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“I like students who speak honestly	’’


1: The First Day

The first day of college did not begin with excitement. It began with fear.
A quiet, suffocating fear that settled somewhere between Nasreen’s chest and her throat, making every breath feel slightly heavier than usual. The campus was louder than she had imagined,voices overlapping, footsteps rushing, laughter echoing in unfamiliar corridors.
She held her bag a little tighter.
Will I be able to manage?
What if I don’t understand anything?
What if they ask me something and I can’t answer?
Questions circled endlessly in her mind as she stood in front of the notice board, pretending to read while actually trying to calm the storm inside her.
Room number 24.
She repeated it silently, as if it might disappear if she didn’t.
The corridor felt longer than it was. Each step carried hesitation. Each passing face felt confident, certain, everything she was not.
When she finally reached the classroom, she paused. Then entered.
The room was already half full. She chose a seat quietly, hoping not to be noticed. But fate, as she would later understand, had already chosen otherwise.
The second class belonged to her.
She entered without noise, yet her presence changed the air in the room.
A woman with striking red hair, tied neatly, her posture straight, her expression unreadable. There was no unnecessary movement, no wasted words. Even silence seemed disciplined around her.
Nasreen felt it instantly. Fear.

Not the loud kind, but the kind that makes you sit straighter, breathe slower, and avoid eye contact.
“Let’s begin with introductions.” Her voice was calm. Controlled.
One by one, students spoke. Names, backgrounds, ambitions. Nasreen’s turn came too quickly.
“Nasreen,” she said softly, her voice almost dissolving before reaching the last bench.
The teacher looked at her, not harshly, but directly. And for a moment, Nasreen forgot how to breathe. That look stayed with her.
All day. All week.
It wasn’t anger.
It wasn’t judgment.
It was something far more unsettling, Expectation.
And Nasreen wasn’t sure she could meet it.
She tried to focus on the lecture, but her attention kept slipping, half on the words, half on the woman speaking them.

There was something unusual about the way she taught. She didn’t rush. Every sentence felt measured, every pause intentional, as if even silence carried meaning. When she spoke about history, it didn’t feel like something distant or dead, it felt present, alive, almost watching them.

Nasreen found herself listening despite her fear. A question was asked to the class.
No one answered.

The silence stretched.
The red-haired lady’s gaze moved slowly across the room, not impatient, not annoyed, just waiting. Expecting.
Nasreen lowered her eyes immediately, pretending to look at her notebook, though she hadn’t written a single word.
“Thinking is allowed,” the teacher said calmly. “But avoiding it is not.” A few students shifted uncomfortably.
Nasreen felt her heartbeat quicken again.
She didn’t know the answer. Or maybe she did, but the fear of being wrong was stronger than the courage to try.

The class continued, but something had changed.
For the first time, Nasreen realized that this place, this classroom; would not allow her to remain invisible.
And strangely, that frightened her even more than failing.

















2: The First Conversation

The fear did not fade with time. It changed its shape.
In the beginning, it had been sharp,sudden, overwhelming. Now it has become quieter, more constant. It lived in the way Nasreen sat in class, in the way she held her pen a little too tightly, in the way her eyes instinctively lowered whenever Deepti Ma'm looked in her direction.
It was strange.
There were other teachers. Some spoke louder. Some were stricter. Some even scolded openly.
But none of them unsettled her the way this woman did. Maybe it was because she didn’t need to be loud.
Over the next few days, Nasreen began observing her more carefully.
Deepti	Ma'm	never	wasted	words.	She	didn’t	decorate	her	lectures	with unnecessary stories, nor did she try to impress. Yet, every sentence she spoke

carried weight,as if it had already been tested against thought and experience before reaching the classroom.
When she explained history, it did not feel like memorizing dates. It felt like understanding people.
“History is not about what happened,” she said once, writing slowly on the board. “It is about why it happened, and what it continues to change.”
Her handwriting was precise. Even that felt intentional.
Nasreen found herself staring at the board longer than necessary, not because she didn’t understand,but because she was trying to hold on to the clarity.
And yet, when she sat alone later, the clarity slipped. It was European history.
A topic that seemed simple when explained,but confusing the moment she tried to revisit it alone.
She read the same paragraph three times. Then five.
Then ten.
The words blurred.
This doesn’t make sense…
Or maybe I’m not understanding it properly… What if she asks me in class?
That thought was enough to close the book. The next day, the fear returned stronger.
Deepti Ma'am entered the class, placed her books down, and without looking up said,
“Open your notes.”
The room obeyed instantly.
Nasreen flipped the pages quickly, her fingers slightly trembling. “What did we discuss yesterday?” Ma’am asked

Silence.
A familiar, stretching silence.
Nasreen knew the answer,or at least parts of it. She could feel it somewhere in her mind, incomplete but present.
But her throat felt dry.
Her heart began its rapid rhythm again. Say it.
Just try.
Even if it’s wrong,

She didn’t.
“Anyone?” Ma’am asked again, her voice calm but firm.
A girl from the front row attempted an answer. It was partial.

Ma’am listened without interrupting. Then she nodded slightly and said,
“You’ve remembered the words. Now try to understand the meaning behind them.” No harshness. No dismissal.
Just correction.
Nasreen felt something shift again. She doesn’t humiliate…
But still,
She didn’t speak.
For two days, she carried this quiet struggle. Understanding,half.
Fear,full.
On the third day, she stayed back after class.

But only for a moment.
As soon as a group of students gathered around the desk, asking questions confidently, she stepped back.
They’re not scared… how?
She left without saying anything.
That night, she couldn’t sleep properly. The thought kept returning:
If I don’t ask now, I never will. The fourth day felt different.
Not easier.
But heavier,with decision.
After the lecture ended, the usual noise returned. Chairs moved, bags zipped, conversations began.
Nasreen didn’t move immediately.
She watched as students left in groups, laughing, discussing assignments, making plans.
Everything felt normal for them.
For her, it felt like a moment standing at the edge of something. Her fingers tightened around her notebook.
Go now.
Her heartbeat quickened. What if she gets irritated? She stood up.
What if she thinks I wasn’t paying attention? She took a step forward.

What if… “No.”

She whispered it to herself.

