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Dedication

To the girls who didn’t come back,

and to those who returned different.

To those who were called by names that weren’t theirs,

and who learned to respond with silence.

To the disappeared bodies,

and to the memories that still seek their form.

To those who knew that remembering was a form of resistance,

and yet chose not to forget.

To the orphans without a file.

To the migrants without a flag.

To the grandmothers who hid stories in their seams.

To the children who screamed, and no one heard.

To the notebooks that burned and still left ashes.

To the fallen masts,

and to those who raise them with acts, not with hymns

This book is for you.

And for those who, without knowing why,

feel that something inside is beating,

waiting to be named.

The spiral still spins.

And in it, every written word

is a burning promise.
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Prologue

The One Who Was Not Heard

They called me many things.

Sometimes because of my clothes.

Sometimes because of the place where I was born.

Sometimes they didn’t call me at all.

They just pushed me.

I once had a name.

But I dropped it—

like teeth that fall out,

like trees that collapse when no one waters them.

I don’t remember the exact day.

Only that it was early.

It was cold, even though it was summer.

And no one asked when I disappeared.

They put me in a house.

Then in another.

And then in one with no more windows.

They took off my dress.

The notebook.

The language.

They told me: “Shut up.”

And I was so silent that one day my voice slid down to my knees.

I hid it there.

Where they don’t look.

Where they never look.

A long time later, someone dreamed of me.

And when he dreamed of me, he named me.

And when he named me, something opened.

I don’t know his name.

But his hands were warm.

And he carried a notebook that knew how to write on his own.

When he touched my neck,

my back ached.

But light also grew in my chest.

Now I am no longer alone.

I don’t have a body,

but I have a voice.

And if anyone reads this,

that voice will not fade.

Because it’s not just me.

There are many of us.

We are the ones who never appeared in the news.

The ones who never had a lawyer.

Nor a grave.

Nor a language.

But now we have an echo.

And you—the one who reads—

you can no longer say you didn’t know.
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Chapter 1: The Silent Fragments
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Lina had come back to face what others preferred to leave buried. Her grandmother’s room stood closed, like a wound that had never healed, its door left half ajar—as if someone had only just stepped out and might return at any moment. But she would not return. Everyone knew it. No one dared to say it aloud.

María Isabel no longer lived in that house; only her echo stayed. The doctors had leaned on gentle words— “temporary,” “stabilize”—as if language could dress a wound too raw to be hidden by euphemisms. The truth, stark and merciless, was that she had been taken to the asylum and might never return.

Since then, no one had dared to cross that threshold. The room was suspended in time, as though leaving it untouched could prevent the collapse, as though opening it would betray a hope they no longer carried. But Lina... Lina entered. Because something was calling her. Something that did not follow people, but stayed—patient, unbroken—within the dust.

The dust was not dirty. It was not carelessness or abandonment. It was a ritual.

It perched on objects with an almost religious delicacy, as if it knew that what it covered was not to be disturbed but revered. Each speck floating in the air seemed like a microscopic guardian of the past, a weightless ember of what once burned brightly and now lay dormant, waiting.

It veiled the dresser, the picture frame, the loose threads of the quilt... like a shroud stretched over an invisible altar, where every object was both relic and witness. In that room, even forgetting seemed to follow rules.

And Lina, when she crossed the threshold, did not sweep the dust away. She broke it. Like someone breaking silence in the middle of a prayer.

On the bed lay a hand-sewn quilt, overflowing with beautiful imperfections. The threads were uneven—some tangled, others cut too soon—as if guided by a tired but determined hand. In the center, almost like an open wound stitched shut, the word strength appeared, embroidered with defiant clumsiness. It wasn’t decoration; it was a statement, a whisper from someone who had endured more than could ever be counted.

Lina didn’t remember seeing that quilt before. Perhaps, as a child, she had—wrapped in feverish dreams or hid beneath it during a storm. But now she looked at it with different eyes. That old fabric did more than shelter bodies: it sheltered legacies, secrets, silences as long as winters. It was textile language, a voiceless cry sewn by hands that had lived too long in whispers.

Her fingers trembled as they brushed against it.

On the wall, a black-and-white photograph stared back. There stood María Isabel, upright as an ancient root, with her two children—Lina’s mother and uncle—clinging to her legs like fragile shoots sprouting from a wounded tree. There was something both hard and luminous in her gaze. Not a smile, but a presence. A kind of love that needed no display, only endurance.

Lina stared for a long time. She didn’t just see her grandmother: she saw a woman who had carried history without allowing herself to break. A woman who, without declaring it, had written the grammar of courage through her deeds. In that frozen image—taken before the laws changed their names but not their edges, Lina felt something stir inside her. A memory that wasn’t hers yet claimed her.

She moved the chair carefully, as though afraid of disturbing something greater than the dust. The faint screech of wood against the floor sounded like an ancient whisper. And then she saw it.

There, wedged between the legs of the furniture and a forgotten corner of the closet, a notebook rested. It wasn’t discarded: it was placed there, as if someone—or something—had left it intentionally, waiting for the right moment to be found.

It wasn’t large, but it had presence. Its cover was made of old cardboard, gnawed by time yet still unyielding. A dull red ribbon wrapped around it, tied in a single loop—as if not to close it completely, but to warn: Do not open this carelessly.

Lina looked at it the way one looks at a sealed box in the middle of a fire: with fear, with reverence... and with the certainty that there was no turning back.

She opened it anyway.

Not with impulse, but with a sacred trembling. As though untying the ribbon meant unwinding more than paper: unlocking an underground root, an echo buried too long.

The first pages offered no context. No name. No date. Only whispers trapped between the lines: sentences that seemed to rise without an author, as if the notebook itself had written what no one else dared to say aloud.

They were broken fragments, and yet whole. Solitary voices, thoughts without shore, verses that did not look to rhyme, but to resonate. Some trembled like confessions; others cut like blades.

As she turned the pages, the handwriting shifted. In some, the letters dragged awkwardly, as if written with closed eyes. In others, they danced with precise, lyrical energy, as though traced in a trance. There was faded black ink, pencil marks almost erased, stains that looked like tears. And one page... written in what seemed to be charcoal, the strokes made more with fingers than with pen.

Each page was a threshold. And Lina, without realizing it, had already crossed the first one.

She let her hand rest on the paper, slowly, as if caressing a wound that had closed but still burned. She didn’t know what she was trying to soothe: the low buzzing in her chest or the vertigo of recognizing herself in words she hadn’t written... but which somehow knew her.

The notebook did not speak of the past. It spoke from it. To her. With a voice made of many voices, as if every sentence



























































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





