	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

[image: ]


The room is always too warm.

Not enough to complain about. Enough to notice.

The kind of warmth that settles into the edges of concentration and makes everything slightly slower than it should be.

Screens glow in rows. Cursor blinking. Waiting. Not impatient, just present.

No one is speaking, but it is not silence. It never is. There are too many small sounds for that. Keys pressed too hard. A chair leg scraping once, then stopping. Someone breathing out through their nose as if that alone might fix something.

At the front, the board is already filled in sections.

Boxes. Lines. Arrows that do not move but suggest movement anyway.

He writes without turning around.

He never seems to need to check if we are watching.

The whiteboard pen pauses at the end of a line.

Not mid-thought.

More like he is waiting for something to catch up.

Then he steps slightly to the side and taps the board once with the tip of the whiteboard pen.

That is all it takes.

People begin.

Pages shift. Pens lift. The room adjusts itself into motion without anyone announcing the start.

I follow the structure down the page.

One line at a time.

The page does not resist. It never does. That is what makes it deceptive.

Everything looks stable until something is not.

A value changes where it should not.

Or does not change where it should.

The difference is small enough to ignore at first.

But it does not stay small.

I go back.

Not quickly.

Not dramatically.

Just enough to see it again.

The same line. The same moment. The same decision that now feels slightly heavier than it did before.

Behind me, someone exhales sharply through their teeth.

Not frustration exactly. More like recognition of something slipping out of place.

The room continues regardless.

It always does.

He is no longer writing on the board.

He is looking at the room instead.

Not at anyone in particular.

Just observing.

As if the room is something that can be read in the same way as what is on the board.

Then he moves.

Not towards the centre.

Towards the side.

A small shift in position that changes nothing and everything at the same time, because now he is closer.

Not to the work.

To the people doing it.

He stops beside a desk.

Says nothing at first.

Just looks down.

Then a single word.

“Again.”

The page turns slightly.

Not fully.

Just enough.

The line is rechecked.

Rewritten.

Left as it is.

There is no announcement of correctness. No visible approval. No visible failure.

Only continuation.

The lesson does not pause.

It does not resolve.

It simply moves forward as if nothing has been interrupted at all.

But I notice something that is not on the page.

Not in the program.

Not in the board.

Something in the way the room feels slightly more attentive than it did before.

Not quieter.

More focused.

As if attention itself has shifted shape.

The cursor on the screen keeps blinking.

Waiting.

Unbothered.

As if it already knows that everything here will eventually pass through it.

The room has a way of resetting itself after every instruction.

Not all at once.

In layers.

First the movement returns. Chairs shifting back into position. Pages settling flat again. Pens lifted and lowered without purpose for a second before finding one.

Then the sound returns. Not louder, just fuller. The small noises reappearing as if they had been waiting behind something for permission.

Then the thinking resumes.

It never looks like thinking from the outside. Only stillness with direction.

At the front, he has returned to the board.

Not to erase anything.

To extend it.

A new line appears beneath the existing structure. The same handwriting. The same pace. No hesitation that anyone else can detect.

I watch the line settle into place.

It does not feel like an addition. More like something that was always meant to be there but had not yet been revealed.

The cursor on my screen continues to blink.

It never changes its rhythm.

It does not react to uncertainty. It does not react to correction. It only waits.

There is a point where I stop looking at the program directly and start looking at the space between steps.

That is where things feel different.

Between one line and the next, something shifts that is not written down anywhere.

It is not visible in the boxes.

Only in the way I hesitate for a fraction longer before moving forward.

Around me, that hesitation exists in other forms.

A pause before typing.

A hand hovering above a key.

A quick glance sideways at someone else’s screen, then back again as if nothing happened.

He walks now.

Not quickly.

Not slowly.

The kind of movement that suggests he is not trying to arrive anywhere, only to be present in more than one place at once.

He stops behind a desk near the middle row.

Says nothing.

The person there adjusts their page slightly, as if the angle might change the outcome.

He leans forward a fraction.

Looks at the screen.

Then at the paper.

Then back at the screen again.

A long enough silence that it becomes part of the instruction.

“Walk it through,” he says eventually.

Not directed at anyone specifically.

The person begins.

One line at a time.

The room follows without needing to be told.

There is a rhythm to it now.

Not the rhythm of typing or writing.

Something more structured. More careful.

Like retracing footsteps in wet sand before they disappear.

I find myself doing the same, even though no one is watching me do it.

The sequence is familiar.

Too familiar to feel simple.

And yet each time it repeats, there is something slightly different in the way it lands.

A detail that was not noticed before.

A step that felt automatic now feels deliberate.

The trace continues.

And then stops.

Not because it is finished.

Because it does not continue as expected.

A small shift.

Nothing dramatic.

But enough that the pattern loses its shape for a moment.

The room does not react immediately.

It takes a second.

That second is always the same kind of second. The one where everyone is still following what they thought was happening rather than what is actually happening.

Then movement resumes in a different direction.

Pens return to earlier lines.

Screens scroll slightly upward.

Not panic.

Recalibration.

He does not correct it.

He does not point.

He only watches.

That is what makes it heavier.

The absence of interruption.

The refusal to step in too early.

A moment passes where it feels like nothing is being taught, and yet everything is being held in place by attention alone.

Then he speaks again.

“From there.”

Just two words.

The person resets the sequence.

The room follows again.

I notice something I have noticed before but only in fragments.