Not loud enough for anyone else to hear. But enough to stop her own thoughts.
By the time she reached the desk, her palms were slightly cold. “Ma’am…”
Her voice came out softer than she intended. Deepti Ma'm looked up from her notes. “Yes?”
There was no expression of annoyance. No sign of interruption.
Just attention.
And somehow, that made it harder.
“Ma’am… I’m Nasreen…” she began, her words slightly uneven. “I… I wanted to say something…”
“Go on.”
The same calm tone. Steady.
Unhurried.
Nasreen swallowed.
Her heart was loud now,so loud she wondered if it was audible.
“I didn’t understand… some points from the European history topic…” she said quickly. “I tried… but I couldn’t understand them properly. Could you please explain them again?”
The words came out all at once. And then,
Silence.
Nasreen lowered her gaze immediately.

Her grip on the notebook tightened.
Her shoulders stiffened slightly, as if preparing for impact. Now she’ll say it.
You should have listened carefully. Why didn’t you understand in class? Her breathing slowed unconsciously. A second passed.
Then another. Then,
“I like students who speak honestly.” The words were unexpected.
So unexpected that Nasreen looked up without realizing.
Deepti Ma'm was looking at her,not with disappointment, but with quiet approval.
“Most	students,”	she	continued,	closing	her	notebook	gently,	“pretend	to understand. They nod. They write. But they don’t ask.”
Her voice softened slightly,not weaker, just… more human. “And that is where learning stops.”
Nasreen blinked.
Something inside her shifted,like a tight knot loosening.
“I’m glad you said this,” Ma’am added. “It means you are thinking. And thinking is far more important than memorizing.”
For the first time, Nasreen allowed herself to breathe fully. The fear didn’t disappear.
But it changed.
It made space for something else. Respect.
And something quieter… warmer.

“Thank you, Ma’am…” she said, her voice steadier now
“You can meet me after the fifth period,” Ma’am said, picking up her books. “Bring your notes. We’ll go through it step by step.”

Nasreen nodded quickly. “Yes, Ma’am.”
As she turned to leave, she realized something important. The woman she had been afraid of…
…was not waiting to judge her. She was waiting for her to try.
That afternoon, Nasreen did not feel the same hesitation while walking back to the classroom.
There was still nervousness.
But now, there was also something else. A quiet determination.
For the first time,
She was not just attending a class. She was beginning to learn.











3: The Rule

It did not happen suddenly.
There was no moment where Nasreen consciously decided, From now on, I will go to her after every doubt.
It began with one visit. Then another.
And before she realized it, it had become something like a rule,unwritten, unannounced, but firmly rooted within her.
After the fifth period that day, Nasreen stood outside the classroom again. But this time, the fear felt different.
It was still there,but it no longer pushed her back. It held her in place.
Waiting.
Inside, Deepti Ma'm was arranging a few papers, her movements as composed as always.
Nasreen hesitated at the door.
“Come in,” Ma’am said without looking up. Nasreen stepped in quietly.

“Sit.”
The word was simple, but it carried permission.
She sat on the first bench, placing her notebook carefully in front of her, as if even that needed to be done correctly.
“Show me what you didn’t understand.”
Nasreen opened her notebook, flipping to the page she had marked several times the night before.
Her fingers paused for a second.
Then she pushed the notebook slightly forward. “This part, Ma’am…”
Deepti Ma'am leaned closer,not too much, just enough to read. For a moment, she said nothing.
And strangely, that silence no longer felt frightening. It felt… focused.
“Alright,” she said finally. She picked up a pen. “Let’s start from here.”
What followed was not just an explanation. It was a process.
She didn’t simply give answers,she broke them down. Line by line.
Idea by idea.
“Don’t try to understand everything at once,” she said. “Take one point. Hold it. Then move forward.”
Her voice remained calm, steady.
“Tell me,what do you think this means?” Nasreen hesitated.
The old fear returned for a moment.

But something from their previous conversation stayed with her. Thinking is more important than memorizing.
She spoke, slowly.
“I think… it means that the political decisions were not just about power… but also influenced by social pressure?”
She wasn’t sure.
Her voice reflected that uncertainty. Deepti Ma'am didn’t interrupt.
She listened.
Then nodded slightly.
“Not wrong,” she said. “But incomplete.” There was no disappointment in her tone. Only direction.
“Now think again. What kind of social pressure?” Nasreen looked at the text again.
This time, more carefully.
She read the lines, not just with her eyes,but with attention. “…public unrest?” she said, unsure again.
“Better,” Ma’am replied. And for the first time,
Nasreen felt something she hadn’t expected. Not relief.
Not pride.
But a quiet sense of movement.
As if she had taken one small step forward.
That day, the explanation lasted longer than she had imagined. Time passed unnoticed.

When it ended, her notebook looked different,fuller, clearer, alive with meaning instead of confusion.
“Now read it again tonight,” Ma’am said, closing the notebook gently. “And see if it makes sense without help.”
“Yes, Ma’am.” “And if it doesn’t?” Nasreen looked up.
For a brief second, uncertainty returned. Deepti Ma'am met her gaze.
“Come again.”
The answer was simple. But it stayed with her.
And so she did.
The next time she didn’t understand something, she didn’t wait four days. She went the same day.
Her steps were still slow. Her voice is still careful. But she went.
Days turned into a pattern. Classes ended.
Students left. Nasreen stayed. Sometimes alone.
Sometimes among a few others.
But even when others were there, she noticed something. Most students asked quickly,almost casually.
They wanted answers.

Nasreen wanted understanding.
And Deepti Ma'm responded differently to both.
“You’re reading,” Ma’am said once, after looking at her notes. “That’s good.” Nasreen felt a small warmth rise within her.
“But you’re still afraid of your own thoughts.” The warmth paused.
Nasreen looked down slightly. “I… try, Ma’am…”
“Trying is not enough,” she said calmly. “You have to trust that you can think correctly.”
There was no harshness.
But the words settled deeply.
That evening, Nasreen sat with her book open again. But this time, something was different.
She didn’t rush to find answers. She paused.
She thought. She questioned.
And when she couldn’t move forward, She didn’t panic.
She simply closed the book and whispered to herself: I’ll ask tomorrow.
It became a rhythm. Study.
Confusion. Courage.
Clarification.

