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Chapter 1. Those who ran aimlessly
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The zoo among the mountains woke up, as it did every morning, with a calm that seemed eternal.

The fog slowly descended through the trees, wrapping the rocks and paths in a silent white blanket. The leaves shone with dew, reflecting the light of dawn like small mirrors greeting the sun. Everything felt soft, as if the world had not yet fully opened its eyes.

The birds began to sing.

First one.

Then another.

Little by little, the entire forest filled again with calm, familiar sounds, the kind that make you feel that everything is in its place, that nothing bad can happen.

Punch was already awake.

He sat on his rock, the same rock that had been his quiet refuge for so long. But now something was different. He was no longer alone.

Close to him, a few small monkeys began to move among the branches. One jumped awkwardly, still caught between sleep and wakefulness. Another stretched slowly, letting the warmth of the sun awaken his body.

Punch hugged his orange stuffed animal.

His eyes watched the new day with a calm he had never known before, a calm that did not come from silence, but from feeling part of something. He no longer looked from afar. He was no longer a spectator.

Now he belonged.

The wind gently moved the leaves. The air smelled of damp earth, of beginnings, of opportunity.

Everything seemed calm.

Everything seemed the same.

But then, something changed.

A sound came with the wind.

It was not the birds singing.

It was not the murmur of the river.

It was not the rustling of leaves.

It was different.

Distant.

Fast.

Like disordered footsteps that could not find their way.

Punch raised his head.

His small ears moved attentively, catching every vibration in the air.

The other monkeys also stopped.

The sound was getting closer.

Faster.

More chaotic.

More... frightened.

Then they saw them.

From the edge of the forest, between the tall trees and the shadows that still clung to the light, small figures came running.

They were puppies.

They ran without stopping.

Their paws struck the ground in urgency. Their bodies moved forward as if something invisible were pushing them ahead. Their eyes searched in every direction, unable to find rest.

They were not playing.

They were not exploring.

They were running away.

One stumbled.

Another looked back while still running.

A third paused for a second, as if trying to understand... but fear was stronger, and he ran again.
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As if something was chasing them.

As if the danger had not been left behind.

Punch stood completely still.

His arms squeezed the orange stuffed animal tighter.

Something moved inside his chest.

It wasn't fear.

It was a memory.

Because, although I didn't understand what was happening, I did recognize that feeling.

The feeling of not knowing where to go.

The feeling of being alone in a world that is too big.

The feeling of running without finding a place to stop.

The little monkeys watched from the rocks.

Some bowed their heads, confused.

Others approached curiously, not fully understanding what they saw.

But the dogs did not stop.

They kept running.

As if the world is too fast for them.

Until, little by little, fatigue began to catch up with them.

One stopped, panting.

Another fell softly on the ground, without strength.

Another one huddled near a rock, trembling, trying to make himself small.

One stopped.

He was breathing fast.

Another fell gently onto the floor.

Another curled up near a rock, trembling.

The forest fell silent again.

The wind kept moving the leaves.

The sun was beginning to illuminate the clearing.

But nothing was the same anymore.

Something had changed.

Punch took a small step forward.

Then another.

His breathing was calm, but his gaze was full of something new, something that was born without him fully understanding it.

Her eyes met those of the puppies.

The dogs looked at him.

At that moment, without words, without sounds, without explanations...

Something invisible began to form.

A silent connection.
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Profound recognition.

As if, for the first time, someone understood without the need to speak.

Something was just beginning.

Something that didn't make a sound, but that had strength.

Something that, without anyone knowing it yet, was about to change history once again.
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Chapter 2. Those who still did not trust
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The forest had fallen silent again.

The wind gently moved the leaves, as if nothing had happened, as if the world had not just shaken a few seconds before. The sunlight filtered through the trees, drawing calm shadows on the damp earth, giving the place back that appearance of peace that seemed so easy to break.

But for the little dogs, nothing felt calm.

One of them was breathing fast, his chest rising and falling as if he were still running, as if his body did not understand that he had already stopped. Another stood motionless, with his eyes open, looking in all directions, waiting to see what they were fleeing from. The youngest had curled up next to a stone, trying to make himself invisible, as if disappearing were the only way to feel safe.

They didn't understand where they were.

They didn't know if it was safe to stop.

They didn't know if the danger was over or if he was simply hiding.

Punch watched them from a few paces away.

He hugged his orange stuffed animal gently, as he always did when something inside him began to move, when a new emotion appeared without asking permission.

In her little heart, something was stirring now.

It wasn't fear.

It was recognition.

Because he had been there too.

In that silence that does not calm, but confuses.

In that instant when everything becomes too big and you don't know where to go, or who to look at, or where to stay.

Punch took another small step.

Then he stopped.

The dogs looked at him.

Their bodies tense immediately, as if every muscle remembered that trusting could be dangerous.

One stepped back cautiously.

Another lowered his head, avoiding contact.

The smallest one didn't even move.

I was just shaking.

Punch didn't understand why they weren't approaching.

But he did not advance further either.

He stayed there.

Still.

Holding her stuffed animal.

Waiting.

It was not an impatient wait.

It was a soft, almost invisible wait, as if her body knew that this moment could not be forced.

The wind passed through the trees.

A leaf slowly fell between them, spinning in the air before hitting the ground.

Time seemed to move more slowly, as if the forest itself were holding its breath.

So, without haste, without noise, without intending to scare anyone, Punch did something amazingly simple.

He sat down.

He said nothing.

He didn't make any abrupt gestures.

It just stood there, smaller, closer to the ground, easier to look at without fear.

As if, unknowingly, he was saying that he was not a threat.

As if, in silence, he was offering something that the dogs could not yet name, but that little by little they began to feel.

A safe space.

A moment without persecution.

A pause in the midst of fear.

In that small, almost imperceptible gesture, something changed again.

Not all at once.

Not with noise.

But with truth.
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Slowly.

He settled on the earth, feeling the soft chill of the ground beneath his body, as if that touch also helped him stay calm. He did not stop hugging his orange stuffed animal, that small shelter that he always carried with him when something inside became difficult to explain.

He did not speak.

He made no noise.

He didn't come any closer.

He just stayed there.

As someone who doesn't want to scare.

As someone who has learned that, sometimes, getting too close too quickly can break everything.

The dogs looked at him.

They didn't understand what I was doing.

They didn't know whether to trust.

But they didn't move either.

One of them tilted his head, trying to decipher it.

Another took a small step forward... and then he stopped, as if his own body were hesitating between moving forward or protecting himself.

The youngest looked up slightly.

He was no longer completely hidden.

It was no longer completely closed.

The silence had changed.

It was no longer a silence filled with fear.

It was a silence of waiting.

A silence that does not push, that does not oblige, that simply leaves space for something to happen.

From the top of the rocks, some of the little monkeys watched.

They made no noise.

They didn't move.

They did not interrupt.

It was as if they also understood, in an amazingly effortless way, that this moment did not need intervention, that there was something delicate forming and that any sudden movement could break it.

Punch was
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