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The Tree That Spoke

	In the dim haze of dawn, where the fog clung low to the forest floor and dew painted silver edges on every leaf, a soundless hush blanketed the ancient woods of Eldergrove. Birds had not yet begun their morning chorus, and the wind held its breath, as though the forest itself waited. In the center of this hushed reverence stood a single tree unlike any other—tall, hollow, and twisted with age, its bark furrowed and veined like an old storyteller’s face. It loomed over a small clearing where sunlight rarely reached, its limbs stretched wide, not menacingly, but protectively, as though it had something to guard—or to say.

	They called it the Hollow Tree, though no one living had ever dared to linger long enough to learn its secrets. Legends passed from grandmothers to grandchildren told of the tree’s whispers in the dead of night, of voices in the wind that carried warnings, riddles, sometimes even names of those long lost. It was said the tree did not merely echo memories—it remembered. It listened. And sometimes, it answered.

	Kaelen had grown up on the edge of Eldergrove, hearing these tales with both awe and skepticism. His mother warned him never to stray too deep into the woods, not for fear of beasts, but of something far older—roots that ran deeper than stone and remembered footsteps like footprints pressed into wet clay. But Kaelen was not one to be kept away by old stories. At sixteen, he had already explored every visible trail, charted the moss-covered ruins to the east, and even crossed the stream no one dared name. Yet one place had remained untouched. The Hollow Tree.

	That morning, guided by nothing more than instinct and the whisper of a dream he could not fully recall, Kaelen stepped off the path and into the shaded underworld of Eldergrove’s heart. Each step seemed muffled, not by leaves or soil, but by something less tangible—like the world itself had softened to observe his trespass. He carried only a satchel of bread and a carved pendant his father had left behind before vanishing into the very woods he now walked.

	The pendant was old, shaped like an eye enclosed by a ring of leaves, and it pulsed faintly with warmth the closer Kaelen came to the clearing. He’d found it in his father’s trunk years ago, never understanding its purpose—until now.

	He reached the clearing just as the sun broke the horizon. Pale gold light struck the Hollow Tree like a spotlight, igniting motes of dust that danced in the air. The bark glistened with dew, but something shimmered beneath it—tiny glyphs, almost invisible, flickering with a faint bluish glow. Kaelen froze. The stories had spoken of voices, but never this.

	The clearing felt alive. Not merely inhabited, but aware. The moment stretched, tense and waiting. Then, from deep within the tree, came a groan—not like wood creaking in wind, but like breath through ancient lungs. Kaelen stepped closer, heart pounding. He half-expected the ground to swallow him, or a beast to lunge from the shadows, but nothing came. Instead, the hollow within the tree opened wider, and a voice—not loud, but deep as thunder buried in soil—spoke.

	"You wear the eye of green flame."

	Kaelen staggered back. He hadn’t imagined it. The voice was real. And it had spoken to him.

	"Who... who are you?" he asked, unsure if he was meant to speak aloud or think the words. But the voice answered all the same.

	"I am what roots remember. I am what trees forget. I am the Hollow."

	Kaelen clutched the pendant. "This belonged to my father. He came here—years ago. Did you see him?"

	The air grew still again, heavy with meaning. Then the bark around the hollow shimmered and shifted, and a shape emerged—not of a man, but a memory. A silhouette made of mist and leaves, tall and broad-shouldered, wearing the same pendant around his neck.

	"He asked questions," the tree whispered. "He sought what he should not have. The forest does not forget."

	Kaelen’s throat tightened. "Is he... gone?"

	"He became root and leaf. Bone and moss. He is part of the remembering now."

	The words landed with a weight Kaelen hadn’t expected. Grief rose, but not the sharp grief of new loss—this was older, deeper, tinged with strange understanding. His father had vanished into the woods chasing truth. And in some way, the forest had answered.

	"But why me?" Kaelen asked, stepping closer to the trunk, where the glyphs now pulsed gently with each word spoken. "Why now?"

	"You carry his questions," the tree said. "And more than that. The pendant holds a key—not to power, but to passage. To knowing."

	Kaelen looked down. The pendant’s eye had begun to glow faintly, as though lit from within. He reached out and touched the bark. It was warm. Not like fire, but like the skin of something alive. The moment his fingers met the symbols, a rush of images filled his mind—rivers reversing course, stars wheeling above darkened skies, and the Hollow Tree standing through every age, a sentinel rooted in time.