Repeat.
One afternoon, as she approached the desk again, she heard two girls behind her whispering.
“You go every day?” Nasreen turned slightly.
They were looking at her with a mix of curiosity and disbelief. She didn’t know what to say.
“Doesn’t she get irritated?” one of them asked. Nasreen shook her head softly.
“No…”
“Still… I could never,” the other girl said. “I’d be too scared.” Nasreen almost smiled.
She understood that fear. She still carried it.
But now,
It no longer stopped her.
Inside, Deepti Ma'am looked up as she approached. “Yes?”
There was a brief pause. Just a second.
But something in that moment felt… familiar now. “Ma’am… this part…”
She placed her notebook forward. The words came easier.
Not confident.
But not trembling either. Weeks passed.

Without announcement. Without realizing it.
Something had changed.
Nasreen no longer sat in the last row. She had moved forward,slowly, quietly. Not because anyone told her to.
But because distance no longer felt comfortable.
One day, while explaining something, Deepti Ma'am paused and said, “Nasreen.”
The name came unexpectedly. Clear.
Direct.
Nasreen looked up immediately. “Yes, Ma’am?”
“Read this paragraph.”
Her heart skipped for a second. But she didn’t look away.
She began reading.
Her voice was soft,but steady. There were small pauses.
A slight hesitation in pronunciation. But she continued.
When she finished, the room was silent. Deepti Ma'am nodded slightly. “Better.”
Just one word.
But it meant more than any praise.

That night, Nasreen replayed that moment again and again. Not because she had read perfectly.
But because,
She had not been afraid. And that was new.
Slowly, without her noticing, A rule had formed in her life. If she didn’t understand,
She would go.
If she felt unsure, She would ask.
If she was afraid, She would still try.
Because somewhere along the way, she had realized something important: Fear does not disappear by waiting.
It disappears by returning, Again and again,
To the place that once created it. And for Nasreen,
That place was no longer just a classroom. It was where she was learning…
…how to become herself.





4: The Method

By the time the semester settled into its rhythm, Nasreen had changed in ways she had not fully noticed.
She no longer avoided eye contact.
She no longer waited for days to ask a question.
And slowly,almost unconsciously,she had begun to think before she memorized. But with that change came something unexpected.
The closer she moved toward understanding…
…the more demanding Deepti Ma'm became. At first, it was subtle.
A correction here. A pause there.
A slightly longer silence after Nasreen answered something. “Explain this in your own words,” Ma’am said one day during class. Nasreen straightened slightly.
She had prepared. She knew this topic.
Carefully, she began speaking. Her voice was clearer than before, her sentences more structured. She even remembered to pause,just as Ma’am had once instructed during a discussion.
For a brief moment, she felt confident.
When she finished, she looked toward Ma’am. Waiting.

Expecting, perhaps for the first time, something close to approval. Deepti Ma'am looked at her steadily.
Then said,
“You’ve repeated the idea correctly.” The sentence sounded positive.
But something in the tone wasn’t. Nasreen felt it instantly.
“But you haven’t understood it deeply enough.” The words landed quietly.
Yet they carried weight.
Nasreen’s fingers tightened around her pen. “I… I tried, Ma’am…” she said softly.
“I know you did,” Ma’am replied calmly. “But trying is not the same as reaching.” There was no harshness.
No raised voice.
But the distance between those words and encouragement felt… wide.

The class moved on. But Nasreen didn’t.
That evening, she sat with her notebook open again. The same lines.
The same concepts.
But this time, they felt different. Not confusing.
Not unclear. Just… insufficient.
If this is not enough… then what is?

She read again. Slower.
More carefully.
She tried to think beyond the words. I tried to connect ideas.
Tried to see what Ma’am might have seen.
But every attempt ended with the same quiet frustration. The next day, she went after class again.
The familiar walk.
The familiar hesitation.
But something had changed. There was a slight heaviness now.
“Ma’am… yesterday… what did you mean when you said I didn’t understand deeply enough?”
Deepti Ma'am looked at her for a moment. Then gestured toward the chair.
“Sit.”
Nasreen sat down, her notebook already open.
“Tell me,” Ma’am said, leaning back slightly, “when you read something… what do you look for?”
Nasreen hesitated.
“The meaning… Ma’am?”
“That’s the beginning,” she said. “Not the end.” There was a pause.
Then she continued,
“You’re learning to understand what is written. That’s good. But you are not yet asking why is it written that way?”

Nasreen listened carefully.
“You accept ideas too quickly,” Ma’am added. “You don’t question them enough.” Nasreen lowered her eyes slightly.
“I thought… understanding meant agreeing…” Deepti Ma'am shook her head, just slightly.
“Understanding means engaging. Sometimes agreeing. Sometimes resisting.” Her voice remained calm, but the words carried quiet intensity.
“If you don’t question, you remain dependent on the writer’s thinking. And I don’t want that for you.”

For a moment, Nasreen didn’t respond. Something inside her felt unsettled.
Not hurt exactly. But exposed.
“I’ll try again, Ma’am,” she said softly. Deepti Ma'am nodded.
“Don’t try the same way,” she replied. “Try differently.”
That night, Nasreen approached her books with a different mindset. Not as a student trying to finish a chapter,
But as someone trying to enter it. She paused more.
She wrote questions in the margins. Why this decision?
Who benefited?
What could have been different?
For the first time, the text felt like something she could speak to,not just read. But growth did not come without discomfort.

A week later, during another discussion, Nasreen answered a question again. This time, she added her own interpretation.
Her voice carried a little more confidence. A little more presence.
When she finished, there was silence. Then,
“You’re overthinking.” The words were simple.
But they struck harder than before. Nasreen froze for a moment.
“I thought you said we should question…” she said, unable to hide the confusion in her voice.
“Yes,” Ma’am replied. “But questioning does not mean losing clarity.” There it was again.
That fine line.
That balance Nasreen could not yet hold. For the first time,
She felt something close to frustration.
That evening, she didn’t open her book immediately. She sat quietly.
Her thoughts were heavier than usual. If I don’t question, it’s wrong.
If I question too much, it’s wrong. Then what is right?

For a brief moment, a thought crossed her mind, Maybe I’m not capable of this.

It stayed only for a second. But it left a mark.
The next day, she didn’t go after class. For the first time in weeks.
She walked out with the others.
Their conversations filled the corridor. Normal.
Light. Uncomplicated.

For a moment, she wondered what it would feel like, Do not think so much.
But that feeling didn’t last.
Because by evening, something felt incomplete. She opened her notebook.
I looked at the unanswered question. Closed it.
Opened it again. And then,
Almost unconsciously, She whispered to herself. “I’ll go tomorrow.”
The next day, she stood outside the classroom again after the fifth period. The hesitation had returned.
But so had something stronger.
When she entered, Deepti Ma'am looked up. There was no surprise in her expression.