He never seems interested in speed.

Or completion.

Only continuity.

If something breaks, it is not treated as an ending.

It is treated as a point that has not yet been fully understood.

The board at the front has grown fuller.

Lines layered over lines.

Structure building itself without explanation.

It is no longer just a set of boxes.

It is something closer to a record of thought.

Not finished.

Not resolved.

Just existing in stages.

He steps back from the board now.

Not away from it.

Just far enough to see it as a whole.

The pause that follows is longer than the others.

Not because something is wrong.

Because nothing is being added.

The room remains in that state.

Waiting for either continuation or closure.

Neither arrives.

Instead, he turns slightly.

Looks across the room.

Not at anyone in particular.

Then speaks again.

“This will come up again.”

No emphasis.

No warning.

Just a statement that does not belong to the present moment.

The room continues as if it has not heard it.

But something shifts anyway.

Not in what is being done.

In how it is being remembered while it is still happening.

The room does not change all at once.

It never does.

It changes in the way a page changes when you are not looking directly at it. One line at a time. One adjustment at a time. Until, eventually, it is no longer what it was.

He is still at the front, but something about his stillness has shifted.

Not in posture.

In attention.

It feels less distributed now. More focused, as if the room has narrowed itself without physically moving.

The board is full enough that new space is becoming harder to find. Lines overlap slightly. Some corrections sit beside older attempts instead of replacing them.

It does not look messy.

It looks accumulated.

A record of thought that refused to restart from the beginning every time something went wrong.

He taps the board once.

Not loudly.

Not for attention.

Just enough to mark a pause that already existed.

Then he steps aside.

For the first time, he is not adding anything.

The room continues anyway.

That is the part that feels strange.

Not silence.

Continuation without instruction.

People are still working through what is in front of them, but the pace has changed without anyone agreeing that it should.

It is subtle enough that no one comments on it.

But noticeable enough that I stop and look up.

He is no longer writing.

He is watching.

Not the board.

The room.

There is a difference between the two, even if they occupy the same space.

A hand goes up somewhere near the back.

A question is asked.

It is simple.

The kind that usually receives a direct answer.

He does not answer immediately.

He listens first.

To the words.

Then to the shape of them.

Then to what is underneath them.

That pause returns.

The one that never feels long enough to call hesitation, but always feels long enough to notice.

“Show me,” he says.

The same instruction again.

But something about it feels different now.

Not in meaning.

In weight.

The explanation begins.

Not rushed.

Not confident.

Just steady.

Step by step.

The way things are supposed to be done when nothing is assumed.

As it unfolds, I notice something I have not noticed before.

Not the content of the trace.

The way it is being rebuilt.

Not corrected.

Reconstructed.

As if the goal is not to reach the end, but to ensure that every step leading there is visible.

The board remains unchanged at first glance.

But I am no longer only looking at what is written.

I am noticing what it is becoming.

A pattern that is not about correctness.

A structure that depends entirely on patience.

The explanation finishes.

There is no reaction that feels final.

No moment that signals completion.

Only continuation.

He nods once.

Barely.

Then turns back to the board.

Not to add anything new.

To adjust something already there.

A small correction that changes the shape of everything that came before it without rewriting a single word.

That is when I notice it.

Not suddenly.

Not dramatically.

Just fully.

The board is not a set of answers.

It is a sequence of decisions.

Each one dependent on the one before it.

Each one only understandable in relation to what led to it.

He steps back again.

Looks at it for a longer moment this time.

Then speaks.

Not to the room exactly.

More like into it.

“If you lose track of one step, you do not guess the next.”

He stops there.

No continuation.

The sentence does not ask for agreement.

It simply exists.

The room absorbs it without response.

Outside, something moves past the window. A reminder that everything inside is temporary, even when it feels structured enough to last.

The bell has not gone yet.

But the lesson feels like it is already no longer moving forward.

He puts the whiteboard pen down.

For the first time, I notice the sound of it touching the board tray.

Small.

Final.

He gathers nothing.

Does not announce the end.

Just steps away from the board as if leaving it there is part of the process.

The room begins to shift again.

Not because anything has been said.

Because something has finished without being declared finished.

People turn off computers. They place keyboards on base units.

Pack bags.

Stand.

The usual ending sequence of a lesson that does not feel like it had one.

I stay seated for a moment longer than necessary.

Looking at the board.

Not because I need to.

Because it feels incomplete in a way that is not visual.

It is something else.

Something that has not yet been named.

He is at the door now.

Not leaving in a way that draws attention.

Just no longer in the room.

Before he disappears fully, he pauses.

Not turning back.

Just stopping.

A final stillness that does not ask to be noticed.

Then he says it.

Not loudly.

Not dramatically.

As if it is part of everything that came before it rather than something separate.

“I will not be here next term.”

No explanation follows.

None is needed.

He leaves.

The door closes in a way that sounds the same as it always does.

But it is not the same.

The room remains as it is for a few seconds longer than usual.

As if waiting for the next instruction.

There is none.

Only the board.

Full.

Unfinished in a way that cannot be erased.

And the quiet sense that something has already begun changing shape, even though nothing else has moved.

I look back at the trace on the screen.

Still there.

Still waiting.

Still continuing exactly as it was before.

Except it is not.

Not anymore.

Because now it is no longer just a program.

It is a sequence I will remember differently every time I return to it.

And I do not yet know why.
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