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The Visitor (The Garden of Forgotten Things, #15)

“Been thinking about you. Want to talk soon?”



  	
        
            
            "There are places the world forgets—folded between seconds, hidden in silences, waiting behind closed eyes. They are not found by those who seek, but by those who have lost. And in those places, the things we bury bloom again. Regret takes root. Grief bears fruit. And if you are quiet, if you are still, you may hear the garden whisper your name—not as you are, but as you were, before forgetting became a kindness."—From the Lost Almanac of the Fifth Gate

      

    


The garden arrived just after midnight, folding itself into the cracked city park like a secret whispered only to the stars. One moment, there was only the cold gray of winter’s grip, empty benches, and skeletal trees; the next, blossoms unfurled in impossible colors — blooms shaped like half-remembered dreams, leaves shimmering with the light of memories long vanished.

No one knew where it came from, only that it was real. And for one week every ten years, it would call out to those who had forgotten parts of themselves—hidden griefs, lost joys, forgotten names—that lingered quietly beneath the surface of everyday life.



Marina found the gate by accident, drawn by a scent she couldn’t place — something sweet, sad, like a lullaby sung in a language she almost understood.

She stepped inside, and the world shifted.

The air was thick with whispers. Each flower seemed to pulse with a story: a forgotten lullaby, a love lost to silence, a childhood game played in a haze of golden light. She walked deeper, heart thrumming like the wings of a trapped bird.

There, beneath a willow that wept petals like slow tears, Marina saw it: a small, twisted vine curled around a silver locket.

Her mother’s locket.

She hadn’t thought of it in years. After the accident, she had buried that part of herself deep—too painful to hold, too fragile to face.

But here it was, glowing softly in the twilight garden.

Hands trembling, Marina reached out. As her fingers brushed the cool metal, the garden sighed — the air thickened with forgotten moments: a lullaby hummed in a quiet kitchen, warm hands guiding hers through first steps, a mother’s voice whispering a promise that time could never break.

And then, as if the garden had been waiting for this moment, the vine began to grow, weaving around her wrist like a second skin, a delicate bracelet of memory and magic.

Marina’s past blossomed around her—pain and love intertwined.

She knew then: the garden did not just show forgotten things. It invited its visitors to remember, to heal, to rewrite the stories they had left behind.

Because sometimes, the future is only possible once you make peace with the past.

Marina’s breath caught as the vine tightened gently around her wrist, warm and alive. It pulsed with a quiet energy, like the heartbeat of a secret waiting to be told. The garden around her seemed to hum in response — the air thickening with an invisible glow that danced over every leaf and petal.

She glanced at the silver locket again, its surface gleaming faintly as if reflecting a light from somewhere deep inside her. It was the same locket her mother had worn every day, the one she had clung to as a child before the accident—the one she’d buried beneath years of silence and grief.

“Why now?” Marina whispered to the garden, her voice trembling as if she was afraid the wind might carry away her question before an answer could take root.

The garden answered not with words, but with memories—vivid and shimmering like fragments of stained glass catching the sun. Suddenly, Marina was back in the small kitchen of her childhood home. The warm scent of cinnamon and tea filled the air. She saw her mother’s face, smiling softly as she tucked a stray lock of hair behind Marina’s ear. The lullaby her mother used to hum drifted through the space, fragile and haunting.

Tears welled in Marina’s eyes. For so long, she had tried to forget that moment, the sound of the car crash that shattered everything, the silence that followed. But here, in this garden, those memories were not threats—they were gifts, seeds of something waiting to bloom.

A soft breeze stirred the leaves above, scattering petals like snowflakes around her feet. As Marina moved forward, the garden seemed to shift—paths opening where none had been before, leading her toward something unspoken, yet deeply familiar.

Her steps slowed beneath a towering tree whose branches twisted toward the sky like delicate fingers, each leaf shimmering with an iridescent light. At the tree’s base lay a small wooden bench, worn but inviting.