As if she had expected this. “Yes?”
The same calm tone.
The same steady presence.
“Ma’am… I think I’m getting confused,” Nasreen admitted honestly. There was no attempt to hide it this time.
No fear of sounding weak.
“I don’t understand how to balance… thinking and clarity.” Deepti Ma'am listened quietly.
Then said,
“That confusion means you are learning.” Nasreen looked up.
“Sit,” she said again.
What followed was not just an explanation. It was guidance.
Careful. Patient. Precise.
“Thinking is like walking on a narrow path,” Ma’am said. “If you don’t move, you stay where you are. If you rush, you lose balance.”
She paused.
“You have started moving. Now you need control.” For the first time in days,
Nasreen felt her mind settle. Not completely.
But enough.
As she left that day, she realized something important.

Deepti Ma'm was not being hard on her…
…she was expecting more from her.

And somewhere, beneath the discomfort, beneath the confusion, beneath the quiet frustration,
There was something else. Something deeper.
She was being shaped. Not gently.
Not easily. But carefully.

And though it hurt sometimes,
Nasreen knew, without fully understanding why, That she did not want this to stop.

5: The Presentation

The announcement came on an ordinary day. But it did not feel ordinary.
“You will be presenting in groups for your final internal assessment,” Deepti Ma'm said, writing the word Presentation on the board with her usual precision.

The room stirred immediately.
Some students leaned forward with interest. Others exchanged quick glances of concern.
Nasreen felt her stomach tighten.
“Topics will be assigned,” Ma’am continued. “And your performance will not be judged only on content,but on clarity, structure, and delivery.”
Her voice paused slightly on the last word. Delivery.

Nasreen knew that word was not simple. Not after everything she had been taught.
When the groups were announced, Nasreen’s name came with an added weight. “You will be the coordinator,” Ma’am said, looking directly at her.
For a second, the room disappeared. Coordinator?
Her heartbeat quickened.
“Yes… Ma’am,” she managed to say. Their topic was written clearly: Arab–Jewish Conflict

That evening, Nasreen sat with her group.
Books were opened. Phones were out. Notes scattered. Everyone spoke at once.
“We’ll divide it,history, causes, wars…” “I’ll take modern developments…” “Someone do the introduction…” Voices overlapped.
Ideas rushed.
But for Nasreen, everything felt… unformed. Where do I begin?
How do I make sense of something so vast… so complex?

Later that night, she sat alone with the topic. She wrote the title slowly on the first page. Arab–Jewish Conflict
And stared at it. She began reading.
At first, it felt like any other chapter. But slowly, the weight of it unfolded. It was not just a conflict.
It was history layered over pain.
She read about the late 19th century,the rise of Zionism, when Jewish communities, facing persecution in Europe, began envisioning a homeland in Palestine.
She read about the land already inhabited,Arab communities living their lives, unaware of how history would soon reshape everything.

Then came the Balfour Declaration (1917),a statement by the British government supporting the establishment of a “national home for the Jewish people” in Palestine.
A sentence.
But with consequences that would echo for generations. Nasreen paused.
Closed the book.

Then I opened it again.
She read about the British Mandate. About growing tensions.
About migration. About resistance.
About two communities, both holding onto history,both claiming belonging. And then,
1948.
The creation of the state of Israel.
For Jewish communities, it was fulfillment. For many Palestinians, it was a loss.
Displacement.
What they would later call Nakba,catastrophe. Nasreen felt her chest tighten slightly.
This was not just history. This was emotion.
Memory. Identity.
She continued reading.

Wars followed. 1948.
1967,the Six-Day War, where Israel gained control over territories like the West Bank and Gaza.
Each event added another layer. Another wound.
Another perspective. But the more she read,
The more confused she felt.
Not because she didn’t understand the facts. But because she couldn’t find a single truth.

How do I present this?
Without simplifying it… without taking sides… without losing its depth? The next day, she went to Deepti Ma'm.
Not hesitantly. But with urgency.
“Ma’am… I don’t know how to begin,” she admitted honestly. Deepti Ma'am looked at her.
“Good.” Nasreen blinked.
“Good… Ma’am?”
“If a topic like this feels easy,” she said calmly, “you haven’t understood it.” Nasreen sat down.
Her notebook is already open.
“Tell me what you’ve read,” Ma’am said. Nasreen began explaining.

Slowly at first.
Then with more flow.
She spoke about Zionism. About the Balfour Declaration. About 1948. About wars.
She spoke carefully,trying to remain balanced. When she finished, there was silence.

“You have information,” Ma’am said. Then paused.
“But you don’t yet have a voice.” The words stayed in the air.
“What do you mean, Ma’am?” Nasreen asked softly.
“Anyone can collect facts,” she replied. “But when you stand there”,she pointed toward the front of the classroom,“you are not reading history. You are interpreting it for others.”
Nasreen listened carefully.
“You must guide your audience,” Ma’am continued. “Don't confuse them.” She picked up a pen and drew a simple structure.
“Start with context. Then build your argument. Then conclude with clarity.” She looked at Nasreen.
“And most importantly,be aware of your tone.” “Tone?” Nasreen repeated.
“Yes,” Ma’am said. “This is not a topic where you can sound casual. Every word must carry responsibility.”
She leaned slightly forward.
“Pause after important lines. Let your words settle.” Nasreen nodded slowly.
“Say something,” Ma’am said suddenly.

“Anything from your topic.” Nasreen hesitated.
Then began:
“The Arab–Jewish conflict is one of the most complex geopolitical issues in modern history,”
“Stop.”
The word was sharp. Not loud,but precise.
“You’re speaking fast,” Ma’am said. “And without weight.” Nasreen looked down slightly.
“Again.”
This time, she slowed down. “The Arab–Jewish conflict…” She paused.
“…is one of the most complex geopolitical issues…” Another pause.
“…in modern history.” Silence followed. “Better,” Ma’am said. Just one word.
But enough.
For the next few days, this became routine. Not just studying.
Training.

“Don’t rush.”
“Breathe between sentences.”

“Pronounce clearly.”
“Don’t hide behind your notes.” “Look up.”
Each instruction was small.
But together, they changed everything. Sometimes, Nasreen felt exhausted.
Sometimes, she felt frustrated. But she didn’t stop.
The day of the presentation arrived quietly. But it did not feel quiet.
The classroom was arranged differently. Students sat more attentively.
Groups whispered final lines.
Notes were revised again and again. Nasreen stood with her group.
Her hands are slightly cold. Her heartbeat was familiar.
But something was different this time. It wasn’t just fear.
It was anticipation.