	Visions flooded him. Not dreams, not fantasies—but memories. Not his. They belonged to the land. The tree. The Hollow. He saw ancient battles waged beneath this canopy. He saw the first people carving their stories into bark. He saw his father kneeling here, speaking words Kaelen couldn’t yet understand.

	And then, silence. The visions stopped. The forest returned.

	"You have touched the memory," the tree said softly. "Now you must choose."

	Kaelen drew back, reeling from the weight of what he had seen. "Choose what?"

	"To carry the knowledge forward, or to let it lie forgotten. The Hollow can speak—but only to those who will listen. Truly listen."

	He looked once more into the hollow. It was just a space now, dark and quiet. The voice had gone still, but its echo remained in his bones. He understood now. The tree had never been just a tree. It was a gate. A guardian. A keeper of memory too vast for any one mind.

	Kaelen stood alone in the clearing, heart trembling with what he had seen and heard. He looked down at the pendant and understood it was more than a charm. It was a bond—one that tied him not just to his father, but to the memory of the forest itself. And that memory now lived within him.

	The path back through the woods felt different, lighter somehow, though the forest remained as shadowed as ever. The birds began to sing again, one by one, as if they too had waited for him to return.

	By the time Kaelen stepped out of the trees, the sun had fully risen, and the village smoke curled gently in the distance. He knew he would return to the Hollow Tree. Not today, maybe not even tomorrow. But the voice was part of him now, and so was its question—will you remember?

	And Kaelen had already chosen.

	 


Moss and Memory

	The scent of damp earth clung to Kaelen’s cloak as he followed the winding stream deeper into Eldergrove, its babble whispering secrets he could not yet understand. The morning mist had long since faded, but the forest remained cool beneath the dense canopy, where sunbeams filtered down like thin ribbons of gold, brushing against the moss-draped stones and ancient roots with reverence. Every step he took seemed watched—not in a menacing way, but as though the forest itself kept a quiet ledger of his presence, adding his movement, breath, and intention to its vast, living memory.

	His boots sank into the soft moss, green as emerald flame, and springy underfoot. It was the kind that grew in places untouched by time, thick and slow-growing, a sign of old magic. Birds flitted above, their wings flashing briefly through narrow shafts of light, and insects hummed low in the underbrush. There was peace here, but not simplicity. Everything in Eldergrove felt layered—as though the present and past coexisted with the thinest veil between them, barely holding their edges apart.

	Kaelen’s mind wandered as he walked, drawn backward to the memory of the Hollow Tree and its deep, resonant voice. The forest had spoken to him—not in riddles, not in prophecy, but in a way that felt older than words. That moment had lingered with him for days. Even now, he felt the echo in his ribs, like the roots of that ancient tree had reached into his bones. He hadn’t returned to the clearing since, though it called to him like a half-remembered tune. Instead, he followed a trail his father had once marked on an old, weathered map tucked into the back of a book Kaelen found in the attic.

	The map showed no roads, only hand-drawn markers: a crescent moon beside a rock, a spiral near a grove, and a single word scrawled in faded ink—Mirelen. The name meant nothing to Kaelen, but it repeated itself in his thoughts as though summoned by the Hollow Tree itself. The more he whispered it aloud, the more it felt like a memory trying to resurface.

	Around midday, he reached a wide ring of stones, half-buried in moss and soil, with tiny white flowers blooming from the cracks between them. The air shifted as he stepped into the circle. A hush fell—not the silence of absence, but the silence of listening. Kaelen stilled, heart fluttering with quiet anticipation. The stones were ancient, etched with symbols dulled by wind and time. He knelt to brush moss from one of them, revealing the unmistakable spiral from the map. It glowed faintly beneath his touch, like warmth trapped in stone.

	He sat for a long time within that ring, unsure whether he waited for something or was simply being patient enough to notice what others had missed. There was no voice this time, no vision or sudden rush of memory. Instead, there was stillness. Deep, calming, and complete. The kind of silence that spoke to something inside him that had long gone unheard.
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EL SOL COMENZABA A ESCONDERSE DETRAS DE LAS COLINAS
CUANDO CLARA LLEGO AL BORDE DEL VIEJO SENDERO.