Marina sank down, her fingers brushing the vine still wrapped gently around her wrist. The garden whispered again, this time in voices she could almost understand—a chorus of lost moments begging to be remembered, forgiven, released.

She closed her eyes and let herself drift back through time.

She saw herself as a child, running barefoot through a field of wildflowers, laughter echoing like a distant song. She saw the day she learned to ride her bike, her father’s steady hands guiding her, his proud smile a beacon she thought she’d lost forever.

But then, the memories turned—sharp and painful. The arguments she overheard late at night, the loneliness that crept in like shadow, the guilt she carried for things she never fully understood.

The garden was not a place to bury pain. It was a place to hold it tenderly, to meet it face to face and offer it kindness.

Marina opened her eyes and found herself looking into a small pool nestled beneath the tree. The water was clear but reflected not the sky above, but scenes from her past—moments she had forgotten, moments she had feared.

She reached out, fingertips brushing the surface. The water rippled, and suddenly the image shifted.

It showed her mother, alive and whole, smiling warmly as she held out the silver locket—an invitation.

Marina’s heart ached with the possibility of reunion, not in flesh and blood, but in memory and forgiveness. She understood then that the garden did not grant miracles in the usual sense. It granted something more profound: the chance to rewrite the stories that had trapped her, to reclaim pieces of herself she had thought lost forever.

The vine on her wrist glowed softly, and with it came a whisper—not of regret, but of hope.

Marina stood, feeling the weight of the garden’s magic settle inside her like a promise. She knew the week would be short, the garden’s presence fleeting, but its gift would last far beyond the blooming petals and fading light.

As she walked back toward the garden’s entrance, the locket warm against her chest, Marina felt something she hadn’t in years—peace.

The past, with all its tangled emotions, was not something to escape. It was something to embrace.

And in doing so, she could step forward—toward a future still unwritten, but brighter for the memories she had dared to reclaim.

The garden waited silently behind her, its blossoms fading into mist until the next decade.

But for Marina, the forgotten things had found their way home.

The morning light crept softly into the garden, filtering through the thick canopy of leaves, casting dappled shadows over the path. Marina lingered near the gate, her fingers still wrapped around the silver locket, the vine bracelet now a faint warmth pulsing beneath her skin.

She had spent the night wandering the garden’s hidden corners, each step unfolding a different memory—sometimes joyful, sometimes aching. Yet what struck her most was how the garden didn’t just hold memories; it held possibilities, whispers of roads not taken, chances lost, words left unsaid.

A soft rustle stirred nearby. Marina turned and found an old man seated beneath a blooming elder tree, eyes closed as if listening to a melody only he could hear.

“Are you... a visitor too?” she asked hesitantly, stepping closer.

He smiled gently, his eyes crinkling like dried leaves. “Yes. But I come every time the garden blooms. It’s been many decades now.”

“Does it ever get easier? To face the past?” Marina’s voice faltered, the weight of her own memories pressing down.

The man opened his eyes, reflecting a sadness softened by years of acceptance. “The garden teaches us that healing is not forgetting. It’s remembering with kindness. Each visit peels back layers we’ve hidden, letting the light in.”

Marina nodded slowly, absorbing his words.

He gestured toward the tree, its branches heavy with blossoms glowing faintly in the morning sun. “Would you like to hear a story? One the garden shared with me long ago?”

Curious, Marina settled beside him on the bench. The air around them seemed to shimmer—a subtle energy humming beneath the surface.

“Once,” he began, “there was a woman who came here carrying a burden heavier than most. She had lost a child—her joy and her sorrow intertwined so tightly she thought she’d never breathe freely again.

“When she first entered the garden, the plants seemed to mourn with her, their petals drooping as if in shared grief. But the garden does not want us to carry grief alone.

“It showed her a tree unlike any other—a Memory Tree. Its branches bore leaves that shimmered with colors only a mother’s heart could know.

“She touched one of those leaves, and in that moment, she felt the presence of her child—not in pain or absence, but as a quiet, glowing light that would live forever in her heart.

“The garden gave her permission to hold both sorrow and love together. To remember and to hope.”