“Next group.” Their turn.
She walked to the front. Each step steady.
Measured.
She placed her notes down.

Looked up.
For a brief second,
Her eyes met Deepti Ma'm’s. No smile.
No nod.
Just presence. Nasreen took a breath. Then began.
“The Arab–Jewish conflict…” A pause.
“…is not just a political struggle.” Another pause.
“It is a conflict shaped by history, identity, displacement, and memory.” The room was silent.
Not forced. But attentive.
As she continued, something shifted. Her voice found rhythm.
Her pauses carried meaning.
Her words did not rush ahead of her thoughts. She spoke about early Zionist movements.
About the Balfour Declaration.
About 1948,not as a date, but as a turning point. She explained both perspectives carefully.
Without haste. Without imbalance. For the first time,

She was not afraid of being heard.
When she finished, there was silence again. But this silence felt different.
Full. Complete.
She looked toward Deepti Ma'am. Waiting.
Not for approval. But for truth.
Ma’am nodded once. Slightly.
“Clear,” she said. Just one word.
But this time… It felt enough.
That evening, as Nasreen sat alone, she realized something quietly profound: She had not just given a presentation.
She had found her voice.
And somewhere, deep within that realization, There was gratitude.
Not loud. Not spoken. But steady.





6: The Distance

Success did not feel the way Nasreen had imagined it.
For a brief moment after the presentation, there had been a quiet sense of achievement,something steady, something earned. Her classmates had noticed it too.

“You spoke really well,” Sana had said, almost surprised. “I didn’t expect that level of clarity.”
Nasreen had smiled softly. But the moment stayed short.
Because what remained longer… was something else. “Clear.”
That was all Deepti Ma'm had said. Just one word.
No elaboration.
No acknowledgment of effort. No mention of improvement.
At first, Nasreen told herself it was enough. She noticed.
That’s what matters.
But as days passed, that single word began to feel… smaller. In class, things returned to normal.

Or almost normal.

Deepti Ma'am continued teaching with the same precision, the same discipline, the same expectation.
Nothing had changed. Except,
Nasreen had.

She began preparing more carefully. Reading ahead.
Revising twice. Thinking deeper.
As if somewhere inside, she was trying to earn something that had not yet been given.
One afternoon, during a discussion, Nasreen answered a question again. Her voice steady.
Her reasoning is structured.
She even added a perspective,something she had thought about on her own. When she finished, she looked toward Ma’am.
A small pause. A quiet hope.
“You’re improving,” Deepti Ma'am said. For a second, warmth rose instantly.
But then,
“Don’t get comfortable.” The warmth paused.
Then faded.

Nasreen nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”
The words were not wrong. She knew that.
But something about them stayed with her longer than they should have. That evening, she sat with her notebook open, but her focus was scattered.
The words blurred,not because they were difficult, but because her mind kept returning to the same thought.
Will it ever be enough? She closed the book.
Then I opened it again. Then closed it once more. For the first time in weeks,
She didn’t feel like going the next day. The thought surprised her.
She had built a rhythm. A rule.
If she didn’t understand,she would go. If she felt unsure,she would ask.
But now,
It wasn’t confusion holding her back. It was something else.
A quiet hesitation.
The next day, after class, she remained seated. Students began leaving.
Some approached Ma’am with quick questions.

Some laughed on their way out. The usual movement continued. Nasreen stayed still.
Her notebook closed.
Her hands rested lightly over it. Go.
The thought came. Familiar.
Automatic.

But she didn’t move.
From	where	she	sat,	she	could	see	Deepti	Ma'am	speaking	to	another student,explaining something patiently, just as she always did.
The same tone. The same focus. The same presence.
Nothing has changed.

The realization came softly. Almost unexpectedly.
The change was not there. It was here.
Inside her.

She stood up slowly.
I walked toward the door. And left.

The corridor felt longer that day. Louder.
But also strangely distant.
Sana caught up with her halfway.
“You’re not staying back today?” she asked. Nasreen shook her head slightly.
“No… I understood.” It wasn’t entirely true.
But it wasn’t entirely false either.

That evening felt different. Quieter.
Nasreen sat with her book again. This time, she understood the topic. There was no confusion.
No need to ask. And yet,
Something felt incomplete.
She stared at the page for a long time. Then whispered softly,
“It doesn’t feel right…” Days passed.
The pattern shifted. Not broken.
But altered.
She still asked questions. But not every time.

She still stayed back. But not always.
And Deepti Ma'am, Remained the same.
One day, during class, Ma’am asked a question. Nasreen knew the answer.
Clearly. Completely.

She didn’t raise her hand.
A student from the front row attempted. Partially correct.
Ma’am guided him. Gently.
Patiently. Nasreen listened.
Her fingers are resting still on her notebook.

“You had something to say?” Ma’am’s voice came suddenly. Direct.
Unexpected. Nasreen looked up.
For a brief moment, she froze. “I…”
She hesitated.
Then shook her head slightly. “No, Ma’am.”

A pause. Short.
Almost unnoticeable.

“Alright,” Ma’am said, and continued. But something in that moment stayed. That evening, Nasreen replayed it again. Not the question.
Not the answer. But that pause.

Why didn’t I speak? She knew the answer.
But she didn’t want to say it aloud.
Because somewhere between fear and growth… A new feeling had formed.
Expectation. And with it,
The fear of not meeting it.

The next day, after class, she stayed back again. Not out of confusion.
But because something needed to be settled. “Ma’am…”
Her voice was steady. But softer than before. Deepti Ma'am looked up.

“Yes?”
There was a brief silence. Then Nasreen said,
“Am I… improving?” The question felt simple.
But it carried more than it seemed.

Deepti Ma'am looked at her for a moment. Not quickly.
Not dismissively. But carefully. “Yes,” she said.

