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A Note from Author


Hey, dear reader,



When you step into my journey to feel and embrace me, I want to
say something first. Promise me that you will not cry or feel
bad.



Because when you read me, I will be sitting beside you to feel
happy. My author wrote me with a broken soul and eyes full of tears
because she never had had what she wanted- but now, she has you as
her voice, her heart, her emotions, and her love.>

Thank you for being her kind soul. Let’s be her silent journey
friends, like Do-Yoon, Tong-yoon and Luma in this book. In her real
life, she uses these words to connect with your love and your
voice. To feel her world in you.

_Mehreen Baloch
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"In a world screaming with
the noise, seventeen-year-old Huilin chose the sanctuary of
quiet.




After a childhood betrayal shattered her world, she made a vow
that would define her life: she would never speak again. Now, her
silence is both her shield and her cage. But when she escapes her
mother's cold house and finds refuge with a kind sign language
teacher, the walls of her heart begin to beat again.



Surrounded by the mystery of a boy named Do-Yoon, Huilin must
decide if her silence is a gift or a prison. Can she find the
courage to let someone into her garden of quiet?



A trending Young Adult story about healing, hidden truths, and
the beauty found in the unspoken."
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"10 September 2003, there was a girl who was born in a world full
of noise. Her name was Huilin, whose soul was a testament to the
beauty of silence."The meaning of Huilin is 'wise jade' or
'intelligent gem'. She was a cute baby. But when she turned four,
her parents divorced. They left her with her Granny and went their
separate ways. Her mother took only her younger brother and sister.
A four-year-old Huilin never thought that in her new life, which
lacked the happiness she was used to, she would instead discover
the truth, beauty, and the silence of her own soul. As she moved
through childhood, she would find her self unable to change a truth
that would alter her life forever.



  
Little Huilin grew quickly. She was losing hope and kept her
emotions locked tight in her heart. But her granny knew exactly
what her little girl was thinking. Yet, her granny never let Huilin
know she knew, simply taking her outside to encourage her to make
friends. Huilin always wished to stay home, believing every stair
in the house marked a step in her life. The walls and every corner
seemed to talk about her hidden emotions. The windows and the
garden seemed to whisper that Huilin also had a heart full of
feeling. But no one truly tried to see it.... until the day came
when Huilin's granny left her alone in this noisy world. The
rocking chair stopped moving, and the air turned cold. Huilin
waited for the wood to creak one last time, but the silence was now
so loud it took Huilin breath away. She died.
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After Huilin's granny passed, her mother returned and took
four-year-old Huilin to live with her and her second husband. To
Huilin, this new house felt like it was built only of cold blocks
and pillars, completely lacking the love and emotions that had
defined Granny's home. The gaping emotional space between Huilin
and her mother was vast. Huilin's mother had prepared a room for
her, but Huilin only wished to return to her Granny's house, which
had been built with genuine love.


Her mother showed no affection and constantly shouted



at Huilin. Huilin was sent to school with her younger siblings,
but she was living a waking nightmare.

One day, Huilin's brother took his father's money and placed all
the blame on Huilin. Her mother immediately sided with her son,
refusing to hear Huilin's side. This betrayal was the final,
crushing injustice.

From that day on, Huilin stopped talking. She was determined to
keep her secrets and pain from a world that refused to listen. She
convinced herself that she could not speak--that she had lost her
voice-- and she even left school. She had no friends to turn to ,
no one who would understand her feelings. Her only true friend
remained in the old house, which alone understood her emotions.

Huilin found a strange sense of peace in her silence, believing
that without a voice, she wouldn't have to give any explanation
about her feelings to the people who didn't want her in their
lives.

She held onto her granny's final words: ''Little Huilin, you are
not a burden; you are a gift from God."Her granny had told her not
to lose herself, and that "once you become an adult, someone will
come for you who will love you most in this world."