Marina swallowed the lump rising in her throat. She traced the silver locket in her palm again.

“Do you think... I can find that kind of peace?” she whispered.

The old man’s eyes softened. “The garden only guides. The rest is yours to create.”

As the morning deepened, Marina felt the garden’s magic shift—not in grand, sweeping gestures, but in subtle awakenings. She realized that her journey was just beginning. The memories, the pain, the love—they were all threads weaving the fabric of who she was.

The garden’s blossoms rustled like a quiet applause, a gentle reminder that even forgotten things could bloom anew.

Marina stood and walked toward the center of the garden, where a small clearing opened beneath a canopy of silvery leaves. There, nestled in the grass, was a notebook bound in worn leather—its pages blank but waiting.

She opened it, and for the first time in years, words spilled from her heart—letters to her mother, apologies to herself, promises of forgiveness.

The garden was more than a place. It was a mirror, a sanctuary, a beginning.

And Marina knew she would carry its magic long after the last petal fell.

Because sometimes, the most forgotten things are the ones that shape us most.

Marina’s fingers trembled slightly as she closed the notebook, its leather cover soft from years of imagined use. The pages still blank, but her heart no longer was. Each word she had written felt like a seed, planted in the fertile soil of the garden’s promise—a promise to remember, to forgive, and to begin again.

The air around her was thick with quiet magic. The garden, it seemed, was watching, listening, breathing with her.

She rose and wandered through the winding paths once more, the silver locket warm against her chest, the vine bracelet a gentle reminder of the tether between past and present.

Every bloom she passed was a story, a memory waiting to be held. Some glowed softly with the golden hues of joy, others flickered like fading stars of regret. But all of them pulsed with life, as if the garden itself was a living archive of forgotten human experience.

Marina’s steps slowed beneath an arch of entwined branches, where tiny blossoms shimmered like droplets of liquid light. She reached out and touched one, and suddenly, the scent of rain on dry earth filled her senses—a memory of a summer storm she had once watched with her mother, laughing as the first drops fell.

The garden had chosen her memories carefully, weaving together a tapestry that was both painful and beautiful.

“Why do you show me these things?” Marina whispered to the breeze, her voice carrying a fragile hope.

A sudden breeze swept through the garden, stirring petals around her feet like whispered secrets. The vine bracelet glowed faintly, and Marina felt a warmth spread from her wrist up through her arm, filling her with a quiet strength.

She understood then that the garden was not merely a place to remember—but a place to transform.

To rewrite the stories that had trapped her in silence.

To breathe life into the forgotten parts of herself.

A soft rustling drew her attention, and she turned to see a figure approaching from the mist—a young woman with eyes like storm clouds and hair like spun silver.

“Are you lost?” Marina asked gently, stepping aside to let her pass.

The woman hesitated, then smiled faintly. “Not lost. Searching. Like you.”

They fell into step together, their footsteps muffled by the carpet of moss and fallen petals.

“My name is Elara,” the woman said softly. “I come here to find memories I didn’t know I had.”

Marina nodded. “I’m Marina. The garden... it shows us what we need, doesn’t it?”

Elara’s gaze drifted to the glowing blossoms. “Sometimes what we need is a truth we’ve buried too deep. A story we’ve been too afraid to tell.”

The two women walked in silence for a moment, the garden humming around them like a living lullaby.

“What are you searching for?” Marina asked at last.

Elara’s eyes grew distant. “A memory of a sister I lost. Not to death—but to time. She slipped away in the spaces between years, in the moments no one remembers.”

Marina’s heart ached with recognition. The garden held many kinds of loss, many kinds of forgetting.

“Maybe,” she said, “the garden can help us find what we thought was gone forever.”

Elara smiled, a glimmer of hope breaking through the clouds of her sorrow.

Together, they stepped deeper into the garden, where the plants whispered their forgotten secrets, and the past and present intertwined like roots beneath the earth.

For in The Garden of Forgotten Things, every forgotten memory was waiting to bloom again.

