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The rocking chair creaked softly under the porch of Alex’s little house, following the slow rhythm of the afternoon. Back and forth. Back and forth.

Gaia sat there, her knees drawn up, a notebook open on her lap. She wasn’t drawing what she saw, but what she felt. Soft lines chased each other across the page: curves that looked like rivers, circles that intertwined as if searching for a common center. At the top, a stylized mountain. From there, thin streams of water flowed downward, splitting and rejoining.

The sun filtered through the leaves of the trees, casting golden patches on the wood of the porch. The air smelled of resin and warm earth.

A little further on, Alex was lost in his own world. In the courtyard, amid tables piled with cables and solar panels, small motors tinkled like bells. Every now and then he muttered something to himself, tightening a screw or connecting a wire.

“If I increase the sensitivity here... no, too much. Like this, maybe,” he murmured, without looking up.

Gaia smiled slightly. The rocking continued.

Then, suddenly, it stopped.

The movement ceased as if someone had placed an invisible hand on the chair. The birdsong grew distant. Even the sound of Alex’s tools seemed to fade away, as if it had been sucked into the silence.

Gaia looked up from her notebook. The porch was no longer in front of her. She saw a mountain. Immense. Ancient. Motionless. A glacier enveloped it like a white and blue cloak, marked by fine cracks, like wrinkles on a very old face. There was no storm, no clamor. Only a deep silence, heavy with time.

Then something changed. Not suddenly. Not violently. The glacier retreated.

Just a few steps, as if it had taken a breath backward. The water flowing down from it became thinner, less steady, like a thread in danger of snapping.

An old man approached the glacier. He pressed his forehead against the icy rock and whispered something. Gaia tried to listen, but the words never reached her. They remained suspended, unspoken.

The glacier did not respond.

The last image was as clear as a mark drawn on paper: a line of water that no longer reached all the way to the bottom.

Gaia jolted. The world suddenly snapped back into place. The song of the birds. The scent of the trees. The metallic clinking.

“Gaia?”

Alex was standing in front of her, leaning forward, with a worried expression. He still had a wrench in his hand.

“You stopped suddenly. You weren’t swaying anymore.”

Gaia took a deep breath. Her heart was pounding, as if she’d been running for a long time. “I saw something,” she said softly.

Alex didn’t interrupt her. He sat down on the porch step, waiting. Gaia told him about the glacier. About the receding water. About the divided village. About the silent children. About the old man speaking without being heard.

“I don’t know what it means,” she concluded. “But it’s not just a problem with the mountain. There’s... something broken between people, too.”

Alex looked down, lost in thought. For once, he didn’t offer a solution. He didn’t talk about machines, or systems, or plans. He just nodded.

“So,” he said finally, “before we do anything... we’ll have to really understand.”

Gaia snapped her notebook shut.

“There’s something I don’t understand,” she said. “And I have a feeling that if we start off on the wrong foot... we’ll make everything worse.”

Alex stared at her, serious. “Then we have to call Noah.”

​Continue to Chapter 2
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Alex was the first to break the silence.

He didn’t say anything for a few seconds. He just looked at the closed notebook on Gaia’s lap. Then he reached out and picked up the phone.

“Let’s call Noah.”

The answer came almost immediately. Noah’s face appeared on the small screen, framed by large, glossy leaves. He was in the greenhouse, as he often was. Light filtered in from above, casting green shadows on his skin.

“I can hear you,” he said with a faint smile. Then he tilted his head. “But something’s wrong.”

Gaia took a slow breath. She told him everything from the beginning. The glacier. The water that had stopped flowing. The old man speaking without being heard. Noah didn’t interrupt her. He closed his eyes as she spoke, as if he were trying to feel what Gaia had seen. When she finished, a heavy silence fell over the greenhouse.

“This isn’t just any request for help,” Noah said finally. “That glacier isn’t just losing water. It’s losing a connection.”

Alex ran a hand through his hair. “Okay. We can intervene. I already have at least three ways in mind to collect, filter, and redistribute the water.”

Gaia shook her head slowly.

“Wait.”

Alex stopped.

“In the vision,” Gaia said, “no one was asking for a solution. Everyone seemed... stuck. As if they could no longer talk to each other.”

Noah nodded. “If we come in with a ready-made answer, we risk solving the wrong problem.”

Alex sighed. He didn’t seem upset. Just conflicted.

“So you’re saying we should go... without doing anything?”

“I’m saying we have to go to understand,” Gaia replied. “Before deciding what to do.”

They looked at each other.

The Green Ark rested nearby, silent, as if it were listening too. Its hull reflected the afternoon light, and for a moment it almost seemed to breathe.

Alex walked over to the cargo hold and opened it. Inside were two easily recognizable items.

On one side, the tech kit: sensors, lightweight drones, dynamic maps, tools ready to measure, analyze, and optimize.

On the other, the observation journal: blank pages, pencils, interview forms, maps of the experience, space for drawings, unspoken words, impressions.

Alex pointed to the first one. “With this, we can immediately see how much water there is. Where it’s being lost. How to redistribute it.”

Then he pointed to the second. “With this, we can understand people.”

Noah spoke in a calm voice. “We can’t take everything. If we try to do both... we risk not really doing either.”

