s (ol jo S vl dibly d.?g.liié.b.l i (o L)) wllldo jl So (o8l déuuws delUao Jlo jo laub
L oumliio Sl g Ui )9 129000 Uig S0 9 92009 g Uik diilo loles wlilsal oy
| S Sl Lol i 608 oy 9 ijgal UlSiol b olyosm illio cplliTg JolS divss |

TheGentleShadow - Fo Sl g Lj cuwS ob

WLIF @ LwdSilgbjeuwsSol B gpmbu Sahuas huwgiosud Juyl 2 1Fek/lo/oP O

THE GENTLE SHADOW
ul—re—o0 54 lw

https://zabanmaster.com/the-gentle-shadow-english-podcast 1/4


https://zabanmaster.com/
https://zabanmaster.com/
https://zabanmaster.com/the-gentle-shadow-english-podcast/
https://zabanmaster.com/the-gentle-shadow-english-podcast/
https://zabanmaster.com/the-gentle-shadow-english-podcast/
https://zabanmaster.com/the-gentle-shadow-english-podcast/
https://zabanmaster.com/the-gentle-shadow-english-podcast/
https://zabanmaster.com/english-podcast/
https://zabanmaster.com/author/ms-saheri/
https://zabanmaster.com/
https://zabanmaster.com/

TheGentleShadow

ubeo sl

> 0:00/15:44 m— 0

He was knownin his town as the kind man. He smiled easily, helped strangers, and never raised his

voice. People said goodness livedin his hands.
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Butlately, kindness came withastrange ache. Each time he gave bread to the poor, his chest
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tightened. Each time he forgave, a voice deep inside whispered, “Too late.”
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At night, he dreamed of crowds he could not see clearly. They shoutedinalanguage he didn’t know,

and the ground shook. When he woke, his hands smelled faintly of smoke.
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He began noticing small things that shouldn’t have been familiar. The sound of marching boots on

television made his heartrace. Old photos of soldiers felt like mirrors. Heonce saw astatueina

museumand whispered, “That’s wrong,” without knowing why.
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He told no one; some truths sound like madness when spokenaloud. Instead, he walked more,

greeted more, tried to drown the unease in good deeds. But kindness cannot erase memory; it only

lightsitfromanotherangle.
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Onemorning, astrangerarrived at his door. She was old, with eyes that carried too many winters.

Shelooked at himalong time before saying, “You look exactly the same.”
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Hedidn'tunderstand. The woman opened a folded newspaper, yellow with age. On the front page

was amaninuniform, standing onabalcony aboveacrowd. The face was his — younger, harder,

smiling like stone.
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‘lwas there,” shesaid softly. “Yougave theorder.” He couldn’t breathe; the air turned heavy,

ancient. He wanted to deny it, but the voice inside him only said, “Now you remember.”
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Thewoman left the photo on his table and walked away. He sat for hours, tracing the lines of that

younger face. It felt both foreign and familiar — likeaword once loved and then forbidden.
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That night, he didn'tdream. He simply stayed awake, hearing the silence of allhe had done. Atdawn,

hewentto the marketand bought bread asusual. He gave it to the same poor man — but this time,

his hands trembled.
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Tears randown his palms and darkened the crust. The poor manlooked confused. But he only smiled

— atired, broken smile. “Maybe,” he whispered, “this is how forgiveness begins."”
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And as he walked home, the morning sun warmed his back — notas mercy, butas memory.
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