The deeper Marina and Elara ventured into the garden, the thicker the air became with unspoken stories. It was as though the plants themselves carried the weight of centuries of forgotten memories, each leaf a whisper, each flower a sigh from lives long past.

Elara paused beside a cluster of lavender, its soft purple petals trembling in the gentle breeze. She knelt, cupping a bloom between her fingers. “This reminds me of her,” she murmured. “She loved lavender—said it made her feel safe.”

Marina watched her with quiet understanding. “The garden gives us what we need, but it asks us to face what we’ve hidden,” she said. “Have you tried to remember her alone, outside the garden?”

Elara shook her head. “I’ve tried... but it’s like the memory fades when I’m not here. The moments dissolve, like sand slipping through my fingers.”

Marina nodded. “It’s the forgetting that hurts the most. Not the loss itself, but the absence of memory.”

They rose together and moved toward a part of the garden Marina had not yet explored—a dense grove where shadows pooled beneath thick branches, and the scent of earth and moss was sharp and real.

There, nestled between roots twisted like ancient hands, was a small stone basin filled with water so clear it reflected the sky perfectly.

Elara stepped forward first, leaning over to peer into the pool. Marina followed, her reflection shimmering next to Elara’s.

“Look,” Elara whispered, pointing.

Within the water, images began to form—faint at first, then clearer. Marina saw a younger Elara with laughter bright in her eyes, running through sunlit fields. Then a second figure appeared, a girl with dark hair and a shy smile—the sister Elara had spoken of.

Tears welled in Elara’s eyes. “There she is,” she breathed. “I haven’t seen her in so long.”

Marina placed a hand gently on Elara’s shoulder. “The garden helps us hold on to the parts of ourselves we thought lost.”

Elara looked up, eyes shining with both sorrow and hope. “But how do you carry these memories back into the world, where no one else remembers?”

Marina considered this. “I think that’s the true magic—learning to live with both the visible and invisible parts of our stories. To carry them gently, like this garden carries forgotten things.”

Elara smiled faintly. “I want to try.”

Together, they dipped their hands into the pool, and the water rippled with light. Marina’s thoughts drifted to her own silver locket, still warm against her chest.

The garden was not just a place of remembrance—it was a place of transformation. Each visitor left changed, carrying a piece of the garden’s magic with them into their everyday lives.

As the sun climbed higher, the garden’s glow softened. The time to leave was drawing near.

Marina and Elara made their way back toward the entrance, their footsteps slow and thoughtful.

Before stepping through the gate, Elara paused, turning to Marina. “Thank you—for sharing this journey. For helping me find what I thought was lost.”

Marina smiled, a quiet peace settling in her heart. “Thank you—for reminding me I’m not alone.”

The garden shimmered behind them, petals drifting like scattered memories, waiting patiently for the next visitor, the next story.

As they parted ways, Marina felt the vine bracelet pulse once more—steady and strong—a reminder that the past and future were entwined, like the roots beneath the garden’s soil.

And in that intertwining, there was hope.

The garden gate closed softly behind Marina and Elara, the quiet click echoing like a gentle punctuation in the still morning air. The world beyond seemed sharper, harsher—its edges jagged where the garden’s dreamlike haze once softened everything.

Marina reached up and touched the silver locket at her throat. It pulsed faintly, a quiet heartbeat syncing with her own. The vine bracelet on her wrist shimmered in the sunlight, a tether not just to the garden, but to the memories it had awakened within her.

Elara lingered a moment, her eyes distant. “I wonder,” she said slowly, “if the garden changes us more than we realize.”

Marina nodded. “It’s like a mirror—showing us truths we might otherwise never face.”

They walked together through the winding streets, the bustle of everyday life pressing around them. People hurried past, their faces focused on errands, phones, worries—a world of forgetting.

“How do you carry it?” Elara asked quietly. “The memories, the pain?”

Marina thought for a moment. “Like a secret garden inside me. A place I can visit when the noise gets too loud. When the past threatens to disappear.”

Elara smiled, a little wistful. “I want that too. A sanctuary.”