When Huilin remembered these things, she cried--but her tears
were silent. She avoided speaking, terrified that if she spoke, she
would lose the protected identity she had built in her silence. She
used her voice of silence as a shield and waited for the day she
would become an adult, the day her promised happiness and love
would finally arrive to bring her back to the memory of her old
house.
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Huilin was so upset, but she wouldn't give up. She tried to throw
off the darkness, but the darkness of her life held her tight, like
its own shadow. Still, Huilin tried to build herself stronger. She
again continued going to school, but her mother never once realized
why Huilin had suddenly stopped talking, or what had happened to
her voice. She didn't even care.


In the hallways. her younger sister and brother, along with
their friends, began to bully Huilin. She couldn't fight back; she
had pushed herself into being mute, and now the silence was a wall
against her, too.

The streets became too much. One night Huilin ran from her
mother's house. She just walked the streets, whispering in her
heart that maybe this path would finally bring her to her destiny.
She walked and walked, searching for someone-anyone-who could help
her reclaim her lost childhood life.

Eventually, Huilin grew tired and sat under a tree. She was
terribly hungry, but she had no money to buy food. She began to
cry, thinking of her Granny who had loved her and made her tasty
dishes.

Then, a lady saw Huilin crying. She came over and gently placed
her hand on Huilin's head. "Are you hungry?" she asked.

Huilin didn't reply.

The lady brought Huilin back to her house. "Don't cry
anymore,"she said. "Your eyes are so beautiful. Don't bring tears
to your eyes; let them shine like you."

When Huilin heard those kind words, she immediately stopped
crying. She sat on a chair,quiet and watchful. The lady went to
bring food. When Huilin saw the warm dish, she couldn't help but
smile.The lady saw her smile.

"Where did you live before you came here?" the lady asked.

Huilin didn't give her a reply. The lady quietly understood that
Huilin couldn't speak.
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Huilin finished the food. It was warm and simple, a stark contrast
to the bitterness of the last few years. The kind lady then wrote a
note on a piece of paper. "You can stay here."


The lady showed Huilin to a spare room. When Huilin stepped
inside, she felt an instant connection. This room did not feel like
cold blocks and pillars; the walls seemed to talk about love, and
the ceiling felt like it showed all the beats of a vibrant heart.
The lady told Huilin she could rest now and they would talk
later.

Huiin entered the room and sat on the bed. She looked at the
pictures hanging on the walls. There was a photo of a boy who
looked about eighteen years old. Huilin went to the dresser, picked
up the picture, and gazed at the boy's face.

The lady entered the room and saw Huilin holding the picture.
Huilin was startled and quickly set the picture down. The lady
smiled gently. She picked up the picture herself and said, "He is
my son."

She introduced herself: "My name is Tong-Yoon, and I'm a sign
language teacher." She then spoke about her son."His name is
Do-Yoon. When he was nine, his father died in a car accident. Since
then, Do-Yoon has suffered from nightmares."Tong-Yoon's heart ached
seeing her son struggle, so she sent him to live with his
grandparents. It was difficult to send him far away, but she
couldn't stand watching him suffer.

"When Do-Yoon was fifteen, he returned and started living here
again. He decorated his room just like this. Then he received a
scholarship and went to study abroad. Once again, I became
lonely,"Tong-Yoon finished, smiling sadly. "That's my whole
story."

She then asked Huilin how old she was and what had happened to
her. Huilin took the paper and wrote her reply: "I am 17 years
old." She explained that she had lived with her granny, and after
her death, she went to live with her mother.

Tong-Yoon then asked what happened to her voice. Huilin wrote:
"After my granny died, I lost my voice due to some incidents."

Tong-Yoon felt great sadness for Huilin. She said that she would
love to teach her sign language. Huilin felt a sharp pang of guilt.
She had lived with this kind woman who was gentle and generous-a
woman whose heart was already healing Huilin's own.
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Later that day, Huilin used a piece of paper to ask Ton-Yoon
a question:


"Why did you choose to become a sign language teacher?"