Gaia approached the compartment and knelt down. She placed a hand on the kit. It was cold, solid, full of possibilities. Then she moved her hand to the journal. The paper rustled slightly beneath her fingers.

She thought of the children in silence.

The old man speaking without being heard.

To the waterline that didn’t reach all the way to the bottom.

“Whatever we choose,” she said softly, “it will change the way we look at that village.”

Alex slowly closed the compartment, leaving only the two options visible.

“So let’s decide,” he said. “Before we leave.”

​The Choice


	Will you assess the problem before listening to it and letting yourself be influenced? Then bring the tech kit

	Will you listen first before looking for a solution? Then bring the observation journal



Write down what our friends will bring with them on the first page of the book.

Continue to Chapter 3
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The Green Ark slowed down, as if it too were holding its breath. Below them, the mountains of Nepal unfolded like petrified waves. Gray, ochre, gilded by the sun. Between one fold and the next, the village appeared.

Gaia recognized it immediately.

“It’s him,” she whispered.

The houses were low, built of stone and dark wood. The flat roofs held ropes, baskets, and bundles of herbs left to dry. Colorful little flags—red, yellow, blue, green—danced in the wind like secret messages entrusted to the air.

The Ark landed just outside the center, silently.

As soon as they stepped out, Gaia felt something different under her feet. The ground was firm, weathered. It didn’t smell like the forest, like the Amazon, but of smoke, wool, spices, and cold wind.

“Everything seems... in balance,” said Alex, looking around.

But Gaia didn’t agree. She sensed a subtle tension, like a string pulled too tight.

They walked through the narrow streets. Some people greeted them with a friendly nod, others watched them in silence. No one seemed bothered by their presence, but not really curious either. It was as if the village had decided, in unison, not to ask any questions.

Noah stopped near a stone fountain. Water was flowing, but the stream was thin and irregular.

“It comes from far away,” he murmured. “And it’s struggling.”

Alex pulled out a map. “Let’s look for the tourist office. It’s usually the best place to start.”

“Tourist office?” a voice repeated behind them.

They turned around. Standing before them was a petite old woman, wrapped in an oversized shawl. Her hair was pulled back into a messy bun, and her lively eyes sparkled as if they already understood everything.

“Tourist, tourist...” she muttered, shaking her head. “People don’t come here to look, they come to understand. And those who understand... don’t look for signs.”

Before they could answer, the old woman grabbed Gaia by the arm with surprising strength.

“Come, come,” she said. “The village chief is waiting for you.”

“Hey, wait a minute!” Alex tried.

But it was useless. The old woman strode ahead, talking without stopping for a moment.

“It’s always like this,” she said. “They arrive with maps, with ideas, with solutions. But first, you have to drink tea. Always.”

She led them through a maze of alleys, past a courtyard where some women were weaving deeply colored fabrics, and a small square where elderly people were playing with pebbles and slow laughter.

Finally, she stopped in front of a house larger than the others.

“Here,” he said, adjusting his shawl. “Now you talk. I’ve already said enough.”

She winked at Gaia. Then she leaned against the wall, humming a melody that Gaia had never heard... but which, strangely, seemed familiar to her.

Gaia placed her hand on the door. The same sensation from the vision coursed through her chest. Something was about to be said. And something, perhaps, would remain hidden.

​Continue to Chapter 4
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The village chief’s house was simple but sturdy. The thick walls kept the room cool, and a small brazier burned in the center of the room. The air smelled of wood, tea, and something ancient, hard to name.

The village chief stood up as soon as they entered.

He was a middle-aged man with dark hair streaked with silver and a calm gaze. He wore neat traditional clothing and moved with the confidence of someone accustomed to being listened to.

“Welcome,” he said, bringing his hands to his chest in a gesture of greeting. “The village is honored by your visit.”

Gaia returned the gesture. She felt the weight of the moment, as if every word had to be chosen carefully.

They sat on low cushions. A cup of hot tea was served to each of them. The liquid steamed slightly, but no one drank right away.

The sprightly old woman settled near the wall, almost hidden in the shadows. She didn’t speak. But her eyes moved from one face to another, as alert as a cat’s.

“We’re here because...” Gaia began, then paused. “Because I believe your village is facing a difficulty.”

The village chief nodded slowly. “That’s true. The glacier has always provided us with water. But now...” he paused deliberately, “...now it provides a little less.”

“Is that why water is scarce?” Alex asked.

“Yes,” the man replied with a gentle smile. “A natural change. The mountains change, like everything else.”

Gaia felt a knot in her stomach. The words were correct. Polite. But... they slipped away, like water on stone.

“And how are you handling the situation?” she asked.

“With order,” said the chief. “We’ve set priorities. Everyone gets what they need.”

The old woman coughed softly.

The village chief turned slightly toward her, then smiled again. “Ours is a united village. Hardships do not divide us.”

Gaia looked at Noah. He was staring at the tea, as if he were listening to something the others couldn’t hear.

“The children...” Gaia began. “I noticed that...”

“The children are fine,” the chief interrupted her in a calm voice. “They learn mountain life quickly.”

The old woman shook her head imperceptibly. Then, looking distracted, she deliberately dropped a pebble on the floor.

“Strange,” she said aloud, as if speaking to herself. “When water flows the same for everyone, no one has to walk too far.”
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