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The thing about worshiping a God who pulled you from the pit is that you can't help but be loud about it. Georgia knew this in her bones. She knew it the way her hips swayed to the praise song pouring from her phone speakers, the way her hands lifted without thinking, the way her voice carried the melody through every corner of her small Toronto apartment whether she meant it to or not. "Glory, glory, hallelujah!" she sang, spatula in hand, stirring scrambled eggs that would burn if she didn't pay attention soon. "His truth is marching on!"

Chaos, her tabby, sat on the counter with the particular judgment only cats can manage. His amber eyes tracked her movements with what could only be described as profound disappointment in his human's life choices.

"Don't look at me like that," Georgia told him, pointing the spatula for emphasis. "Sunday morning before church is praise hour. You've had three years to adjust. What would Eli think of you judging me like this?”

Chaos yawned, revealing tiny fangs and total apathy.

The music swelled into the bridge and Georgia felt it rise in her chest — that stubborn, inconvenient, astonishing joy that still caught her off guard sometimes. Three years ago she'd come home from Tunisia with nothing but a broken heart, a failed marriage (her third, but who was counting), and the kind of shame that makes you want to fold into yourself and disappear. Then she had the experience with God that shook her to her core- and she’d been loud about Jesus ever since. The song hit its crescendo and Georgia spun, arms wide, eggs completely forgotten.

At least until she heard the thumping on her wall. 

Georgia froze mid-spin. That was definitely someone knocking. Or hitting. Or possibly throwing something at the shared wall between their apartments. "Oops," she whispered, reaching immediately for her phone to drop the volume. The music fell to a murmur. In the sudden quiet she heard the building coming to life -water through pipes, a door closing somewhere below, the distant grind of traffic. And possibly her neighbor muttering something in another language.

Georgia winced. Right. The neighbor.

She'd lived in this building for three years since before Eli had died and left her the apartment in his will. In all that time she'd exchanged maybe twelve words with the man across the hall. He was tall, dark-haired, always dressed like he was going somewhere important even when he was just checking his mail. Quiet. Reserved. The exact opposite of her.  Their entire relationship consisted of awkward half-waves and mumbled hellos. Once they'd both reached for the lobby door at the same time and done that terrible dance where you both step the same direction trying to let the other person through. She'd laughed nervously. He'd looked pained. Georgia was certain he hated her. ,

And now, the eggs were burning. She lunged for the stove, scraped the spatula against the bottom of the pan. She sighed and dumped them on a plate anyway- waste not, want not. Georgia looked at the cat, who was currently attempting to stick his paw into her coffee mug.`,

"He specifically said take care of you," she informed him, moving the mug. "Not be terrorized by you. You might want to learn the difference.”

Chaos meowed indignantly as Georgia ate her burnt eggs standing at the counter, scrolling through her phone. Service wasn't until eleven, which gave her plenty of time to get ready and still spend at least fifteen minutes working up the courage to actually walk into the building. She loved her church — loved the worship, loved the pastor's preaching, loved the way the presence of God felt thick in that little Pentecostal congregation. But people? People were still hard. She could sing at the top of her lungs in her apartment, could lift her hands and dance and worship without a shred of self-consciousness. Put her in a room full of actual humans and suddenly she was twelve again, tongue-tied and awkward, wishing she could disappear into the wallpaper. God had healed a lot of things. Social anxiety apparently needed more time.

A notification popped up on her screen: New app installed — HeartConnect.

Georgia frowned. She didn't remember installing — oh. Right. Last night. She'd been scrolling through app recommendations half-asleep and must have tapped something. The icon looked familiar, a simple heart design in soft colors. Probably another dating app her friend Shanice kept pushing on her.

"You need to get back out there," Shanice had said last week over coffee. "It's been three years since Tunisia. You can't let three bad men ruin your life forever. God has someone for you. But you're not going to meet him hiding in your apartment singing to your cat."

"Chaos appreciates my singing." He totally didn’t. 

"Chaos is a cat. He has no standards."

Georgia had laughed, but Shanice's words had stuck. Maybe it was time. Not because she needed a man to feel complete — she'd learned that lesson the hard way — but somewhere under all the scar tissue and shame there was still a small, stubborn flicker of hope. Maybe God had someone kind waiting. Someone who saw her. Someone who stayed. She opened the HeartConnect app expecting the usual barrage of profile questions. Instead it was surprisingly bare.

Welcome to HeartConnect. No photos required. Just you, your words, and real connection.

Georgia blinked. No photos? That was different. Kind of a relief, actually. She'd always hated the whole swipe-on-looks thing.

What should we call you?

She hesitated, then typed: G.

Just the initial. If this went nowhere, she didn't need her full name floating around the internet. Again.

