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ANASTASIA MAY SAT in the Charity Hill Community Chapel Bible study, but despite everything she’d wanted to pray about and learn today, she found she couldn’t stop staring at the man in the front of the room. The Bible study leader, of all people.

He wasn’t anything particularly special. There were plenty of more beautiful, more impressively built men on the Charity Hill University campus. If anything, he could’ve been any of the other guys in her classes, all of whom were filled with theology, boasting about how well they knew The Good Book, and who certainly dressed just like one another, and were all fairly tall, dark, and handsome. She already knew Connecticut was full of them.

This man, though, had a light about him that she hadn’t seen around the other men before. Part of her felt she recognized it as a light she’d often felt in herself since she was confirmed in her faith years before. The other part of her didn’t want to jump to conclusions.

“After years of praying, Lord, You got me to this campus,” she told Him in the back of her mind as she studied the leader for this week’s Bible study. “Now tell me: what are You saying about this man that I recognize part of myself in him?”

She bent her head over her Bible, waiting. As usual when she asked direct questions, nothing happened. She sighed.

“Alright, Lord. Let’s see what happens,” she said to herself, and then pulled her chair up to join the circle forming for the study.

“Hi, everyone, I’m Adrian Lowe, I just transferred to the school as a graduate student, and I wanted to start by having everyone introduce themselves so I can say hi to you all whenever we run into each other on campus,” their teacher said, smiling, crossing his ankle over his knee, and leaning back in his chair.

Ana exchanged a glance with the others, and tried to be courteous and not laugh as they went around the group introducing themselves. If he’d ever laughed at her for doing the same in a group of his friends, she’d have wanted to hide, so she wanted to extend the same grace to him.

“I’m Anastasia May, Ana for short, and I’m also a theology student,” she said, with a delicate lift to her shoulders. “Basically, I’m just going where God sends me. I encountered Him at sixteen, and since then, all I want is for Him to rule my life as a missionary.”

Adrian’s smile lifted just a fraction more at that, his deep, dark eyes studying hers. Something electric zipped through her chest, and she clenched the edges of her Bible to keep her hands from fidgeting. 

“It’s very nice to meet you, Ana,” he said softly, as he did with everyone else. Before she could drop her gaze and wait for him to move on, he added, “And I’m glad to hear we have the same ambitions, too.”

Her heart pounded at the sound of that. He even held her gaze for a beat longer than was polite before moving on. Beside her, Ana’s friend tapped her foot as if to say, “I saw that!”

She found herself working very hard to concentrate on their lesson afterwards. It didn’t help that he didn’t so much lecture as converse with them, making his own notes on their thoughts the way they made notes about his.

“What has your faith told you about this passage? What do you think God meant when he did this?” he asked over and over again, making her dizzy with shock, and hungry to continue the conversation well into the night.

“Is this what intoxication feels like, Lord?” she found herself writing in her notebook. “Because now I think I see why people chase after it.”

She became so dizzy with excitement, and all of the love-hungry butterflies erupting in her stomach, that she forced herself to move slowly at the end, as she packed her bag and got to her feet, in case she fell over.

“See you next time!” Adrian called to her as she waved her way out the door.

She forced herself to breathe deeper, and not the shallow, excited breaths she’d been taking since he’d paid her special attention at the start of the evening. Outside, her friend, pulled her off to the side, squealing.

“Did you see the way he was looking at you?!” she said, gripping Ana’s arm like a happy vice.

Ana smiled, but released her arm from her friend’s grip. “It would be nice, but I’m sure he was just being polite, or maybe he thought I reminded him of an old friend, or a relative he particularly likes. I’m waiting for a Godly man, and guys just don’t look at me that way, especially not when they hear how devoted I am to God.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Ana. He certainly did,” her friend said, wrapping their arms together as they walked back to their apartments. “And how can you say he isn’t a Godly man?! He even said you have the same ambitions: serving God. My goodness, with all the guys on campus who talk about God, how many of them deign to work with underclassmen on Bible study, much less ask us about ourselves so that we can hang out if they ever see us around?”

Her friend pulled them both to a stop, sobering as she looked up at the night sky. “Do you think He’s working on this as we speak?”