Tong-Yoon looked at huilin's face, smiled sadly, and said it was
because of Do-Yoon's father. She explained that they had fallen in
love when they were in high school, but during that time, they had
an incident that caused him to become deaf.

"I am the reason he became deaf," she said quietly. "that's why
I chose to become a sign language teacher."

She continued, "He wanted to leave me, but I didn't let him go.
My love for him never changed."

Tong-yoon leaned forward, her eyes warm. "Talking with your
hands is more powerful than using a voice. Sometimes, we can
express ourselves with our voice, but with signs we can express the
love and emotions that are buried in our heart. The voice can give
us strength, but a sign can feel emotions."

When Huilin heard these kind words about love, emotions, and
grace, she felt a strong shift inside her soul. She immediately
wrote on the paper: "I want to learn sign language."

When Tong-Yoon saw Huilin's willingness to make her life better
and learn sign language, she was overcome with happiness for
her.

After their talk, Huilin felt sleepy. Tong-Yoon told her she
should go take some rest, promising they would begin their sign
language lessons the next day. Hu"I am the reason he became deaf,"
she said quietly. "that's why I chose to become a sign language
teacher."

She continued, "He wanted to leave me, but I didn't let him go.
My love for him never changed."

Tong-yoon leaned forward, her eyes warm. "Talking with your
hands is more powerful than using a voice. Sometimes, we can
express ourselves with our voice, but with signs we can express the
love and emotions that are buried in our heart. The voice can give
us strength, but a sign can feel emotions."

When Huilin heard these kind words about love, emotions, and
grace, she felt a strong shift inside her soul. She immediately
wrote on the paper: "I want to learn sign language."

When Tong-Yoon saw Huilin's willingness to make her life better
and learn sign language, she was overcome with happiness for
her.

After their talk, Huilin felt sleepy. Tong-Yoon told her she
should go take some rest, promising they would begin their sign
language lessons the next day
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Early the next morning, Huilin woke up and quietly went to the
kitchen to help Tong-Yoon. But Tong-Yoon gently insisted that
Huilin do no housework. "You should go take some rest, "she said,
smiling. "When breakfast is ready, I will call you."


Huilin smiled back and retreated to her room. She decided to
start cleaning Do-Yoon's room. As she straightened the bookshelf,
she saw a thin book tucked carefully under the others. She pulled
it out and realized it was a sketchbook.

She opened it. The pages were filled with Do-Yoon's drawings,
some depicting his loneliness and emotions, others showing the
chaotic "noise" of the world. But deep inside the book, she found
one sketch that made her heart stop. It was the face of a girl- so
beautiful and graceful.

Huilin was mesmerized, but then she saw it: a single tear
tracing the curve of the girl's cheek.

She felt herself in that sketched girl. The tear seemed to speak
of her own buried love and heart that felt like it had no beats
left. A tear came from Huilin's eye and dropped onto the page. When
she saw the charcoal shades melting together under her moisture,
she felt her own heart melting for Do-Yoon.

But suddenly, Huilin realized the danger of her feelings. She
quickly cleaned the spot on the book and put it back in its
place.She realized that having such deep feelings for Do-Yoon might
not be good for her. Love is not made for me, she thought, suddenly
upset.

Just then, Tong-Yoon came in. "Breakfast is ready!" she said
cheerfully.

"Let's eat together, and afterward, we will start our sign
language class."
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After breakfast, Huilin began her first sign language lesson with
Tong-Yoon. The first phrase she learned was "It's okay." >A wave
of sadness washed over Huilin. She wanted to tell Tong-Yoon that
she could talk, but the weight of her mother's shouting and the
world's injustice had made her choose silence. She had broken her
own voice to survive. Sensing her struggle, Tong-Yoon wrote on a
piece of paper: "You are a brave girl. Just try to trust
yourself."


As Huilin practiced the signs, she felt her soul waking up. You
can do it, it whispered. Don't let the world hurt you again. Love
yourself, and we will never leave you alone.

Afterward, they sat in the garden surrounded by roses. Huilin
wrote a question: "Why are there so many roses?"

