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    This book is dedicated to the broken, the burned, the silent ones who never had a voice— and those who still carry scars no one can see. To the animals who survived what no soul ever should. To the hearts that were never given a reason to trust— but still learned how. To the ones who were forgotten… until the Grove remembered them. 

You are seen. 

You are sacred. 

You are home. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some truths need no voice to be known. They bloom in the quiet, And echo in the breath between." 
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The Silence Below All Things

The Forgotten Grove Chronicles · Book 13

There is a place where even echoes dare not linger.

It lies below the breath of the Grove—beneath the roots, beneath the threads, beneath the names. A place older than sound, deeper than light. A place not meant to be entered, only remembered.

Here, the silence is not empty. It listens.

And in that listening, truths shift. Faces fade. The ones who walk these tunnels will not return unchanged—not because the path has altered, but because they will.

There is no guide through the silence.

Only those who can bear its weight.

Only those who no longer need to speak.
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Prologue

[image: ]




The roots no longer whispered.

They listened.

Deep beneath the Grove—beyond the shimmer of the stream and the warm breath of glowing moss—something ancient stirred in stillness. Not in anger. Not in grief. But in recognition.

It had waited too long to be surprised.

Above, the Grove had shifted. Threads tangled. Paths reversed. Names forgotten. But here, in the hollow beneath all things, there were no threads left to sever.

Only veins.

Only silence.

Only memory.

A paw touched stone.

Then another.

Not a sound. Not a word. But the cavern knew them. It always had. The one-eyed sentinel whose gaze pierced the veil. The ginger flame who held the Grove’s stories in his fur. The shadowed brother who trusted nothing but instinct. And those who followed not from fear or order—but because they, too, remembered.

The silence was not empty.

It had teeth.

It had breath.

It had been waiting.

And now, it opened.

––––––––
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Chapter 1: The Thread That Vanished
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a whisper gone still in the roots

There was no light where they stood, yet the path shimmered.

A faint blue glow pulsed beneath their paws—threadlike, curling like breath across stone. It wasn’t the kind of light that came from stars or flame. It came from memory. Something that had once been bright, long ago, and now only echoed in the dark.

The air was thick with silence, so complete it felt alive. No drip of water. No shuffle of paws. Even their breathing felt borrowed.

Ash was the first to move. Quietly, reverently, he stepped forward. Each footfall sent ripples through the glowing vein beneath him, as though the stone remembered being touched. Morgana followed, her head low, eyes flicking to the walls around them—watchful, but not afraid. Onyx, silent as ever, was the shadow between them.
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