Tell us a little about yourself.

Georgia stared at the cursor. What mattered to her? How did you answer that without sounding desperate or unhinged? Her fingers moved before her brain could overthink it: Faith, family, second chances. I believe God wastes nothing — not even our mistakes. I love cooking, music that makes you want to move, and mornings that feel like fresh starts. Looking for someone genuine. Someone kind. Someone who understands that healing takes time but is willing to walk it out anyway. She hit send before she could delete it.

A loading screen appeared, a little heart spinning in circles. Georgia watched it, her own heart doing its own uncomfortable spin. This was either brave or stupid and she genuinely couldn't tell which.

You have a match!

Already? She clicked the notification. It was likely just a welcome message from a moderator. But, no.  A profile appeared — no photo, just text.

H: Faith, family, and finding out God's timing is usually nothing like mine. I believe in working hard, staying true to your roots, and that the best conversations happen after midnight. Looking for someone real. Someone who doesn't give up easily.

Georgia read it three times. She was never one to write first, but something moved her. “So... how does someone end up on a no-photo dating app? Are you in witness protection or just really ugly?” She hit send, immediately mortified that she always made jokes when she was nervous. There was no “unsend”, it only heightened her nervousness. And then came the three dots. H was already typing.

“Neither, I hope. My sister signed me up. Said I needed to "put myself out there." Apparently being a workaholic hermit isn't healthy. You?”

“Saw it recommended and figured I'd try something different. I'm not great at the whole "dating" thing. Three strikes kind of kills your confidence.”
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HE DIDN’T PRY AND SHE appreciated that. “Are you more of a deep questions person, or what’s your favorite food?”

“Both maybe.”

“What's yours?”

“Harissa on hotdogs- don’t laugh.”

“Harissa?”

“I know. Weird.”

“No, it’s home for me. I grew up with it.”

“Small world I guess. I have to get ready for church. This was nice. Maybe we can talk later?”

“Absolutely. I'd like that.”

Chaos knocked over her coffee mug, sending lukewarm liquid across the counter. “Honestly, Chaos, you couldn’t give me one nice moment?”

Chaos blinked slowly, utterly unrepentant while she cleaned up, got dressed and headed out the door. She should have left the mess, she was about to be late and in her rush she nearly collided with her neighbor, the tall, quiet one who guarantee had knocked on her wall. “Oh, I’m sorry!”

He nodded, not quite meeting her eyes. "No problem." They stood there awkwardly while Georgia racked her brain to think of something to say. 

“Nice...weather?” It was February in Toronto with snow on the ground and obviously not nice weather.

“Sure.” He moved past her and opened his door. 

Georgia shook her head. Social skills were very much a work in progress. But maybe Shanice was right and it was time to stop hiding. 
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HICHAM BENZAKOUR WAS a man who valued peace and quietness- the quietness where you could pray without being interrupted by someone else’s joy. His neighbor apparently had other plans. “Glory, glory, hallelujah!”

Her voice came through the wall like a divine invasion. Loud- definitely joyful- she didn’t seem to care that some people might still be trying to sleep at 8:47 AM on a Sunday morning. 

Hicham squeezed his eyes shut, face pressed into his prayer mat. He was in the middle of Fajr having woken up late and having to make up for it. He’d been in the middle of genuine stillness when the singing started- again. He tried harder to refocus. Subhanallah. Glory be to God. He tried to focus on the words but the music got louder, a mix of drums and possibly a guitar vibrating through their shared wall. He couldn’t break his prayer without restarting, but his jaw tightened.  He finished- his heart not fully in it anymore. He rolled up his mat with force and walked to the wall before knocking on it three times. Instantly the music stopped. 

He stood and listened to the silence and heard what might have been a very faint apology. He sighed, running a hand through his hair. She probably didn't realize how much the voice and music carried- how thin the walls were. Her joy was infectious and had it not been Fajr, late Fajr, he genuinely enjoyed the melody- though he would never admit he pulled a Moroccan dance twist to the occasional song. He'd caught himself humming one of her songs last week. Had stopped mid-hum, horrified at himself.

He moved to the kitchen and filled the kettle for coffee. His apartment was spare and clean — IKEA furniture in neutral tones, minimal decoration. A few photos of family back in Morocco on the bookshelf. Prayer mat in the corner. Everything in its place. Order... peace. 

He jumped when his phone buzzed against the counter. Samira. Of course. 

Salaam ya khouya! Are you up? Sunday brunch?

Can't. Work calls.

On a SUNDAY? You need a life.

I have a life.

Work and prayer don't count. When's the last time you went out? Saw friends? Talked to a woman who wasn't your sister? Or mother...
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