The answer came without hesitation. Nasreen felt some ease slightly.
But she didn’t move.
After a pause, Ma’am added,
“But you’re also becoming careful.” Nasreen frowned slightly. “Careful… Ma’am?”
“Yes,” she said. “Earlier, you were afraid of being wrong. Now you’re afraid of not being right enough.”
The words settled slowly.
“And both will stop you,” Ma’am continued. Silence followed.
For the first time, Nasreen didn’t respond immediately. She simply stood there,

Thinking.
Then she nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”
As she turned to leave, the distance she had been feeling did not disappear. But it changed.
It was no longer confusing. No longer quite hurt.
It became something clearer. A space.
Not between them, But within her.
A space where she would have to decide, Not how to impress…
But how to grow. And for the first time,
She understood something deeply:
Deepti Ma'm was not there to make her feel accomplished. She was there to make her capable.
And the two were not the same.







7: The Bond

The distance did not disappear. But it softened.
After their last conversation, Nasreen did not return to her old pattern immediately. She still went to Deepti Ma'm,but now, not every question needed to be asked.
Some she answered on her own. Some she left incomplete.
And some… she carried quietly.
It was strange.Earlier, not understanding something felt uncomfortable. Now, understanding everything felt unnecessary.
One afternoon, while going through a reference list, Nasreen came across a book mentioned briefly in her notes.
It wasn’t part of the syllabus. Just a passing reference.

But something about it stayed with her.
She searched for it in the college library the next day. The library was quiet,as always.
Rows of books. Soft footsteps. Pages turning.

A kind of silence that didn’t feel empty,but full.

Nasreen walked along the shelves slowly, scanning titles. History.
European politics. Colonial studies.
She checked one section. Then another.
Then again.
It wasn’t there.
Or maybe she just couldn’t find it.
She stood still for a moment, looking at the long row of books in front of her. Maybe I should ask the librarian…
The thought came. But didn’t stay.
Without thinking much, she turned and walked out of the library. Her steps are almost instinctive.
A few minutes later, she was standing outside the staff room.

She paused.
Why did I come here?
The question felt almost obvious. And yet,
She already knew the answer. She knocked lightly.
“Come in.”

Deepti Ma'm was seated at her desk, reading something. A few papers were spread neatly beside her.
She looked up. “Yes?”
“Ma’am… I was looking for a book in the library… I couldn’t find it.” The words came simply.
Without hesitation. Without the old fear. “Which book?”
Nasreen told her the name.

For a moment, Ma’am thought. Then she stood up.
“I’ll come.”
Nasreen blinked slightly. “Ma’am… I can ask the librarian,” “No,” she said calmly. “Come.”

There was no formality in the decision. No explanation.
Just action.
They walked toward the library together. Side by side.
Not speaking.
The corridor felt different that day. Not longer.
Not quieter.

Just… more aware.

Nasreen walked half a step behind, not out of fear,but out of instinct. She didn’t know what to say.
So she said nothing.

Inside the library, the same stillness greeted them. But now, it feels different.
Because she was not alone.
Deepti Ma'am walked directly toward a section without asking anyone. Her familiarity with the space was evident.
“Which topic is this for?” she asked, scanning the shelves. “European political developments… Ma’am,” Nasreen replied. A brief nod.
She moved her fingers along the spines of the books, reading titles quickly. Confidently.
As if she already knew where everything belonged. Then she stopped.
Pulled out a book. Looked at it briefly.
And handed it to Nasreen. “Start with this.”

Nasreen took it carefully. Almost respectfully. “Thank you, Ma’am…”

But Ma’am didn’t move immediately. She looked at the shelf again.
Then pulled out another book.
“This one,” she said, handing it over, “will give you a different perspective.”

Nasreen held both books now. Heavier than expected.
“Don’t read them the same way you read your textbook,” Ma’am added.

Nasreen looked up slightly.
“Compare them,” she continued. “See how interpretations change.” A pause.
“History is not one voice, Nasreen. There are many.” The words settled deeply.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Then Ma’am turned slightly and said, “Sit.”
They moved to one of the tables. Not across from each other.
But at an angle.
Nasreen opened the first book. Slowly.
Almost carefully.

She began reading.
At first, she was aware of everything,

The silence.
The turning of pages around her. The presence beside her.
But gradually, her focus shifted. The words began to take over.
The ideas expanded.
The text felt different from her usual readings. More layered.
More complex.
After a few minutes, she paused.

I looked at a paragraph again.
“I don’t fully understand this part,” she said quietly.
Deepti Ma'am leaned slightly closer,not too much, just enough to see.

“What do you understand?” she asked. Nasreen explained.
This time, her words were not rushed. Not hesitant.
Just thoughtful. Ma’am listened. Then said,
“You’re closer than you think.” She pointed to a line.
“Read this again.” Nasreen did.
Slower this time.

“And now?”
“…it’s suggesting that political decisions were influenced by ideological pressure, not just strategy,” Nasreen said, thinking as she spoke.

A slight nod. “Yes.”

That one word again. Simple.
But steady.

Time passed. Quietly.
They didn’t speak much. Didn’t need to.

At some point, Nasreen forgot that she had come looking for help. It didn’t feel like help anymore.
It felt like… guidance.
After a while, Ma’am stood up. “I have to leave,” she said.
Nasreen closed the book gently. “Yes, Ma’am.”
As she gathered her things, she hesitated for a moment. Then said,
“Ma’am…” A pause.

“Yes?”
“Thank you… for coming with me.” It wasn’t just about the book.
Both of them knew that. Deepti Ma'am looked at her.
For a brief second, something in her expression softened. Not fully.
Not openly. But enough.

“You were already on the right path,” she said. “You just needed direction.” And then she left.

Nasreen remained seated for a few moments. The books are still in front of her.
The silence around her is unchanged.
But something inside her had shifted again.

It wasn’t admiration. It wasn’t just respect.
It was something quieter. Deeper.
A sense of being seen.
Not as a student who needed answers. But as someone worth guiding.

That evening, as she walked back, she held the books a little closer.

And for the first time,
The distance she had felt earlier… Did not feel like absence.
It felt like space.
The kind of space where something real could grow.




8: The Illness
At first, it was only a rumor. Whispers in the corridor.
A sentence overheard between students.
A casual comment that didn’t feel important at the time. “Ma’am is not coming today…”
Nasreen paused. “Why?” someone asked.
“No idea… maybe she’s unwell.”
The words should have stayed ordinary. But they didn’t.
Because Deepti Ma'm did not “miss” classes. She did not “take leave” without reason.
She was… always there.
That day, the classroom felt different. Not louder.
Not emptier. Just… incomplete.
Nasreen sat in her usual place. First bench.
Open notebook. Pen ready.

