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	This novel is dedicated to all 

	 

	who have ever listened for a voice in the silence.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	In silence, 

	We do not lose ourselves; 

	We remember what was never lost.
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Chapter 1: The Whispering Voice

	 

	 

	The autumn light slanted through the tall windows of Columbia University’s medical campus, catching dust motes that drifted in the stale office air. Dr. Helia Scott sat at her desk with a fountain pen idle between her fingers. Her eyes traced the angular shadows on the floor. The building around her carried the weight of decades of academic ambition. Halls were lined with polished brass plates, and a faint smell of chalk dust was mingled with disinfectant. Yet for Helia, the atmosphere felt less like a sanctuary of learning and more like a silent battlefield.

	Across the corridor, Dr. Willis Thornton’s voice could be heard—low but edged with impatience—as he dismissed a graduate assistant’s question. Helia was stiffened at the sound. The two of them, though forced into collaboration by their department chair, had never found harmony in their work. Willis leaned towards exploratory theorizing, and was fascinated by the mind’s hidden architecture. Helia, on the other hand, prided herself on method, precision, and replicable results. “Evidence,” she often told her students, “is the only language science respects.” Yet even as she spoke with such certainty, part of her wondered whether the language of science was completed. Experience sometimes hinted at layers she could not chart, dimensions her instruments failed to register.  To her, Willis’s approach smacked of indulgence, a dalliance with speculation.

	Their disagreements were not abstract; they coloured every meeting, every paper draft, and every seminar. Helia remembered only last week when Willis had rewritten a section of their joint lecture without consulting her, inserting phrases like “the unseen dynamics of thought” and “the unconscious directive of Love.” She had confronted him afterwards with her voice sharper than she intended. “Willis, do you want to be a poet or a scientist?” she snapped. His reply—cool, clipped—still burned in her ears: “Helia, do you want to be a jailer or a colleague?”

	This was the texture of their partnership: brittle, defensive, and bound by professional necessity.

	It was against this backdrop of irritation that the first whisper came.

	Helia had been preparing notes for a lecture on diagnostic protocols when a pressure, subtle yet undeniable, brushed against her awareness. She froze. It was not a sound, not exactly, but it formed words, nonetheless. “This is A Course in Silence”—the phrase unfurled in her mind like silk, calm yet insistent. She looked around, half-expecting Willis to have spoken, though the hall was empty.

	Helia’s pen slipped from her fingers. Nonsense, she told herself, “Fatigue, perhaps”. She had been working late nights, grading, editing, navigating endless committee reports. But when she bent to retrieve the pen, the phrase returned, gentler now, as if waiting for her recognition—“This is A Course in Silence. Will you listen?”

	Helia’s breath caught in her throat. She pressed her hands flat against the desk, grounding herself in its solid wood. She thought of her training—symptoms of stress, auditory hallucinations, intrusive ideation. A psychologist could diagnose herself as well as anyone. Yet the clarity of the words unsettled her: they carried none of the distortion she associated with pathology. They were precise, coherent, and suffused with a quality she was reluctant to name: authority.

	Helia said nothing to Willis that afternoon. How could she? He would dismiss it as superstition or, worse, weaponize it against her in their already fragile truce.

	But the whispers did not stop.

	Over the following days, fragments threaded themselves into Helia’s consciousness—phrases about peace, forgiveness, and Love. Not the love of marriages and quarrels, not the fleeting warmth of affection, but something vast, impersonal, yet tender. She resisted the words, tried to drown them beneath lecture drafts and administrative memos. Still, they persisted, patient as rainfall.

	By Friday, Helia could not ignore them.

	It was Willis, ironically, who forced the matter into the open. They had just concluded another tense meeting with the department chair, who scolded them for their “visible lack of cooperation.” As they left the office, Willis turned to Helia, his jaw set. “Helia, this has to end. We cannot keep sniping at each other in front of the faculty. For once, let’s try to talk like colleagues. Come with me—there’s a diner around the corner. We’ll clear the air over breakfast.”

	Helia hesitated. The very thought of sharing a meal with Willis felt unnatural, even risky. Yet something in his tone—less combative, almost weary—gave her pause. Against her instincts, she agreed.

	The diner was noisy, filled with the clatter of cutlery and the aroma of frying butter. They sat opposite each other in a vinyl booth, steam curling from their coffee cups. For several minutes they spoke only of trivialities—the schedule for graduate seminars and the delay in receiving journal proofs. But as the conversation inched towards their recurring disputes, Helia felt the whisper stirring again.

