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CHAPTER 1

	THE HOUSE AT THE END OF THE ROAD

	People always say they will return one day.

	One day when work becomes less demanding.
One day when life becomes quieter.
One day when there is enough money, enough time, enough space to remember who they used to be.

	But one day has a strange habit of becoming years.

	By the time I returned to the village, Granny had already been gone for nearly three years.

	No one called to pressure me into coming back. No dramatic event forced my return. The house had simply remained there—waiting quietly at the end of the road as if time itself had agreed not to disturb it until I was ready.

	Or until I had no excuse left.

	The journey back felt shorter than I remembered and yet much longer inside my thoughts.

	The roads had changed. New shops had appeared. Some of the old trees had disappeared. Children who once ran barefoot were now riding motorcycles and carrying responsibilities in their faces.

	But some things remained exactly the same.

	The morning air.

	The distant smell of cooking.

	The rhythm of people greeting each other like they still had time.

	And somewhere underneath all of it, a memory I had spent years trying not to visit.

	Granny.

	Everyone knew her.

	Not because she was rich.

	Not because she was powerful.

	She simply had a way of becoming part of people’s stories.

	When people spoke about her, they rarely started with what she did.

	They started with how she made them feel.

	“She listened.”

	“She noticed things.”

	“She always knew when something was wrong.”

	“She helped.”

	As a child, I never questioned any of it.

	Children accept the unusual more easily than adults.

	To me, Granny was simply Granny.

	She wore simple clothes.

	She laughed quietly.

	She spoke only when she had something worth saying.

	And somehow, people arrived at our gate every day.

	Some came carrying baskets.

	Some came carrying worries.

	Some came carrying stories.

	Almost all of them left carrying something lighter.

	I never understood it.

	Back then I thought she had secrets.

	Now I wasn’t sure.

	The taxi stopped.

	The driver looked through the windshield.

	“This is the place?”

	I nodded.

	He helped unload my small bag.

	Then he left.

	No dramatic goodbye.

	No soundtrack.

	Just dust rising behind the tires until silence returned.

	And there it was.

	The house.

	Still standing.

	Small.

	White walls faded into cream.

	Rusted roof.

	Old wooden windows.

	A front veranda.

	Nothing extraordinary.

	Yet standing there felt strange.

	Like seeing someone asleep after believing for years they had disappeared.

	The gate creaked the same way it always had.

	I pushed it open.

	Grass had grown taller.

	The path remained visible beneath it.

	I walked slowly.

	Not because I was afraid.

	Because memories move at their own speed.

	The front door was locked.

	I reached into my bag.

	The old key was exactly where I left it.

	I stared at it for a moment.

	Funny how objects survive.

	People leave.

	Keys remain.

	I unlocked the door.

	The smell arrived first.

	Old wood.

	Closed air.

	Something dry.

	Something familiar.

	The house looked untouched.

	A chair.

	A shelf.

	Folded fabric.

	A woven basket.

	The clock on the wall had stopped.

	I stood still.

	I expected emotion.

	Sadness.

	Tears.

	Something dramatic.

	Instead there was only quiet.

	And a strange feeling that if I turned around quickly enough, I might still catch Granny walking in carrying leaves and asking why I looked so serious.

	I opened windows.

	Light entered slowly.

	Dust danced.

	And suddenly—

	Memory.

	I was eight.

	Sitting at the table.

	Watching Granny crush leaves with calm hands.

	I remember asking:

	“Do these really heal people?”

	She smiled.

	“No.”

	I frowned.

	“Then why do people come?”

	She continued working.

	“Because most people don’t know what hurts them.”

	At eight years old that made no sense.

	At my current age, it still didn’t.

	I walked into her room.

	Everything remained simple.

	Bed.

	Cabinet.

	Small table.

	Nothing expensive.

	Nothing hidden.

	But then I noticed something.

	The shelf beside the bed.

	Glass jars.

	Empty.

	Neatly arranged.

	Labels written by hand.

	Ginger.

	Mint.

	Lemon leaf.

	Bitter leaf.

	Names I remembered hearing all my life.

	Yet there was something unexpected.

	One jar had no label.

	Empty.

	Placed at the center.

	I picked it up.

	Inside was a folded paper.

	My heartbeat surprised me.

	I unfolded it.

	Only four words.

	“Observe before you act.”

	That was all.

	No explanation.

	No instructions.

	Just four words.

	I laughed softly.

	Classic Granny.

	Even after leaving this world she still answered questions with puzzles.

	I placed it back.

	The house remained silent.

	Then I heard movement outside.

	I stepped onto the veranda.

	An elderly woman stood at the gate.

	She looked at me for several seconds.

	Then smiled.

	“You came.”

	I recognized her slowly.

	Auntie Mary.

	Not family.

	Everyone called her Auntie.

	She walked closer.

	“When did you arrive?”

	“Today.”

	She nodded.

	Her eyes moved toward the house.

	“She would be happy.”

	I smiled politely.

	“She probably would.”

	She looked at me strangely.

	Then asked:

	“Do you still think she was just mixing leaves?”

	I laughed awkwardly.

	Word travels fast in villages.

	When I was younger, I used to argue with everyone.

	I insisted Granny wasn’t special.

	That she wasn’t magical.

	That people exaggerated.

	I wanted explanations.

	Measurements.

	Proof.

	Granny never defended herself.

	She just smiled.

	Auntie Mary sat down.

	Without asking.

	Like old times.

	After a moment she said quietly:

	“People misunderstand your Granny.”

	I waited.

	“She never claimed she healed anyone.”

	That surprised me.

	“What do you mean?”

	Auntie Mary looked into the distance.

	“When my husband died, I came here every week.”

