punching the button for the oncology floor.

      Her heart slowed as she stepped off on her floor. Thankfully, she didn’t have a patient first thing this morning. She stopped at the receptionist desk just long enough to realize it was not the normal woman. “Where’s the regular girl?”

      The blonde head lifted to reveal a young woman with wide eyes and a frazzled expression. “Um, I don’t know. I just got the call to be here today.” She shuffled papers on the desk but proceeded only in making a mess.

      Kat shook her head and continued to her office. Why was it so hard to find good help these days? She had just dropped her bag on the floor when she heard a voice at her door.

      “Did you remember to pray about it?”

      Micah Gibson leaned once again on her door frame. What was with this guy? He had worked here for a month and she generally only passed him in the hallways. They exchanged a wave, maybe a smile, but no full-blown conversation. Now, he had come to her office twice seeking her out. While he was nice to look at with his chiseled features and bright blue eyes, Kat had no interest in dating at work. That was one lesson she learned early in life. 

      “Um, no.” She opened the laptop and hit the power button. “I meant to, but I got a little busy with the rest of my life.” Why did she feel like she needed to defend her actions to him?

      His frank gaze held hers a moment as if he were trying to decide if she were lying or not. “It only takes a minute to pray. You could do it now.”

      “Yes, I suppose I could.” A hint of ice existed in her tone, and she waited for him to leave, but he continued to stare at her.

      “Did you get stuck in the accident on Pacific?”

      “What?” Kat really needed to get to work and he was distracting her.

      “There was an accident this morning. I figured that’s why you were late.”

      “No, I stopped to get a coffee. I guess it’s a good thing or I might have been caught in the accident.”

      He stared at her a moment longer. “Yes, I guess it was. Well, I better get to work as well. I’ll keep praying for your patient.”

      “Thanks.” As he left the office, Kat wondered how he had known she took Pacific to work. Had she mentioned it? She didn't think she had, but she must have for him to know. Maybe he had overheard a conversation she had with someone else. Yes, that must be it.

      With the distraction gone, Kat sat down and pulled up her work for the day. She had a few patients to check on today including Cade. With a sigh, Kat decided she should start with him.

      She walked down the hall to where the treatment rooms were. Patients rarely had to stay long, but Cade would receive another proton treatment today.

      When she entered his room, surprise filled her at his altered appearance. He looked chipper and not as pale. “Hey, bud, feeling better today?”

      He nodded and grinned before returning his attention to his tablet.

      “He woke up hungry today for the first time in a long time. Does that mean it’s working?” Hope glistened in his mother’s eyes and threaded her voice.

      “It might.” Kat was hesitant to give her false hope. She'd seen too many patients have a good day or even a week, think they were cured, and then succumb to the cancer shortly after. “But remember that some days are better than others. I’ll ask for another scan today after his treatment. That should tell us more.”

      “Thank you.” The woman placed a hand on Kat’s arm for just a moment and then it returned to the chain around her neck. Before her fingers closed completely over the object, Kat made out the shape of a small golden cross.

      “You’re welcome. Cade, I’ll see you soon.”

      He flashed her a thumb up sign, still too engrossed in his game to look up. It was nice to see him acting like a normal ten-year-old again.

      The rest of her day flew by, and as Kat packed up, she realized she was done before five for once. She could get a work out in. In fact, she might even try the gym the bartender had suggested. Kat was fairly certain the card still sat in her car’s cupholder where she’d placed it Saturday evening.

      She locked her office door and headed toward the elevator.

      “Wait. Dr. Jameson?”

      Kat turned back to the receptionist who looked even more frazzled than she had this morning.

      “I meant to give this to you earlier.” She held out a message slip.

      “Thank you.” As Kat took the paper, she hoped it wasn’t important. Maybe she should have thanked the regular receptionist on Saturday. At least she always got Kat her messages in a timely manner.

      The message was short. A potential client. Kat would return the call in the morning. After tucking the paper inside her bag, she continued to the elevator. With no further interruptions, she was back at her car minutes later.

      The card was indeed still in her car, and with fifteen minutes until four, Kat thought she could make it in time to try a class.

