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The Garden Gate

	It had stood there for years, nestled between two overgrown hedges, worn by time and weather but still upright, still waiting. The garden gate creaked slightly when pushed, not from rust but from the rhythm of age—like an old violin that only played one tune. It had once been painted a soft shade of green, now faded into something more moss than mint. Ivy curled along the posts and wound itself around the hinges, nature's way of reminding the world that it reclaims what stands still too long. But the gate remained, the silent sentinel to a place most had forgotten.

	Marianne paused in front of it, her fingers brushing the iron latch, the chill of the metal seeping into her skin despite the late spring sun. She hadn’t been here in years—not since the summer everything had changed. Back then, the gate had swung open daily, letting in sunlight and laughter and the aroma of fresh herbs carried on the breeze. Back then, it had meant something: a beginning, a homecoming, a promise.

	Now, it felt like a question.

	She hesitated for a moment longer, the silence of the old path pressing around her like fog. There were wildflowers blooming in the cracks of the stone walkway just beyond the gate. Goldenrod, daisies, and small clusters of forget-me-nots, as though someone had planted memories into the soil and they’d decided to grow whether invited or not. Marianne took a slow breath, then lifted the latch. It gave with a soft groan, and the gate opened as though it remembered her.

	The garden was still beautiful, in a wild and tender sort of way. The kind of beauty that doesn’t beg for attention but rewards those who look closely. Beneath the flowering trellis, the path wound toward the cottage, half-hidden behind lilac bushes and rows of lavender. Weeds had found their way into the beds, but the old structure of the garden remained—roses still tried to climb their trellises, and the hydrangeas along the path had started to bloom in heavy, purple clusters. It wasn’t tidy, but it was alive.

	She stepped through and let the gate swing closed behind her. The soft sound it made—wood against wood—was so familiar it nearly undid her. How many times had she run through it as a child? How many hours had she spent in this very garden, sketching with her grandmother, picking ripe tomatoes, brushing the petals of marigolds with paint-stained fingers? The memories weren’t sharp, but they came gently, like mist rising from warm earth.

	The cottage looked smaller than she remembered, and yet it still held a quiet charm that refused to fade. The white shutters were chipped, and the front steps had sagged slightly, but the curtains in the windows fluttered just the same way they always had. It didn’t matter that no one had lived here full-time in years. Somehow, the place still breathed.

	Marianne walked slowly, each step on the stone path a kind of reconnection. Birds darted from tree to tree above her, their wings brushing the warm air. Somewhere deeper in the trees, a creek whispered over stones, hidden by distance but still audible, like the hum of a familiar tune. The entire space felt suspended in time—not untouched, but gently worn, like a favorite book.

	She found herself at the center of the garden where the old wooden bench still sat beneath the Japanese maple. Its leaves were red already, even in late spring, and their dappled shadows danced over the seat. Marianne lowered herself slowly, brushing away a few stray leaves before sitting. The bench creaked in greeting.

	The letter was still in her pocket.

	She hadn’t planned on opening it here, but something about the moment made it feel right. It was addressed in her grandmother’s careful script, the paper worn soft at the edges. It had arrived two weeks after the funeral, tucked between papers, an afterthought—or a seed.

	With trembling fingers, she unfolded the page and began to read.

	My dearest Marianne,

	If you’re reading this, then I’m no longer with you in the way I wish I could be. But I hope you are sitting in the garden, maybe on the old bench under the maple tree. If it’s spring, the lilacs should be blooming. I always loved that about our little corner of the world—how it kept blooming, no matter what.

	I want you to know, sweetheart, that this garden was never about flowers or vegetables or perfect hedges. It was about roots. About creating something that could grow, even after we’re gone. I hope when you walk these paths, you feel that. I hope you remember the laughter, the stories, and the quiet moments we shared here.

	And if you’re uncertain about what comes next—don’t worry. The gate still opens. That’s all it needs to do. You’ll find your way.

	With all my love,
Nana

	Marianne folded the letter back slowly, pressing it to her chest. The ache inside her shifted, softened—not gone, but no longer sharp. The garden around her seemed to hold its breath, the wind pausing in the leaves, as if acknowledging the moment.

	A bumblebee hovered near the rosemary, dipping briefly before moving on. Life was still here, still humming and thriving in quiet ways. The garden, for all its imperfections, had endured. It had carried her grandmother’s love forward, held it gently, and now it had passed it on.

	The gate had opened. And that meant something.

	She rose from the bench and walked to the small shed tucked at the edge of the garden. Inside, she found the gardening gloves still hung on their peg, the straw hat folded neatly on the shelf, and an old tin watering can beneath the table. She took it, filled it at the rain barrel, and returned to the roses first. Their leaves shimmered in the sunlight as water kissed the soil. Then the tomatoes, then the wild mint beneath the window.

	With each task, she felt a little more grounded, a little more home.

	By the time the sun began to dip toward the west, painting everything in soft gold, Marianne stood near the gate again. She turned to look back. The garden was still the same, and yet not. Something had shifted. Or maybe she had.

	She ran her hand gently along the wooden post. The ivy clung, but not too tightly. There was still room for her here. Still time to make things grow.

	And in the quiet rustle of leaves and petals, she thought she heard her grandmother’s voice.

	Welcome back, my dear. Welcome home.

	 


Letters in the Wind

	The first letter arrived without a stamp. It had no return address, no markings on the envelope besides her name in a handwriting she hadn’t seen in years—soft, slanted, deliberate. Marianne found it resting in the center of the windowsill, caught beneath a smooth stone, as though placed gently by someone who knew the breeze might otherwise carry it away. She stood for a long time staring at it, heart fluttering in an unfamiliar way, before reaching out to take it.

	The paper was thick, textured, slightly yellowed along the edges as if aged by time or sentiment. She opened it carefully, the way one might lift a pressed flower from between the pages of an old book, and began to read.

	The words were simple. A memory shared, a moment revisited. The writer spoke of the way the wildflowers once grew along the path to the creek, how their colors seemed to shift depending on the light—sometimes bright as paint, sometimes muted like worn fabric. They spoke of laughter echoing between trees, of afternoons spent under the branches of the sycamore tree where the sunlight filtered like lace through the leaves. No signature. Just the memory, pressed in ink.

	Marianne sat down on the porch steps, the letter resting in her lap. Her eyes moved over the words again and again, trying to place the voice. It wasn’t unfamiliar. There was a rhythm to the phrasing, something tender and unhurried. But more than that, there was an intimacy in the recollection—a sense that whoever had written this had not just been here once, but had felt something here that lingered long after their departure.

	She looked out over the garden, the same one she’d begun to tend again in quiet sessions each morning. The gate still creaked, the roses were starting to reach higher, and the lavender had grown fuller since she’d cleared away the weeds. It wasn’t perfect, but it was becoming something again. It was remembering how to live.

	The next letter came two days later.

	This one was tucked into the basket of the old bicycle she’d leaned against the fence, the bike she hadn’t used since her teenage years. She’d oiled the chain and pumped the tires just for the sake of movement, hoping a ride down the lane might shake the dust off her thoughts. Instead, she found the envelope waiting for her, pale blue and edged in gold, the same handwriting gliding across its surface.

	Inside, the words felt like a continuation. They spoke of an old game—how two children had once played hide-and-seek among the sunflowers, one always better at hiding, the other always pretending not to see. The writer recalled the scent of honeysuckle and the way the wind had carried secrets when no one else was listening. There was something almost poetic in the way the sentences unfolded, as though memory was something sacred, fragile, and worth writing down.
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EL SOL COMENZABA A ESCONDERSE DETRAS DE LAS COLINAS
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