“I have faith in anything God has planned for me,” Ana said, pulling her friend onwards as they heard Adrian come outside to lock up. “But I’ll definitely ask Him tonight while I’m praying.”
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ANA COUNTED IT as a sign when, upon returning to the chapel a few days later on her way to lunch, she found Adrian in the backyard, eating his own lunch on one of the stone benches in the sun. She caught his eye and smiled at him when she did, waving. He rushed to swallow a huge bite of his sandwich, grinning like a goof and opening his brown paper bag to tuck it away as he got up.

Just as she was about to walk past, she heard Him say, Eat lunch with Adrian.

The command was so quiet, she almost thought she was imagining it. Pausing, she glanced up, and then around, as if it could’ve come from anyone but God. 

But no—not a single other person was around on her side of the street for her to hear them. A couple of students hurried along across the way, and a half dozen cars rolled along the street, but beside the chapel, she was alone with Adrian.

Adrian, who was coming her way.

You should always know when it’s the voice of God, silly, she chided herself as she walked up to the chapel fence. To God, though, she prayed: are you doing what I think you’re up to?

As was customary, she got no audible answer.

“Good to see you, Ana! Where are you headed?” Adrian asked, leaning his tanned, strong hands on the fence pickets.

She held up her paper bag lunch. “Getting something to eat.”

He grinned, stepping back. “How fortuitous! So am I!” he said, gesturing to the bench with a laugh. “Would you mind if we ate together?”

Ana blushed and opened the fence. “Not at all,” she said, joining him.

For a moment, everything was quiet around them. He took his time eating, letting her catch up with her own sandwich as they listened to the birds playing overhead, and the kids chasing each other down the road. As she tucked her sandwich wrapper away, he folded his knee over his ankle.

“So what’d you think of my Bible study? Was it too crunchy granola for campus?” he asked, wincing a little bit.

Ana’s eyes widened and she rounded on him. “No! Not at all! Why, did someone complain?” she asked, studying his face.

He grimaced. “Not to me, but to the pastor. I guess someone thought I asked too much about everyone’s experiences, and didn’t focus enough on what God had said. I thought it might help people feel more connected to talk about themselves, and it would help me get to know everyone a bit better in their faith. Maybe I was wrong, and I let it get too personal.”

Before Ana could stop herself, she covered his hand with hers where it rested on his ankle. His warm skin felt good under hers, and that same bolt of electricity from their Bible study shot up her fingers at the touch. 

“Maybe, for some people, that wouldn’t work,” she said, keeping her voice soft and serious, “but for me, I was fascinated. I feel like sometimes, people are scared to share their mission work, or their testimonies. But if we’re here to glorify God, then I think it’s encouraging to see what He’s doing in each of our lives!” she said.

He smiled, rolling his hand to squeeze her fingers. “I’m glad to hear you say so. Are you speaking from experience? Do you have a lot of testimonies?”

Ana laughed, blushing and pulling her arms around herself. “A few. I’ve been following the Lord since I was sixteen. We had this little church in town, and the pastor there was always a bit frightened of bringing people in. I think he was intimidated by his calling. 

“But it’s a real shame because while I worshipped there, I felt surrounded by God’s presence,” she said, shaking her head and looking at the sky. “So I just took what I felt there, and tried to replicate it everywhere I went. We’d go to shelters and I’d sit with people for so long that I’d get in trouble because our bus was leaving, but God was working there.

“This one woman,” Ana said, sniffling and rubbing her nose, “she was convinced her family had abused her, and that’s why she ran away from home. I’d sit with her every time we visited, telling her how loved she was, how worthy. She finally came to visit our church, and got a job. Even after that, we kept going back, telling all her friends. I’d sit with people for so long, just listening and letting them know they were loved. Lots of vets. Many of them started preaching to each other, and they all found jobs and homes. And this was just my city! We weren’t even in some strange place.”

“That’s incredible,” Adrian whispered, his eyes dark and serious as he leaned in, rapt with attention. “Do you do that a lot around here, too?”

“Whenever I can,” she said, shrugging like it was no big deal. “I want to follow God wherever He is. I’ve even missed some classes because I’ve been called to sit with someone, or love on someone. My parents are not happy when they hear that, but what can I do? This is what I’m meant for. How about you? Have you got many testimonies?” she asked, nodding shyly at him.

He sighed, sitting up and nodding. “A few, yeah. Not too many, though. I feel like I keep chasing God, and He keeps sitting just out of reach of me. My greatest triumphs are my siblings, my two brothers. They never believed, and they were in a dark, dark place for a long time. They didn’t know what they wanted in life, and I could see people trying
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