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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



    



  	
        
            
            "The Grove does not forget those who walk it with open hearts. It becomes them."  
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Foreword

The Grove has changed.

What once thrived above ground now breathes beneath it — hidden in veins of memory and forgotten dreams. This story burrows deep into the soil of silence, where truths echo in root pulses, and the past is not buried, only waiting.

With each book, we have followed pawprints through shadow and wonder. In this twelfth journey, our path narrows, darkens, and opens once more beneath our feet. New voices rise, old guardians shift, and unseen things listen.

These pages honor those who walk silently beside us — the animals we rescue, the spirits we remember, and the courage that thrives in the smallest hearts.

Some journeys are not walked—they are remembered by the land beneath you.

Beneath the Grove, where time has no name and magic coils like mist, veins of ancient knowing pulse through root and stone. Shadows drift like breath. Water glows where no light lives.

The path downward was not chosen. It was felt.

And among the quiet paws and flicking tails, one walks without scent, without sound, yet never without purpose.

She does not guide. She reminds.

This is the deep.

Where silence speaks.

And what sleeps beneath... listens.

Welcome back to the Grove.

It remembers you.

— Claudia Ulm
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Prologue

In the deep stillness beneath the Grove, something had begun to stir.

Not with sound, nor tremor — but with memory.

Far below the spiral trees, where old tunnels wound like forgotten veins, the land hummed faintly. Creatures once shaped of moonlight and stone slumbered, wrapped in vines older than the stars. And among them, nestled in the very marrow of the Grove’s roots, pulsed a strange and flickering heartbeat.

It was not alive.

And yet, it remembered.

Above ground, no wind stirred the canopy. The usual whisper of trees was missing, as if the forest held its breath. Leaves stood still on their stems. Branches arched unnaturally inward. And the sky — the sky blinked once, as if uncertain it should remain.

The animals felt it first. Rocky lifted his head from a dreamless sleep, sensing a call that had no voice. Garfield sat still in the dark, tail flicking once — not in irritation, but in recognition. Siri froze mid-step. Dunmore growled softly, though nothing stood before him.
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