	I stayed silent.

	“She gave me tea.”

	She shrugged.

	“That was all.”

	I frowned.

	“That’s it?”

	She smiled.

	“That’s what I thought too.”

	Then she looked at me.

	“But every week she made me talk.”

	Another pause.

	“She remembered details.”

	Another pause.

	“She made me eat.”

	Another.

	“She made me sleep.”

	Then she smiled.

	“And after months… I realized I wanted to live again.”

	She stood.

	“People think healing must look dramatic.”

	Her eyes moved toward the house.

	“Your Granny disagreed.”

	Before leaving she turned back.

	“Oh.”

	I looked up.

	“Check the kitchen.”

	Then she walked away.

	No explanation.

	Again.

	Classic village behavior.

	I returned inside.

	The kitchen looked ordinary.

	Clay containers.

	Old stove.

	Shelves.

	I opened drawers.

	Nothing.

	Then one cabinet.

	Inside—

	Not herbs.

	Not medicine.

	Not mysterious ingredients.

	Books.

	Stacked carefully.

	Old notebooks.

	Some worn.

	Some tied with string.

	One title written by hand:

	People Before Remedies.

	Another:

	Questions I Ask Before Helping.

	Another:

	Things Pain Pretends To Be.

	I stared.

	This was unexpected.

	I opened one.

	Short notes.

	Observations.

	No formulas.

	No miracles.

	One page read:

	“Some hunger is not for food.”

	Another:

	“Tired people often describe themselves as sick.”

	Another:

	“Loneliness changes the body.”

	Another:

	“Never assume.”

	I sat down.

	Hours passed.

	Outside, daylight shifted.

	Inside, my understanding began shifting too.

	Maybe I never understood her.

	Maybe nobody did.

	Or maybe everyone understood except me.

	As evening approached, I closed the notebook.

	The house felt different now.

	Less abandoned.

	More waiting.

	I walked outside carrying one notebook.

	Sat on the veranda.

	Watched the road.

	For years I believed Granny’s secret had something to do with plants.

	Or ancient knowledge.

	Or hidden techniques.

	Now I wasn’t sure.

	Maybe the secret was something easier to miss.

	Maybe she simply paid attention in a world that forgot how.

	The wind moved softly.

	And for the first time since arriving—

	the house no longer felt empty.

	It felt like the beginning of a conversation.

	And somehow—

	I had the feeling Granny wasn’t done speaking yet.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	THE WOMAN EVERYONE TRUSTED

	The next morning, I woke up before sunrise.

	For a few seconds, I forgot where I was.

	The unfamiliar quiet confused me.

	Then I remembered.

	Granny’s house.

	The old notebooks.

	The unlabeled jar.

	The sentence.

	Observe before you act.

	I sat up slowly.

	The room carried that strange stillness old houses have—not empty, but patient.

	Outside, birds had already started their work.

	I stepped onto the veranda.

	The village was waking.

	Smoke rose from kitchens.

	Someone swept a compound nearby.

	Distant greetings floated through the air.

	For years I had lived surrounded by alarms, notifications, deadlines, and noise. Silence had become uncomfortable.

	Yet here—

	silence seemed alive.

	I made tea.

	Not because I wanted tea.

	Because it felt wrong not to.

	Granny always made tea.

	Even when visitors arrived unexpectedly.

	Even when she had little.

	Even when she was tired.

	Tea first.

	Questions later.

	I smiled at the thought.

	Then I noticed something carved into the edge of the old wooden table.

	Small letters.

	Easy to miss.

	People speak easier when their hands are warm.

	I stared.

	How many times had I eaten at this table and never seen that?

	I drank quietly.

	Then someone knocked.

	Three slow taps.

	I opened the door.

	A young woman stood there carrying a basket.

	She looked surprised.

	“Oh.”

	She blinked.

	“I thought…”

	Her sentence stopped.

	She looked past me into the house.

	Then back at me.

	“I forgot.”

	Her face softened.

	I understood immediately.

	People still expected Granny to answer.

	I smiled.

	“You came to see her?”

	She nodded.

	Then laughed awkwardly.

	“That sounds strange.”

	I stepped aside.

	“Come in.”

	She hesitated.

	Then entered.

	Her eyes moved around the room.

	She placed the basket on the table.

	Fruit.

	Bread.

	Simple things.

	“She used to help my mother.”

	I nodded.

	The phrase sounded familiar.

	Everyone seemed to have a version of it.

	I asked carefully.

	“How?”

	She smiled.

	“That depends who you ask.”

	I sat.

	She remained standing for a moment before sitting too.

	“My mother had headaches.”

	I waited.

	“She went everywhere.”

	She shrugged.

	“Nothing worked.”

	I expected the rest.

	Granny gave special herbs.

	Miracle recovery.

	Village legend.

	Instead—

	“She asked my mother three questions.”

	I leaned forward.

	The woman counted on her fingers.

	“When did you last sleep properly?”

	“When did you last eat properly?”

	“What are you worried about?”

	I frowned.

	“That’s all?”

	She nodded.

	Then smiled.

	“My mother cried.”

	I looked at her.

	“She cried for almost an hour.”

	The woman looked down.

	“She was taking care of everybody and nobody noticed she was exhausted.”

	I stayed silent.

	“She rested.”

	Another pause.

	“She started eating.”

	Another.

	“She started asking for help.”

	She looked around the house.

	“After that, the headaches became less frequent.”

	Then she laughed.

	“To this day people still say Granny cured her.”

	I looked toward the kitchen.

	Maybe people remembered outcomes more than process.

	Maybe that happened everywhere.

	The woman stood.

	She pushed the basket slightly.

	“She used to say nobody should visit empty-handed.”

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