      As she pulled into the parking lot of the large white building though, she wondered what she was doing. Boxing had never been her thing; she was more of a yoga girl. But the more she had thought about the bartender’s words, the more she wondered if hitting something might be cathartic for her. It certainly couldn't hurt. She grabbed the bag of workout clothes she had packed just in case, locked her car, and headed for the entrance.

      Taking a deep breath and pulling her shoulders back, she grasped the cool metal handle and pulled it toward her. The room inside was like a giant warehouse. Rows of blue and red bags hung from chains near the back of the room. A few guys were interspersed among the bags, throwing punches or kicks. The resulting thudding sound echoed throughout the large room.

      On the far right, a shelving unit housed a plethora of padded gear and a large black boxing ring took up one corner. A mirror covered part of the wall at the front of the room. To the left was a desk. The man from the bar the other night sat behind it eating a granola bar. His bare feet were propped on the desk. A pair of black shorts and a black t-shirt made up his uniform, if you could call it that.

      Kat took a step in his direction. Though padded in what looked like a type of foam, the floor had little give beneath her feet.

      He looked up as she neared, pulling his feet off the desk and standing. His brown eyes sparkled as a smile stretched across his face. One tooth on his bottom row was slightly crooked, but charming. “Hey, you came.”

      Kat shrugged. “I had nothing else to do tonight.”

      “Well, that’s a start,” he said with a laugh. “Let me show you around.” He led her past a row of chairs lining the far-left wall. A lone girl occupied one chair, wrapping a colored fabric around her wrists. “Bathrooms.” He pointed to two individual rooms along the back wall. “They’re labeled men and women, but they’re single stalls so you can use whichever one you want. Weight room. It’s small, but it works.”

      Kat popped her head in the open doorway of the room he pointed to. Not much equipment, but she didn’t use them much anyway. She hurried to catch up to him as he continued along the back wall. A half wall jutted out and water bottles and gloves sat along it. At the end, a doorway opened to the left.

      “This is the locker room. You can leave your stuff in here. There’s a locker if you want, but bring your own lock, and there are three changing rooms right there. We don’t wear shoes when we kickbox as you can see.” He pointed to his bare feet and wiggled his toes. “There’s also a treadmill and an elliptical right outside, but we do most of our work on the bags.”

      “Okay.” Kat nodded hoping she would remember everything he had spouted at her. “Shall I get changed then?”

      “You bet. I’m Jason by the way.” He stuck out his hand, and after a moment, Kat took it and returned the shake.

      “I’m Kat.”

      “Oh, I almost forgot. Do you have gloves?”

      Kat shook her head. She figured she would need them eventually but hadn’t stopped to get any yet. No sense buying a pair if she found out this workout wasn’t for her.

      “No problem, we have spares, but I have to warn you that you’ll want to wash your hands after. A lot of people have used them.”

      Kat wrinkled her nose in disgust, eliciting a laugh from Jason before he turned his lanky frame to the exit and passed out of sight. Sighing, she set her bag down on one of the wooden benches and fished out her clothes. Here goes nothing.

      A few minutes later, changed and fighting a feeling of self-consciousness, Kat exited the locker room back into the main room. An older man with a head full of salt and pepper hair called the class to order. His sleeveless shirt showed off his well-toned arms and his legs beneath his shorts sported many tattoos. He must be the owner. Kat joined the few people in a line near the bags feeling conspicuous and out of place. The man at the front bowed to Jason, who returned the bow and then yelled, “Run the bags.”

      Kat’s uncertainty lasted only a moment as the rest of the people in the line began circling the bags in a loose formation. Though not much of a runner, Kat’s lean body joined the chorus of people creating an imaginary square around the hanging bags. The foam floor felt funny beneath her bare feet, and a few times her toe snagged on the foam floor and she stumbled forward, catching herself just before falling and making a fool of herself.

      The run seemed to go on forever, but finally Jason uttered the blessed word “stop” and the class began stretching. This Kat could do well. Her dedication to yoga ensured her flexibility, and she enjoyed the feeling of her muscles stretching. She was amazed as she stretched at how limber Jason was as well. He could do a full front split and lean forward so his elbows were on the ground.

      When the stretching time ended, he appeared by her side holding out a pair of black boxing gloves. “I tried to find the driest pair I could for you.”

