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Maya madam joined our school when I was in the eighth standard. The day Maya madam joined our school, I felt like I received something special.

Our principal introduced Maya Madam at the time of assembly. When she came to introduce herself, I felt like she stood to introduce herself to me. My eyelids didn’t blink for a second; my eyes were only looking at her from her head to her toes. I was hearing her sweet voice as if she were singing the most romantic song. I didn’t know what she had said in her introductory speech. I was lost in my world of fantasy. I didn’t hear what my friends were talking about. I only woke up from my dream world when the clapping sounds echoed; then I, too, clapped my hands. I was clapping my hands continuously; I didn’t stop even when the rest of the school stopped their clapping. I stopped when I realized that I was the only one who was still clapping. I felt embarrassed. But my embarrassment ceased when Maya Madam smiled at me with her sweetest smile. “O God, I can die many times for such a sweet smile,” I thought. I felt she liked my clapping.

Maya madam taught us the subject of History. Initially, I found History very boring because it was all about past dates, incidents and events, kings and queens, rival kings attacking one another out of jealousy, and seizing wealth and power, and so on.  

But the day Maya madam started teaching us History, it became my favorite subject. I enjoyed reading History.  

I had forgotten to study my other subjects while concentrating only on History. I wanted to impress Maya madam by showing that I was good in her subject. Every day, I memorized the topic Maya madam would teach us the next day in class.

I was the monitor of our class, so I went to call Maya madam to take our class every day, even though Maya madam knew that her period was in our class. As Maya madam entered our class, I stood first and greeted her, “Good morning, madam.” Before Maya madam began to teach us, I took my book, handed it to her, and told her which topic would be taught that day. I was a very sincere student. When I handed her my History book, she passed me the sweetest smile and said, “Thank you, Krishna.” “You’re most welcome, madam.” I didn’t want to allow anybody’s History book to Maya madam except mine in the class.

Maya madam always asked me to read first in class. She took extra care of me in class. I knew my classmates felt jealous of me.  

“Krishna, you have become Maya madam’s favorite student in our class,” my classmates said.  

When they said that, I felt proud as if my height had increased an inch.  

In every unit test in History, I got the highest marks in the class.  

“Krishna,” Maya madam said with her sonorous voice, “very good! I am proud of you. Keep it up.”  

I felt myself blushing like a girl.  

“Thank you, madam.”

Every day I visited the staffroom to take chalk, pencils, and a duster, but my intention was to get a slight glimpse of Maya madam. When our eyes met, Maya madam smiled at me, and I, too, smiled back at her.  

During recess, I went close to the staffroom to watch Maya madam. At the end of the school day, I followed her as if I were her shadow. I bid her farewell every day.  

I eagerly waited for Maya madam the next day to greet her.  

I greeted her with “Good morning” in the morning.  

I greeted her with “Good afternoon” at noon.  

I bid her farewell with “Goodbye” in the evening.

On every Sunday and second Saturday, and on our school holiday, I went near Maya Madam’s house to catch a glimpse of her. I roamed in the morning, at noon, and in the evening, but, unfortunately, I had never seen her. I had to return home with a heavy heart. When my mother asked me where I had gone, I lied to her, saying that I had gone to my friend’s house for group discussions. My mother believed my white lie.

In every co-curricular activity, I sat beside Maya madam. She was our house teacher. I could smell her body perfume. When Maya madam
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