	“He is your partner in this. You cannot walk alone.”

	Helia clenched her hands beneath the table, heart hammering. Was Willis hearing it too? She dared not ask. Instead, she studied his face—its habitual reserve, the lines of exhaustion etched around his eyes. For the first time, she wondered if his combativeness was not arrogance but armour, a defence against something unnamed.

	Willis, for his part, looked at Helia as though weighing the same question. When he finally spoke, his words startled her. “Helia, do you ever feel,” he hesitated, “that something larger than us is pressing in? That our fights are distractions from something…we’re supposed to notice?”

	The whisper pulsed in her chest like a second heartbeat. She lowered her gaze to the swirling surface of her coffee. “Yes,” she said softly. “I do.”

	 

	The words hovered between them, fragile as glass. Neither Helia nor Willis seemed willing to move first, as though any sudden shift might cause the unspoken presence to vanish.

	Their waitress arrived with plates of eggs and toast, grounding them back into the clatter of the diner. Helia forced herself to butter a slice, her hand slightly trembling. She had not expected this conversation, nor the thread of vulnerability in Willis’s voice.

	“You surprise me,” Helia admitted, her tone more cautious than warm. “I thought you considered anything beyond data and measurement a distraction.”

	Willis leaned back, one arm resting against the booth. “I did. I still do, in some ways. But lately…” His voice dropped, so low she had to lean closer. “Lately I’ve felt as though something is trying to reach us. Not just you and me—our department, even the whole academic world. We study the mind, yet we ignore the possibility that it might be speaking back.”

	Helia’s pulse quickened. She considered telling him about the whispers—about the phrase This is A Course in Silence. But the risk of exposure of ridicule loomed too large. Instead she asked, “And what would you call it? This ‘something’?”

	Willis shook his head, as if unwilling to pin it down. “I don’t know. But it feels more real than our quarrels.”

	Helia returned her gaze to the plate before her. She ate in silence, the words in her mind growing louder: You are both chosen for this work. She swallowed hard, blinking back sudden moisture in her eyes.

	 

	That evening, Helia walked home through the cool October air, the bare branches on the streets scratching against lamplight. Her husband, Lyle, was already in their apartment, reading the newspaper in his armchair. He looked up as she entered.

	“You’re late again,” Lyle said, not accusing, merely weary.

	“The faculty meeting dragged on,” Helia replied, removing her coat. It was partly true. She hesitated before mentioning breakfast with Willis; to Lyle, her professional life was already crowded with tension. Why add more?

	Still, she sensed his curiosity. “And after the meeting?” he asked.

	“I had coffee with Willis.”

	Lyle’s brows rose slightly. “That’s unusual.”

	“Unusual,” she echoed, forcing a faint smile. “But necessary.”

	They spoke little more of it. Yet as she prepared for bed, Helia felt the strangeness of the day pressing in on her—the whisper, Willis’s unexpected openness, the sense that something unseen was rearranging the pieces of her life.

	 

	Over the next week, Helia’s inner resistance weakened. The whisper grew steadier, threading into her quiet moments—on subway rides, in the shower, during late-night grading sessions. Sometimes it spoke in single phrases: There is another way. At other times, whole sentences unspooled with patient clarity: Your task is not to add, but to remove the barriers you have built against Love.

	Helia filled notebooks with hurried jottings, ashamed yet compelled. She began carrying a small pad with her, scribbling down lines whenever they came. At first she hid the notes at the back of her desk drawer, but soon they multiplied too quickly to conceal.

	Willis noticed her distraction during a staff seminar. Afterwards, he cornered her in the hallway.

	“You’re writing something,” he said, eyes narrowing.

	She stiffened. “It’s private.”

	“Private, maybe. But it’s interfering with your work.” He paused, then added in a quieter tone, “Is it related to what we talked about? That…presence?”

	Helia hesitated. To admit the truth was to risk being seen as unstable—or worse, unprofessional. Yet something in Willis’s gaze suggested he was not mocking. Against her better judgment, she whispered, “Yes.”

	His expression shifted, not to triumph, but to recognition. “Then let me help. If you’re receiving something, we need to document it carefully: date, context, exact words. Otherwise, it will slip away.”

	She stared at him, caught between fear and relief. “Why would you want to help me?”

	He gave a tired half-smile. “Because I think it’s happening to both of us. Not in the same way, but close enough. And if we don’t try to face it together, it may break us apart entirely.”

