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To whoever knows how to listen,

I have spent so many years in this forest that I no longer know if the wind moves the leaves, or if it is the leaves that whistle to call the wind. Most adults always make the same mistake: they come in here looking for something to look at, when in this garden the only thing that matters is knowing how to listen.

I have dedicated my life to tuning the color of the petals and monitoring the heartbeat of the roots. I have learned that a flower that makes no sound is a flower that is sad, and that silence is nothing more than the noise of those who have forgotten how to pay attention. The outside world is becoming too loud, full of machines and haste that put the heart out of tune.

If your footsteps have brought you to this story, it was not by chance. The garden has chosen you because you still maintain your own rhythm. But I warn you: music is a magic key. Once you turn it and enter, you will never again be one of those "normal" people who walk down the street without suspecting that even the stones hide a melody beneath your feet.

Clear your ears and hold your breath. The music is about to begin.

The Silent Gardener
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Silver Hill is not, by any stretch of the imagination, a place one simply passes through. You have to mean to go there, climbing up twisting roads among oaks and chestnuts until, almost without warning, the slate roofs begin to appear under the sun like grey scales.

For Lía, Marco, and Bruno, the village was more than a cluster of stone houses, it was their whole world, and summer is the moment when that world expands before them.

It was late June, and the heat was still pleasant, the kind that smells of dry grass and warm stone. On Oak Street, the silence was only interrupted by the rhythmic thump of a ball hitting a wall and the distant clink of a cowbell drifting up from the meadows.

Lía was sitting on the stone wall that surrounded her Aunt Juana’s house. She was eleven years old, so full of energy that she could never sit still. She swung her feet in the air, tucked into boots that were already quite worn. Her skin, darker than most, showed she was not meant for staying indoors. She pushed back the chestnut braid that had fallen over her shoulder, already somewhat unraveled, and squinted her eyes toward the end of the street.

"They’re coming!" she exclaimed, leaping off the wall with the agility of someone who has no fear of scraped knees.

Beside her, a dog with cinnamon fur and ears always on high alert scrambled to his feet. It was Max, her inseparable companion, a expert at tracking trails and finding puddles who wagged his tail with such force it seemed like he might be launched into the air.

Lía watched her two friends appear. Bruno arrived with his flute peeking out from his backpack, because his parents worked in the city, he spent his summers in the village with his grandparents, who were quite elderly. Luckily, they gave him plenty of freedom to go out with his friends.

Behind him, with his inseparable notebook in hand, walked Marco. His father, a Physics professor at the University, had instilled in him a love for science.

"You're late, Marco," Lía said, half-joking, as they came to a halt before her.

Marco, smaller than his friends and more measured in his movements, adjusted the black-rimmed glasses that threatened to slide down his nose. In his expression, one could see that look of deep concentration, like he were constantly verifying something.

"I’m not late," he replied with a shy smile. "It’s exactly six fifteen. I was checking that my compass hadn’t lost its calibration after being stored away for the entire school year."

In his house, under the care of his elderly aunt and surrounded by technical books, time seemed to stand still, that was why Marco felt the need to measure it with such precision. Beside him, Bruno let out a loud laugh that echoed between the stone facades. He was the sturdiest of the group, with broad shoulders and straw-blonde hair that was perpetually unkempt.

"Marco and his measurements..." he joked, giving him a friendly pat on the back. "What matters is that tomorrow, freedom begins. Tomorrow, finally, the mountain is ours."

They sat on the porch, surrounded by that cozy silence that can only be found in villages just before dusk. They spoke of routes, of sandwiches, of rivers where they could cool off, and of endless hours spent under the shade of the trees. Everything seemed possible. The whole summer stretched ahead of them . Max lay down at their feet, his eyes half-closed.

He noticed it too, the air in Silver Hill was changing, and for the Trio of the Hill, adventure seemed to be only a night away. The sun began to descend, stretching the shadows of the trees across the cobblestones. Bruno pulled out his flute and gave it a couple of light taps with his fingers, as though the flute were an old friend.

"It looks like this will be the hottest summer in decades," he commented. "My parents told me over the phone that the asphalt is burning in the city, so we're lucky to be here. The streams will be perfect for diving right in."

"And the visibility will be excellent for my measurements," Marco added, already opening his notebook. "If we leave early, we'll avoid the hottest hours of the day. I’ve calculated that we can reach the forest in less than thirty minutes."

Lía smiled as she watched them. She felt the mountain in her skin, Marco felt it in his mind, and Bruno in his lungs and hands. They were very different, but they were perfectly in sync.

"It looks like Max has voted in favor too," Lía said, scratching the dog behind his ears. "Aunt Juana says he has tracker ancestors. If we get lost, he’ll lead us back home just by following the smell of her cooking."

"Or he’ll eat our sandwiches," Bruno laughed, shielding his backpack as Max sniffed at it shamelessly.

When the evening began to fade completely, Lía reached her hand out toward the center of the group.

"Then it’s decided. Tomorrow at dawn, we cross the boundary of the North Forest, beyond the Crystal Waterfall. To the place where your maps go blank, Marco." Lía looked at them with determination.

