PE LHERIE: FRAZEN="1F

FRANRN, HEEREATN B AOCNIRIA G RER, Sl i)s - HRRR NI, A
JhE b, IR SRR IER . JeRRAEIRN, KITEN, AGAE RIS YA 2
(FI 65 38 o

TCHEFFE R BN SR EAH H A BT K, bR A0t Tk, kR, &%,
ferg e . NEAWKENR, B BERBTEE, FT 8%, Rediidhd. efngim
FEEH A, ARG ZRACAEA BN, PRt 2 5 XA, st e i, BT OB —iar.

IR ERE BB HOL N . IS Y, WA, M RE R, . T,
o, R, BN R JeN)E B, SRR TR, BAEVRG TR KR
Al b ST HEER, RERHAE.

BrE AR A D L, R, AR Wi TN, BN A R PO AR B )
—hE, AMREEE, ANEER. BT R A BRI B KA K
), IWCHEBEK TR, LT AMENE. Fafl, XEAKTR, WAL, Sk BAa%E.

=, WRIDGEZA N RN, RIS RITIE, R RSB SEAAIRA, '
SOAMELE . PSRN Z . B EMEIDER, BAERKN, JuIT Bk, BAIE, b
B T — R WA MUEREF RO, BMAEIURAR, PR, St W LT R,
SEM), ABRUFG LR ORI 2

WISAES ¥ By T T BRI, TF, JHRIE R RIEL B, ot AL T,
FECHUR R AR, BB AW, MEEE T 8K, &R, =TEREREAES R4
ge: MMbfffRaE, BPCH, FIEAM. KKK NG RILH IR, B TisRAN R EE,
T B HR MAIEEDE

RGN T, B TS el T, ARG EMLE Tk, B EBS RN .
Hogklok, ANBSEEK. BAOCEEREE R, FHENS X7, 7FH, tlma, )
ATHEWAERE TN, WA RIS

The Light on the Podium: Thirty Years in a Morning

Classroom

Six forty in the morning. The classroom holds no one yet. The first beam of light
slants in through the east window, grazes the edge of the last row of desks, falls on
the podium, and covers exactly that half of the blackboard. Light has a shape: a
rectangle, its edges cut clean by the window mullions. The podium is the light’s

pedestal.

Chalk dust floats in the beam. The dust the duty students missed last night is

all 1it up now, grain by grain, suspended, turning slowly. People cannot see chalk
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dust unless there is light; chalk dust waits for light too, waiting all night, rising
only at daybreak. It sets out from the teacher’s finger gaps, meant to land on
exercise books, but the crosswind intercepts it halfway, and it stays in the beam and

becomes part of the light.

The teacher walks into this beam at seven oh two. She stands in the light
writing, her back to the door, chalk tapping the board — tap, tap, tap — soft, like
someone knocking on a door far away. The light passes over her shoulder and stretches
her shadow long across the terrazzo floor before the podium. The shadow arrives

first, every day.

Chalk dust settles on her cuff, a white film. She brushes once; it does not come
clean. The white on the cuff and the white on the blackboard are the same white —
one is written, one falls. After thirty years of writing, the cuff never changes
color. Chalk dust settles in her hair too, like frost from a distance, and only up
close you know it is not. Frost melts. This dust neither falls nor melts; it lives in

her hair.

Thirty years, and the morning light still enters at six forty, still the same
rectangle, still covering that half of the blackboard. Light knows no people; it
knows only positions. But the person standing in it ages. In her first year, she
walked into the light with black temples; black hair drinks light, and the beam
dimmed a degree. Now she walks into the same beam with a few white hairs at the
temples; white hair cannot hold the light, and the light slips out there, bright,
like a thread escaping along the edge of the podium.

She is still writing. Tap, tap, tap. Chalk dust rises in the beam, rises, reaches
the edge cut by the window mullion, cannot fall past it, fades slowly inside the
light until it vanishes — and that counts as landing. Every day, every lesson,
thirty years of chalk dust travel the same route: from her finger gaps, into the
light, into the unseen. No one has seen this route twice — except the classroom at

six forty in the morning, and the beam in it that is never late.

It is nearly seven thirty; footsteps come down the corridor. The light shifts an
inch, yielding toward the inner side of the podium, clearing its place for whoever
enters. The classroom brightens, and the people brighten with it. The beam still
covers that half of the blackboard, still covers the words just written — the words
white, the light white, and for a moment you cannot tell which were written by chalk
and which by light.
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