      Her forehead wrinkled as she took the gloves. They didn’t feel wet to her until she slid her hand inside. Then the cold damp feeling of old sweat covered her hand, and she shivered. If she ever came back, she would have to buy her own gloves first. This was not an experience she wanted to repeat.

      Jason stood watching her, a knowing smile on his face. “Don’t worry, once you add your own, it won’t feel so bad.” His brown eyes twinkled, and though disgusted, Kat couldn’t help but smile back.

      He then led her and a few others to some bags near the back and walked them through the punches and kicks. One, a jab with your left hand. Two, a cross with your right. Three, a hook with your left. Four, a hook with your right. Kat found the numbers confusing until Jason explained that odd numbers were thrown from the left side and even from the right. At least if you were right handed. If you were left handed, then the opposite was true.

      Once she had the numbers down, Kat could focus on the feel of her hand connecting with the bag. Though she was sure she wasn’t doing it exactly right, the resounding thud when she hit the heavy bag did seem to take the edge off her anger.

      When the hour was over, Kat was drenched in sweat and sure she would be sore the next few days, but her shoulders felt a little lighter. After removing the now even sweatier gloves, she handed them back to Jason, who smiled and raised his eyebrow at her.

      “How was your first workout?”

      “It was good. I can see why you do it. It felt good to hit something.”

      “It always does. You coming back then?”

      Kat tilted her head at him, curious if he was asking just from a business standpoint or if he might have an interest in her. Deciding she’d be fine either way, she nodded. “Yeah, I think I will.”

      He grinned and nodded, and Kat returned to the locker room to gather her things. She looked around for a shower but realized there was none. Oh, well, she had nothing planned for the evening. She could shower at home.

      After slinging her bag with her work clothes in it over her shoulder, Kat exited the building feeling a little less like an outsider. She unlocked her car and flung the bag on the passenger seat. She’d have to tell Stella about this and see if she’d be up for a workout. They’d often worked out together before Maddie was born and Kat’s schedule grew too hectic. But that could wait for tomorrow. Tonight, she just wanted to shower and curl up with a glass of wine.
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      Jordan pinched her eyes shut, wanting the face to disappear. “Oh, Lord, please don’t make me do that. That is not my forte at all.” She waited for a voice or a different vision, but the face remained. It was the face of the blond girl she had met at the gym just the other day. Krissy something or other, but it wasn’t the face that bothered her as much as the message she was supposed to deliver.

      Though her visions were still new, they had all been positive messages, delivering hope or peace to someone. Jordan suddenly felt like Jonah in the Bible and understood why he had run from Nineveh the first time. Who wanted to be the bearer of news like this?

      “I don’t even know her well, Lord. Why would she even listen to me?” She waited, hoping it would change, but instead all the sordid details flooded her mind. Everything she would need to convince the woman she was telling the truth appeared before her eyes. Names, faces, dates. Details she should have no way of knowing.

      “Show her the truth.” Jordan felt the voice more than heard it, and she knew better than to argue any longer.

      Cathy’s words from the first day echoed in her head “Perhaps you might even be able to tell people what will happen if they don’t change their ways.” It was the best she could hope for. Maybe Krissy would believe her and change her ways because the path Jordan had seen looked like it would be a painful one to walk.

      As Jordan passed through the single pane door to the gym, her throat dried up like water in a desert. She pleaded again silently for her task to change but her only answer was another flash of Krissy’s face. Swallowing her fear, she scanned her member badge and headed to the locker room.

      She hadn’t come to work out, but with no idea when Krissy would arrive, she felt the need to release some of the pent-up energy rolling around in her stomach. Plus, she would look less conspicuous in workout attire. After stripping off her street clothes and changing into work out gear, Jordan locked her items in a locker and pinned the key to her shirt.

      As she exited the locker room, she glanced around the for Krissy, hoping she wasn’t here yet. To the left was the weight room, which Jordan seldom frequented. She enjoyed lifting, but the dedicated weight room was where the power lifters hung out. 

      The one and only time she had tried it, she had left feeling embarrassed about her thirty-pound curls as the men in the room had all been curling over a hundred. To their credit, they had said nothing to her or even shot her disparaging looks. But, the discomfort had surfaced none the less and Jordan decided if she wanted to lift, she could use the small
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