Every evening at exactly 5:30, Champa Ben, a frail 78-year-old woman with a white cotton
saree and silver hair tied in a neat bun, would walk to the park near her home in Ahmedabad.
She wasn’t fast—her steps were slow, measured, and slightly shaky—but never absent.

She always sat on the same bench, under the old neem tree. People called it “Champa Ben’s
Bench.”

Children played cricket nearby. College students laughed over chai. Joggers ran past her. Yet
she sat quietly, sometimes feeding pigeons, sometimes just looking at the sky.

One day, a curious teenager named Rahul sat beside her.
“Ben, why do you come here every day?”

She smiled, lines deepening around her eyes. “Because this bench remembers me when no
one else does.”

Rahul frowned. She looked into the distance.

‘I was a teacher for 35 years,” she said. “Every year, new faces, new names. Children who
would run to me with questions, gifts, stories. But now... even my own children live far away.
Busy with life. | don’t blame them.”

Rahul stayed silent.

She continued, “But this bench? This neem tree? They don’t forget. This is where my husband
and | used to sit after his shift ended. He passed away 12 years ago. But | still come. Because
in the noise of the world, this is where | hear my own heart.”

Rahul nodded softly. The next evening, he returned—and brought her tea.

That small gesture became routine. Slowly, others joined. A flower seller offered her fresh
marigolds. A child gave her a handmade card. Without asking for it, Champa Ben had built a
community.

One Sunday, the bench was empty.
Two days passed. Then three. People began to notice. The park felt... quieter.
On the fourth day, a note was found on the bench, placed inside a small tiffin box.

“Don’t be sad. | had to go. But | want you to keep coming. Sit. Talk. Breathe. Live.
Love doesn’t always come with noise. Sometimes, it comes wrapped in silence and
shade.”

— Champa Ben



A simple brass plate now sits on that bench. It reads:
"For Champa Ben — Who taught us that presence is the greatest gift."

To this day, people still sit there. Some talk. Some write. Some just look at the sky—hoping to
feel what she once felt.

Because Champa Ben may be gone, but her quiet strength lives on... in the shadow of a neem
tree and the heart of a park that never forgot her.