But the page remained untouched.
No voice entered the room with authority. No calm instructions.
No pauses that made silence meaningful. Only a substitute teacher, reading from notes. And Nasreen realized something quietly,
The room had lost its center. That evening, she asked around. Carefully.
Casually.
Trying not to show concern that felt too personal. “She is not feeling well,” someone confirmed. “Nothing serious, I think… just weakness.”
But that was enough.
The next day, Nasreen did something she had never done before. She asked for the staff room number.
Standing outside, she hesitated.
Not because she was afraid of authority anymore.
But because she didn’t know if she had the right to be here. She knocked.
A faint voice from inside. “Come in…’’
She entered slowly. And there she was.

Deepti Ma'm. Not standing. Not writing. Sitting.

For the first time, Nasreen saw her outside her usual presence of control. She looked… different.
Not weak.
But visibly drained.
Her posture was still composed,but less firm. Her usual sharp focus softened by fatigue.
Nasreen stopped at the door. “Ma’am…”

Deepti Ma'am looked up.
For a second, it took her a moment. Then,
“Oh… Nasreen.”
Her voice was quieter than usual. Not cold.
Just tired.


“You’re not well, Ma’am?” Nasreen asked carefully. A small pause.

Then a slight nod.
“Just a fever… nothing serious.” But Nasreen didn’t move.
There was silence.
Different from classroom silence. This one felt personal.
“I… I wanted to check on you,” Nasreen said softly. For a moment, Ma’am didn’t respond.
Then she looked down slightly.
Almost as if the words were unfamiliar. “You didn’t have to,” she said.
“I know,” Nasreen replied immediately. “But… I wanted to.” Another silence.
Longer this time.


Then Ma’am said something she rarely said in class. “Sit.”
Nasreen sat.
Not in front like a student waiting for instruction. But near the side, quietly.
For a few moments, neither of them spoke. Then Ma’am leaned slightly back.
“You are missing your class?” she asked. Nasreen hesitated.

Then nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.” A pause.
“…It feels different without you there.”


The sentence came out before she could fully think about it. And immediately, she felt a small tightening inside her chest. But Ma’am didn’t react sharply.
She didn’t question it.
She simply looked at her for a moment.


Then said quietly, “It’s just a few days.” Nasreen nodded. “Yes… Ma’am.”
She stood up slowly.
“I’ll leave… Please rest.” “Hmm,” Ma’am replied softly. At the door, Nasreen paused.
Then turned slightly. “Ma’am…”
“Yes?”
“If you need anything… I mean anything… I can help.” A faint pause.

Then,
“Don’t worry,” Ma’am said gently. “I’ll manage.” But her voice was softer than usual.
Almost… human. Nasreen left.
But the feeling did not leave with her. The next few days were strange.
The classroom continued. Lectures happened.
Notes were written.
But something essential was missing. Nasreen realized something slowly.
It wasn’t just about learning. It was about presence.
Deepti Ma'm didn’t just teach. She anchored the room.
Without her, everything functioned… But nothing felt alive.
On the third day, Nasreen tried calling the office number she had been given earlier.
Her fingers hesitated before dialing. Ring.
Then, “Hello?”
It was her voice.

Not fully strong. But present.
“Ma’am…” Nasreen said softly. A pause.
“…It’s Nasreen.”
“Oh,” Ma’am responded after a moment. “Yes, bachcha.” That word.
bachcha.
It had never felt this close before.
“How are you, Ma’am?” Nasreen asked. “I’m fine… just resting,” she replied.
A small pause.
“You don’t need to worry.”


But Nasreen didn’t respond immediately. Because she was worried.
Instead, she said softly, “Please take care.”
A faint silence. Then,
“I will bachcha,” Ma’am said.
And something in her tone softened slightly. Not fully.
But enough.

“Are classes going on properly?” she asked. “Yes, Ma’am.”
A pause.
“…But it’s not the same.”
There was silence on the other side. Longer this time.
Then,
“You’re learning to manage without me,” she said quietly. Nasreen didn’t know what to say to that.
So she simply said, “I’m trying.”
A faint exhale came through the phone. Not frustration.
Not amusement.
Something closer to understanding. ‘‘That’s good,” Ma’am said.
The call ended soon after.
But Nasreen stayed seated for a long time after. The phone is still in her hand.
Because something had changed. Quietly.
Irreversibly.
She had not just missed a teacher. She had missed her presence.

And that realization felt heavier than she expected.



9: The Silence That Answered


There are absences that arrive slowly.
And there are absences that arrive like a verdict. At first, it was only another day of illness.
Another message carried through words that were still hopeful. “Ma’am is resting.”
“She will be back soon.” “She is improving.” Nasreen believed it.
Not because it was confirmed.
But because it felt impossible otherwise.
The last conversation had still echoed in her routine. The familiar pattern remained unchanged.
Class in the morning. Notes in the afternoon. And at night, A call.
Always a call.
“Ma’am… are you okay today?” “Yes, child… just tired.”
“Have you eaten something?” “Don’t worry about me.”
It was never long.

Never dramatic. Just… present.
Like a thread still holding the connection together. But slowly, even that thread began to weaken.
Replies became shorter. Calls are less frequent And then,
One night, the call did not connect. Nasreen tried again.
Then again. Then waited. No response.

She told herself it was rest. It had to be rest.
The next day, she went through her routine as usual. But something inside her was slightly unsettled.
Like a book left open in the wrong place.
A senior professor mentioned casually in the corridor, “She is not well… I think it’s serious now.”
Serious.
The word landed differently this time. Nasreen stopped walking for a moment. Then continued.

Quietly.
As if slowing down might make it less real. That evening, she called again.
The phone rang. Once.
Twice.
Then someone picked up.


But it was not her voice.
A man spoke. ( It was my another professor Sanjeev Sir) Carefully.
Slowly.
As if every word had to be chosen with care. “Hello?”
Nasreen’s fingers tightened slightly. “Ma’am… is she there?”
A pause.
Longer than usual. Then,
“Beta…”
The word itself was soft.
But what followed it was heavier than anything she had heard before. “Deepti Dii is no more.”

The sentence did not immediately become meaningful. It stayed suspended.
Like sound without form. Nasreen didn’t respond. Not at first.
Her hand remained still on the phone. Her breath did not move forward. “No…” she whispered.
Not in denial. But in confusion.
As if the language itself had failed her.
The voice on the other side continued gently, “She passed away an hour ago…”

But Nasreen had already stopped hearing after the first sentence. The phone slipped slightly from her hand.
Not dropped. Just… lowered. And then, Silence.
It was not the silence of absence. It was the silence of collapse.
Somewhere far away, she heard her mother calling her name. Her father’s footsteps.