	 

	That night, Helia returned home shaken. She lay awake beside Lyle, listening to the steady rhythm of his breathing. She wanted to confide in him, to share the strange mission pressing on her heart. But how could she? He valued stability, predictability, the routines that anchored their marriage. To tell him she was hearing a voice dictating lessons in Silence and Love would sound like betrayal of reason itself.

	So she kept silent. Her notebook was hidden beneath her pillow, while the words were glowing in her mind like embers she dared not expose.

	 

	Two weeks later, in a rare moment of calm, Helia and Willis sat again in the diner booth. This time, the conversation flowed more easily, though still marked by hesitation.

	“I’ve typed some of the notes,” Helia confessed, sliding a folder across the table. “I don’t know what they mean. Perhaps you can make sense of them.”

	Willis opened the folder, his eyes scanning the lines. His lips moved silently, then pressed together in thought.

	“This isn’t madness,” he said at last. “It’s too coherent. Too disciplined. Whatever it is, Helia, it demands to be taken seriously.”

	Helia shivered, both relieved and unsettled by his words. She glanced around the diner, at ordinary people with ordinary lives, unaware of the unseen current threading through her own. For the first time, she admitted aloud, “I think we’re being asked to write a book.”

	The whisper, as if in confirmation, rose within her: “A Course in Silence has begun.”



	
Chapter 2: The Silence Between Notes

	 

	 

	That night, Helia lay awake, her notebook hidden under her pillow as if it were contraband. Lyle slept soundly at her side, the rise and fall of his chest steady as the tide, yet to Helia it felt like a wall between worlds. She envied his solidity. For him, the day was complete once the newspaper was folded and the lights turned out. For her, the day seemed to linger endlessly, its questions trailing into the dark.

	And then the words came again, not through sound but through presence: “You have always known. Even as a child, you heard.”

	The statement was both comfort and disturbance, for it stirred memories she had tried to leave unexamined.

	 

	She was eight years old, sitting cross-legged on her bedroom floor in their narrow house upstate. The winter light angled through the lace curtains, dust motes floating like tiny messengers. On her lap lay a school notebook, pages meant for spelling lists and sums. Instead, she had filled them with sentences that seemed to write themselves.

	“There is a place where sorrow does not reach.”

	“You are more than the body you see.”

	She did not know where these words came from, only that they appeared inside her, urgent and whole.

	Her father, Robert Scott, believed in mathematics the way some men believed in God. Equations lined his notebooks in careful graphite strokes, each problem balanced with satisfaction. When he caught sight of Helia’s secret writings one evening, he frowned.

	“What is this supposed to mean?” he asked, holding the notebook up as if it were evidence.

	Helia shrank back, ashamed without knowing why.

	“Poetry, maybe,” her mother Ruth answered gently from the kitchen doorway. She was still wearing her apron, her hands faintly dusted with flour. “Children have a right to imagine.”

	“Imagine, yes,” Robert countered, “but not confuse fancy with fact. Life will not reward illusions. Better she apply herself to something measurable, something real.”

	Helia never forgot the sharpness in his voice—or the way her mother’s eyes, soft but steady, lingered on her. Later, as Ruth tucked her into bed, she whispered, “Don’t be afraid of what comes to you. Some things are given, not invented.”

	Helia had clung to that sentence like a secret talisman. Yet even as a child, she learned to hide her inner life. By day, she excelled at school, earning her father’s rare nods of approval. By night, she scribbled phrases in the dark, then stuffed the pages beneath her mattress before morning.

	Sometimes Helia prayed for the words to stop. Sometimes she prayed for them to explain themselves.

	 

	 

	Now, decades later, they had returned—not in childish fragments, but in sentences of unnerving clarity.

	On the subway to campus, she thought of her father’s disapproving silence, and her mother’s hushed encouragement. The memory unsettled her, because she realized the struggle had never left her: the tug between reason and mystery, between Robert’s demand for certainty and Ruth’s quiet faith in what could not be measured.

	As she walked the long hallways of the psychology department, their voices seemed to echo in her mind, superimposed on her own doubts. Was she reliving an old conflict under a new guise? Or had this—this voice, this presence—been waiting for her all along?

	Helia touched the notebook in her bag, its pages already filling faster than she could make sense of them. She wanted to believe she was prepared for this work, but in truth, she felt like that eight-year-old girl again: caught between pride and secrecy, fear and wonder. The light streamed across the floor as though from a world just beyond her reach.

