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Introduction

The Language of the Invisible
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I have learned that God does not manifest himself only in great miracles. He does not always come with thunder or dazzling visions. Many times, He appears in the simplest thing: a rose that shouldn't be there, a song that repeats itself without explanation, a wind that caresses as if it had intention. It was in those details that I began to hear His voice.

This book is the testament of an inner journey, a spiritual journey during which I came to understand that divine messages are everywhere. That you don't need temples or rituals to find them, but an open gaze, a willing heart, and the courage to believe in the invisible.

For years, I felt something calling to me from deepdown, but I didn't know how to respond. Then came the signs: dreams, words, images that seemed casual, but which I later discovered were heavenly quotes. Like many, At first I resisted. I hesitated, I questioned, I even fled. But God, with infinite patience, continued to speak to me in the language that my soul did understand.

Today, I know that every person can live that sacred connection. It is not a question of deserving it, but of recognizing it. Because He speaks everywhere: in stone, in water, in silence, in a look, in a child, in a wound. The whole of life is a divine message waiting to be decoded.

By sharing these pages, I do not intend to teach anything. I only want to show what I have lived, with humility, with amazement, with gratitude. And if some of what I relate here resonates with you, if some image or word shakes your soul, then perhaps you are also beginning to listen.

This is not just my book. It's a door. And behind that door, you may find the first whispers of your own language with God.

Love, Sylvia
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Chapter 1

The Inner Desert
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In the wake of my divorce, life became a thick fog of uncertainty. I felt like a loose leaf, floating aimlessly. The nights were long and the days became routine, almost gray. Nothing seemed to make sense or have direction. It was in that fragile and confused state, that I received an unexpected call.

A friend, who was going through a similar situation, invited me to a spiritual retreat. I confess that at first I was not convinced. I thought that I would be accompanying her only out of solidarity, like someone who reaches out to someone who needs more help than oneself. But there was something in her voice—a mixture of need and hope—that prompted me to say yes.

The retreat would last three days, starting on a Friday night and extending throughout Saturday and Sunday. That same afternoon, my friend came to pick me up, and together we arrived at the basement of the San Carlos church, where the meeting would take place.

To my surprise, we were separated when we entered. They placed me in the front, and she was at the back of the room. I sat quietly, feeling that this separation was more than just logistics. There was a hidden message in that gesture, although I still didn't understand it.

While waiting for the start of the retreat, I looked towards the entrance. There appeared a man who caught my attention. There was something about him—an energy, a presence—that made my head spin twice. Shortly after, an indigenous woman entered the room. She also captured my gaze. I felt that they both brought something that God wanted to reveal to me, as if they were messengers of a greater design that was not yet fully manifested.

When the retreat began, I discovered that the man who had impacted me so much was in charge of leading the service. And what I heard threw me off. His words, far from lifting us up, seemed designed to break us. He spoke of emptiness, of loneliness, of lack of purpose. He said that we had arrived as deserts, empty and without direction.

A deep uneasiness began to grow in my chest. It was as if an invisible force had pushed me to speak, although I had never had the courage to do so in public before. I got up from my seat, without thinking, as if someone else was speaking for me. I said out loud:

"If you feel like deserts, feel privileged. Think of the unique value of a desert. What is a desert? It is a strategic point on Earth, a nature reserve that regulates the climate. That is, if we are that desert, we are a strategic point on God's path.

The silence that followed was absolute. But inside me, something had ignited. I didn't know what it was yet, but I did know that it wasn't there by chance.

That night, on my way home, I told my friend that I didn't plan to go back. However, the next day, I woke up with a nagging uneasiness. Something prompted me to seek her out to accompany her again. I went to her house and knocked on the door, but she didn't answer. I sensed that maybe she was already in church, so I decided to go alone.

When I arrived, I discovered that my friend was not there. I hesitated to stay, but on my way out, I passed in front of a small chapel and felt the urge to enter. I knelt down to pray in silence. When I finished, three women approached me and asked if they could pray for me. It was as if they had blocked my exit. After prayer, I was taken to a secluded room where several people prayed for me throughout the day. I didn't understand what was going on, but something inside me knew I was being prepared.

In the evening, near the end of the retreat, we were all gathered in a dark room and asked to be blindfolded. We were to walk blindly, letting ourselves be guided by trust in God. I felt my steps slow, short, but sure. It was as if something invisible was guiding me. Suddenly, they asked us to take the hand of whoever we had next to us and take off the blindfold.

The hand he held was that of the indigenous woman.

That moment sealed something in me. Yet, I didn't understand what, but I knew it wouldn't be the same after this meeting.
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Chapter 2

The Retreat and the Revelation
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After the blindfold exercise, something deep stirred inside me. The symbolism of walking without seeing, of trusting without knowing, had struck a spiritual chord that I didn't know existed. But the most surprising revelation came right after, when we were asked to line up and pull out a small piece of paper. It was a symbolic gesture: that paper was supposed to be a gift from God to each one of us.

I took mine with some curiosity, and perhaps also with skepticism. But when I opened it, the paper said only one word: wisdom.

I stood motionless. Wisdom? I? What could that mean? Humanly, we associate wisdom with knowledge, with knowing everything. But I felt ignorant, confused, and emotionally unstable. Why did they give me such a gift?

My ego reacted first, as expected. A part of me wanted to think of itself as special, enlightened. But something deeper, more authentic, whispered to me that this gift was not a state of grandeur, but an invitation to begin a journey. The paper was not a trophy; it was a map.

Then I remembered the man who had led the service and whose initial words had prompted me to speak. I now understood that this moment had not been a mere emotional reaction, but a test. He had caught my attention to the fact that the path I was about to begin required attention, obedience, and dedication.

He said that those who were able to hear the means by which God speaks could attain the divine purposes in their lives. And in order to listen, he had to be obedient. Thus, the indigenous woman—whose hand I had held when I removed the blindfold—began to have a new meaning for me.

It was as if she carried the hidden message: her presence embodied the virtues that I had to cultivate in order to understand my gift. Humility. Nature. Strength. Connection. Everything was there. She represented the subtle language with which God was speaking to me. I had to pay attention not only to the words, but to the forms, to the signs, to the living symbols that He placed in my path.

I felt small, but not in a negative sense. Small as a newly sown seed. I had a lot to learn. A lot to discover. And if that paper said that my gift was wisdom, then I had to start looking with another look, asking questions with another voice, receiving with another heart.

Thus began my dialogue with God, not out loud, but in the whispers of conscience. I began to cry out:

"Father... If wisdom is the gift you have given me, please let it not be human wisdom. I don't want to understand from the ego. I want to understand from the spirit.

Over and over again, he repeated that request. I felt that pride, doubt, and impatience were stalking me. But within me there was also a new voice, a living intuition, which pushed
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