They stopped outside a small café, where the aroma of fresh bread and coffee spilled into the street. Marina looked at Elara and realized how fragile she seemed—like a bloom newly unfurling after a long winter.

“I’ll write,” Marina said suddenly. “In that notebook the garden gave me. Maybe sharing my story will help me carry it.”

Elara nodded, eyes brightening. “And I’ll find a way to remember my sister—through stories, through moments I hold onto.”

They exchanged numbers, promises of future meetings, of shared healing.

Days passed, and Marina’s notebook filled slowly but surely with letters and fragments, memories and wishes. Each page was a thread weaving her broken past into a tapestry of hope.

One evening, as twilight bathed her small apartment in soft lavender light, Marina opened the window and breathed in the scent of rain on dry earth—the same scent the garden had shown her.

Her phone buzzed with a message from Elara: “I found a lavender bush today. It bloomed just for me.”

A smile curved Marina’s lips. The garden’s magic wasn’t confined to its gates. It lived in their hearts, in small acts of remembering and forgiveness.

Weeks later, Marina returned to the garden alone, clutching the worn notebook. The air was cool, the blossoms glowing faintly in the moonlight.

She walked to the clearing where she had first written, spreading the pages like petals on the grass. The garden seemed to breathe around her, a living pulse of forgotten things and new beginnings.

As she sat beneath the elder tree, a soft voice whispered on the breeze—a voice not her own, but familiar. “You carry the garden now, Marina.”

She closed her eyes, feeling the words settle deep within her. The garden was not just a place or a moment. It was a presence, a light that flickered even in the darkest times.

With trembling hands, Marina touched the silver locket and smiled.

The garden’s stories were hers now to hold, to nurture, to pass on.

Because sometimes, the most forgotten things are the ones we need most to remember.

The days after Marina’s midnight visit to the garden were filled with a curious mixture of clarity and unrest. The notebook lay open on her desk, the words she had written seeming to pulse with a life of their own. Each sentence was a fragment of her past, but also a promise whispered softly into the future.

She found herself walking the streets differently now. The world didn’t feel quite so sharp, nor so blurred—it was as if the garden’s magic had seeded something inside her, something fragile but enduring.

One afternoon, she sat in a small park near her apartment, the notebook open on her lap. Around her, children played, elderly couples strolled hand in hand, and the scent of blooming jasmine drifted through the air.

A woman approached, her eyes kind but carrying a shadow of sorrow. She paused beside Marina’s bench, watching her write. Without a word, she sat down.

“I used to come here,” the woman said finally, her voice soft like a melody caught on the breeze. “When the memories were too much to bear.”

Marina looked up, surprised but welcoming.

“My name is Claire,” the woman continued. “I heard about a garden—somewhere magical, where you can face your past without fear.”

Marina’s breath caught. “You mean... The Garden of Forgotten Things?”

Claire nodded slowly. “I’ve never found it. But I believe it’s real. Because sometimes, the hardest memories are the ones we need to remember.”

Marina smiled gently, closing the notebook. “I went there once. It changed me.”

Claire looked hopeful. “Can you tell me about it?”

Marina hesitated, then nodded. “It’s not a place you find with your feet. It finds you when you’re ready. It grows from the memories you carry, the things you’ve forgotten—or tried to.”

Claire listened as Marina described the silver locket, the vine bracelet, the shimmering blossoms that held forgotten emotions.

“It’s a garden of forgotten things,” Marina said, her voice almost a whisper. “Where memories grow like plants, waiting for us to tend them.”

Claire’s eyes glistened. “I have memories I’ve buried for years. Things I’ve tried to forget, but they linger, like shadows.”

Marina reached into her bag and pulled out the notebook. “Sometimes, writing them down is the first step to healing.”

Claire took the notebook, tracing the worn leather cover with her fingers. “Would you help me? To find my garden?”

Marina nodded without hesitation. “I think the garden will find you when the time is right. But until then, we can share our stories.”

They spent the afternoon exchanging memories and tears, the weight of the past growing lighter with each shared word.

That
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