	 

	 

	The classroom smelled faintly of chalk dust and disinfectant, a combination that always reminded Helia of permanence and erasure. Rows of graduate students faced her, notebooks open, laptops glowing faintly in the half-dim light. She was lecturing on transference, a subject she had taught for years, but that morning the words felt strangely foreign on her tongue, as though she were reciting lines written for someone else.

	She gestured towards the whiteboard. “Transference is not only about misplaced emotion, but also about the silent agreements we carry from childhood—the invisible contracts that shape what we expect from others. Sometimes it’s less about the patient’s projections and more about the therapist’s willingness to receive them.”

	As she spoke, she felt an uncanny doubling: the professional explaining theory, and the child who once scribbled secret sentences in a notebook. The two versions of herself seemed to overlap, a transparency laid over flesh.

	Helia paused to let the students catch up with their notes. Several scribbled furiously; a few stared at her with the guarded curiosity of people who suspected their teacher was speaking about something deeper than psychology.

	Helia capped the marker, set it down carefully, and turned back to them. “Questions?”

	There were none—at least, none spoken aloud. But she could feel their silence pressing forward, waiting for her to go on.

	 

	 

	Walking back to her office, Helia tried to steady herself with routine. She unlocked the door, dropped her satchel on the chair, and reached for the familiar comfort of coffee. The bitterness grounded her. The hum of the building—copy machines, muffled voices, the occasional ring of a distant phone—was the same as any other day. Yet she couldn’t shake the sensation that her own lecture had been directed at her, not them.

	Invisible contracts.

	Silent agreements.

	Both of her father’s insistence on facts and her mother’s whisper about gifts that could not be measured had signed their clauses on her psyche long ago. And here she was, decades later, standing in front of her students and repeating the same lesson without meaning to them.

	Helia sat down heavily, folded her arms on the desk, and let her forehead rest against them.

	 

	 

	That night Helia dreamed again.

	This time the voice did not come as words. Instead, she stood in an endless corridor, doors on either side, all shut. At the far end, a light glowed faintly—not bright, not blinding, but steady. She moved towards it, but the corridor elongated as she walked, each step stretching the distance. She tried the doors as she passed: some rattled but did not open, some were warm to the touch, some cold.

	When she woke, her throat was dry, her pulse elevated. The dream clung to her like a film, and she knew it had more weight than an ordinary dream. She scribbled in her notebook before even rising from bed:

	“The doors are closed, but the light waits. Which one is mine?”

	Lyle stirred beside her. He mumbled something incoherent and shifted, pulling the blanket with him. Helia watched him for a long moment. His capacity to sleep through everything—even her wakefulness, even the weight of unspoken mysteries—was almost enviable.

	 

	 

	At the university the following day, Helia found herself staring at a memo she had no memory of printing. It was a departmental update, outlining the faculty’s upcoming schedule. Her colleague, Dr. John Hayes, was listed as chair for the upcoming colloquium.

	Helia exhaled, a slow ribbon of frustration. John—brilliant, rigid, and perpetually sceptical. For years, they had orbited one another in a careful tension, rarely clashing outright but never truly aligning. He championed empirical rigor with a ferocity that bordered on zealotry. To him, anything unverifiable was at best indulgent, at worst dangerous.

	Helia, on the other hand, carried a conviction that the human psyche could not be reduced to what could be measured. When the voice came, it struck not as a contradiction but as a confirmation of what she long suspected in quiet moments: that the human psyche could not be reduced to charts or measurements. There was always more—layers beneath the layers—waiting for her courage to look. And though she rarely said it aloud, she believed her own experiences bore witness to that “more”.

	The memo trembled slightly in her hand. She wondered if John had already sensed something shifting in her. Their disagreements in faculty meetings had always been professional, but what if he began to suspect that her work was drawing from something… unorthodox?

	The thought unsettled her, though not entirely with fear. There was, deep inside, a sliver of defiance—a child’s stubbornness, still unwilling to surrender her hidden pages to anyone’s judgment.

	 

	 

	She walked across the quad at noon, the winter sun weak but insistent. Students hurried past in coats and scarves, faces pink from the wind. The sound of their chatter blended with the rustle of branches overhead. Helia slowed her pace, letting herself drift slightly away from the crowd.

	She thought again of her mother’s words: Don’t be afraid of what comes to you.

	The memory unfolded with such clarity that it felt less like recollection and more like presence. For a moment, she
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