Bruno placed his hand over hers. "I’ll be in charge of setting the pace... and making sure we don't run out of supplies."

Marco hesitated for a second before adding his own, completing the circle. "I will record everything. We won't leave a single corner of the forest unexplored."

"It’s a pact," Lía concluded. "The three of us against the unknown."

The three of them looked towards the mountain, dark and silent, watching them in return. From inside the house, the aroma of the dinner Aunt Juana was preparing reached them, along with the soft turning of book pages.

The door creaked and Max jumped up, barking happily. Aunt Juana appeared with a tray and her calm smile.

"I see the exploration committee is in the middle of a meeting," she said. "Go on, eat something and have some lemonade. You’ll be up with the sun tomorrow."

When they finished, Bruno and Marco headed off to their homes. Bruno walked quickly, thinking of the call waiting for him to say goodnight to the city. Marco did so slowly, anticipating the silence of his room filled with magnifying glasses and maps.

That night, none of them managed to sleep very well. Nerves floated in the air like static electricity. Lía unbraided and rebraided her hair ten times, Bruno polished his ashwood flute once more until it shone under the light of his nightstand lamp, and Marco focused on arranging his magnifying glasses by size, over and over, seeking an order that would calm his nerves.

In Aunt Juana’s garden, Max raised his snout toward the north. The air no longer smelled only of pine and dry earth, but of something different. He tilted his head, sensing something metallic and vibrant that none of them could yet imagine.
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That Monday at the end of June, the sun beat down fiercely beneath a sky of a blue so clean it looked like it had just been hung out to dry. On Oak Street, the three friends, gathered once again, finished adjusting their backpacks at Lía’s house. It was that summer ritual of packing and checking everything twice, where their personalities clashed and fit together like the well-oiled machinery of a clock.

"Do you have everything?" Lía asked, checking the fastener of her backpack for the third time, even though she knew perfectly well she had already checked it.

"I’ve brought ham and cheese sandwiches and apples too!" Bruno exclaimed, enthusiastically slapping his stomach. "No one can explore on an empty stomach."

"I´ve checked the compass and the flashlight three times," Marco said, his voice soft yet firm. "According to my maps, parts of the North Forest are still uncharted. I just..." he paused briefly, looking at his friends with a shadow of doubt, "hope you don't get bored if I stop a lot to take measurements. I know I can be a bit tedious with the data sometimes."

Lía placed a hand on his shoulder and smiled at him, just as she always did whenever Marco started to feel out of place in the world of normal people.

"Your data is what keeps us from getting lost," she assured him. "And your mind is what explains to us what our eyes don't understand. Come on, let's not waste another minute."

They set off with the enthusiasm typical of those who believe the whole world seemed made for them to explore. Max trotted a few paces ahead, his tail held high, stopping every now and then to sniff the air, like he too felt the call of the unknown.

However, upon reaching the edge of the North Forest, the atmosphere changed in a way that not even Marco’s maps could have predicted. The air, previously light and hot, suddenly grew dense, heavy with an intense scent of fresh resin and ozone, like nature were holding its breath before a storm that refused to break.

"Look at the sky," Lía whispered, stopping frozen. Her hazel eyes, always attentive to the slightest change, caught a strange hue, uncharacteristic of a June day in Silver Hill. "Don't you feel it?" she added. "The air feels heavy, almost charged with electricity."

Max let out a high-pitched whimper and pressed himself against Lía’s legs, the fur on his back standing on end. Marco checked his field notebook, his hands already unsteady. His hands, usually precise, trembled as he held a barometer that seemed to have gone haywire.

"You're right," he murmured, adjusting his glasses. "The birds have suddenly gone silent." He looked at his barometer, bewildered. "According to the local records, there shouldn't be this kind of static... It’s fascinating, but it’s giving me chills I can't explain."

Bruno, who was already beginning to grow impatient (inactivity was the only thing that ever managed to drain his energy), kicked a stone with more force than necessary.

"Whatever it is, it's not going to stop us," Bruno protested. "I don't like this silence. I prefer noise, even the noise of a storm."

It was then that Lía found herself staring fixedly at a point deep within the forest.

"Eh... look there," she said slowly. "Has that always been there?"

She pointed toward an area of thick, twisted brambles. A beam of silver light, almost like a theater spotlight, pierced through the undergrowth and revealed something that left them frozen in surprise. Max began to dig frantically near the roots, letting out short, nervous barks that echoed strangely in the heavy air.

"It’s an iron gate," Marco gasped, pushing the branches aside with his wooden staff while maintaining a certain distance out of pure caution. "It’s impossible! We’ve lived here our whole lives... I know every corner, every property... and this isn't on any map."

What they discovered was no ordinary gate. The bars were forged with an almost supernatural delicacy, mimicking treble clefs and eighth notes that shimmered, gleaming like fresh silver beneath the filtered light of the forest.

"It looks like the entrance to an opera castle," Bruno remarked, impressed.

While Marco tried to find a rational explanation and Lía scanned the ground for tracks or signs of danger, Bruno’s impulsivity won out. Without waiting for permission
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