The room shifted around her.
But none of it reached her properly. She sat down.
Not dramatically. Not consciously.
Just… as if her body had understood before her mind did. And then,
It broke.
Not in words. Not in questions.
But in something far deeper.
A soundless grief that had nowhere to go.


Later, she would not remember how long she cried. Only that she could not stop.
Her mother held her.
Asked questions she could not answer.
Her father stayed silent, trying to understand what had happened. When she finally spoke, it came fragmented.
“Ma’am… is gone…” And then again,
“She is gone…”
As if repeating it might make it less final. But it didn’t.

That night, the world did not feel real. Time felt disconnected.
Like something had been removed from its place. And in that absence,
Memories began to return.


The first “sit.”
The first correction.
The calm voice saying, thinking is allowed. The library.
The books. The pauses. The discipline.
The care that never called itself care. Everything returned,
But without her in it.
The next day, Nasreen called her again. Not because she expected an answer.
But because the habit had not yet understood death. The phone rang into emptiness.
And stopped.


At the college, things moved quickly. Rituals were arranged.

Announcements made. People gathered.
Some spoke.
Some stayed silent.


Sanjeev Sir mentioned,
“I tried to reach her earlier… she didn’t want to trouble anyone.” The words were simple.
But they stayed longer than expected.
“She never asked for help,” someone else said softly. And that sentence,
That sentence lingered.
Because suddenly, everything made sense in a different way. Her strength.
Her distance. Her silence. Her discipline.
It had never been absent of need. It had been a refusal of burden.
And somewhere in that realization,
A different kind of grief began to form. Not just for loss.
But for what could have been eased.
On the day of the final rites, Nasreen stood at a distance.

Not fully inside. Not fully outside.
People came and went. Family members arrived late.
Formalities completed what life had left unfinished. But none of it felt like closure.
Because closure implies completion. And this felt incomplete.
Very incomplete.


Later, Nasreen learned something quietly.
Sanjeev Sir had tried to take Ma’am to the hospital earlier. She had refused at first.
Not out of ignorance.
But out of reluctance to trouble anyone. And only at the very end,
When weakness no longer allowed refusal, She had been taken.
That detail did not bring comfort. It brought silence.
A heavier silence.
Because it made one thing clear: Help had been near.
But not accepted.

And now it was too late to matter. That night, Nasreen called again. Not expecting anything.
Just… unable to stop herself. The phone rang.
Once. Then,
A voice answered. Not hers.
A man, probably her brother or someone spoke. Carefully.
Gently.
“Beta… she is no more.” Again.
As if the world needed to be told twice to be believed.
The phone slipped from Nasreen’s hand completely this time. She sat down.
And this time,
There was no resistance left in her body. Her mother rushed in.
Her father followed. They tried to understand. To hold her.
To bring her back into the room.

But she was not fully there. Not yet.
When she finally spoke, it broke. “My Ma’am…”
That was all.


Later, she told someone else.
A person who had become close to her in life. Her partner.
Her love.
Her quiet support. Now her husband. He did not know Deepti Ma’am.
Never met her. Never spoke to her.
But when he heard that she is no more, He understood.
And for the first time, He cried with her.
Not because he knew her loss personally,
But because he knew what it meant to lose someone who shaped you silently.


And Nasreen realized something that night. Some people do not leave loudly.
They leave behind a silence that keeps answering everything afterward.

And Deepti Ma'm,
Had become exactly that. A silence.
That still taught. Still corrected. Still shaped.
But never spoke again.













10: The Becoming


Grief does not leave. It changes shape.
In the weeks after Deepti Ma'm’s passing, Nasreen stopped expecting normality. There was no “return” to routine.
There was only continuation. Classes still happened.
Books were still opened. Pages still turned.
But something essential had shifted in the way she moved through all of it. At first, she tried to call it absence.
Then loss. Then memory.
But none of these words were enough.
Because what she felt was not just that someone was gone,

It was that someone had become part of how she thought. Her thesis work continued under silence.
The same topic.
The same discipline.
But now, every argument she formed carried an invisible question behind it: What would she have said about this?
Sometimes, while writing, Nasreen would pause. Her pen is hovering over the page.
Not out of confusion. But out of habit.
And in those moments,
There was no voice answering her anymore. Only memory.
She completed her final dissertation on ‘Agricultural Systems in Nineteenth Century Bengal; An Overview’.
Carefully. Structurally. Precisely.
Just as she had been taught.
But when she submitted it, she did not feel the same satisfaction she had once imagined.
It was not empty.
It was something quieter.
A completion that did not feel like an ending.
On the day of her final evaluation, she stood before the panel.

Her hands were steady. Her voice was controlled. Her words were clear.
She spoke about history. About interpretation.
About conflict and memory.
About how narratives are shaped not only by events,but by perspective. And as she spoke,
She realized something slowly.
She was no longer repeating what she had been taught. She was thinking it.
After her presentation, there was a pause. Then one of the evaluators said,
“Very well structured.” Another added,
“Clear argument. Strong understanding.” But Nasreen only nodded.
Because praise no longer felt like the destination. After the session, she walked out alone.
The corridor felt familiar. But not the same.
She stopped near the window. Looked outside.
Students were walking.

Talking. Laughing. Living.
And for a moment,
She saw herself among them. Not who she was now.
But who she had been. A girl afraid to speak.
A girl afraid to be wrong.
A girl who once stood outside a classroom rehearsing a sentence in her mind before saying it.
And then,
She remembered the first time she spoke. The fear.
The pause.
The answer she had not expected.
“I like students who speak honestly.”


The memory did not hurt anymore. But it did not fade either.
It stayed.
Like a foundation.
That night, she wrote in her Research Proposal. Not as a student.
Not as a scholar.

But as someone becoming whole.


“She is not here anymore.
But she did not leave me empty. She left me with a way of thinking. A way of pausing.
A way of understanding.
And now, when I speak… I sometimes hear her in my silence. Not as absence.
But as guidance.”


She closed the journal. And did not cry.
Because grief had finally stopped being a wound. It had become a direction.
And somewhere, in the quiet structure of her life, Deepti Ma'm was still there.
Not in presence. But in permanence.