"My husband and Do-Yoon planted them, "Tong-Yoon replied with a
soft smile."They are a symbol of our love-a promise that we will
always be together."

Huilin noticed the longing in her teacher's eyes and wrote: "You
miss Do-Yoon very much."

"Yes, "Tong-yoon whispered, "I stayed alive just to see him
again. I don't know when he will come, but I must see him happy in
this life."

Without a word, Huilin reached out and held Tong-yoon's hand,
two souls connecting through their shared wait for happiness.

The next morning was quiet. Huilin sat on the soft earth, her
eyes fixed on a single rosebud. She watched with bated breath,
mesmerized by the way the petals slowly unfurled, revealing their
hidden beauty to the world.

Suddenly, the garden gate creaked open. At that exact moment,
the rose fully bloomed, releasing a sweet, intoxicating fragrance
into the air.

Huilin felt a presence behind her. When she turned, she saw a
young man standing in the doorway as smooth as a gentle breeze and
as delicate as the scent of roses surrounding her. He couldn't take
his eyes off her; it was as if the world had stopped moving.

It was a voice on the ground and it feels like the petals of
roses are saying that:

"Petals were opening with the fragrance of love, calling your
name through the silent air, whispering that now, it is time to
fall for you, To make this symbol of true love real."

For a long moment, they simply looked into each other's eyes-a
silent conversation between two souls who didn't need words.

The silence was broken by gaps. Tong-yoon had stepped onto the
porch. When she saw her son standing there, the son she had lived
her whole life to see again, she began to cry. Do-yoon didn't
hesitate; he ran to his mother and pulled her into a long, tearful
embrace.

Huilin watched them, her hand over her heart. She was silent.
But for the first time in years, her heart was beating so fast.
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Tong-yoon and D-yoon sat together on the sofa, finally home. Huilin
went to the kitchen and brought a cold glass of water for Do-yoon.
After handing it to him, she slipped away quietly toward the roof
to be alone with her thoughts.


Do-yoon turned to his mother. "Who is she?" he asked softly.

"She lived with her granny until she passed away. "Tong-yoon
explained. "Then she went to live with her mother, but things were
very hard there. She lost her voice because of a painful incident.
She cannot speak, so please, be gentle and careful when you talk
with her."

A deep sadness filled Do-yoon's heart as he listened. He looked
toward the stairs where she had disappeared. Tong-yoon patted his
hand and smiled. "I am going to the kitchen to make your favorite
dishes," she said. Do-yoon gave her a warm smile, but his mind was
still on the girl upstairs.

Later, Do-yoon went up to the roof. He saw Huilin standing
there, looking up at the sky. To him, she looked like the
moon-waiting for the sun to give her light so she could shine as
the queen of the darkest night.

When Huilin turned around, she found Do-yoon standing close. To
her surprise, he moved his hands. Using the sign language she had
just learning, he signaled:

"Thank you for taking care of my mother."

Huilin pointed upward. She signaled back: "It's okay. She cared
for me a lot, too."

They both smiled, a bridge of understanding forming between
them. Do-yoon looked up at the stars. "What are you watching in the
sky?" he asked.

Huilin pointed upward. "I am looking at the bright moon, "she
signaled. "Her light is given by her true love, the sun. He is the
king to his bright queen."

Do-yoon looked at her with deep respect. "It doesn't matter if
you talk or not, Huilin," he said. "Your signs have a power that
shows all your emotions."

When dinner was ready, they went downstairs. Afterward, Huilin
began moving her things out of the bedroom to make space for
Do-yoon.

"Please, keep the room, "Do-yoon insisted. "I will sleep
upstairs. "Tong-yoon agreed, but Huilin firmly shook her head. She
refused to take his space. She gathered her belongings and moved to
the small upstairs room instead.

When Do-yoon finally entered his room, he looked around and
smiled. The room felt different-it was filled with the traces of a
"wise" soul he never expected to find.

After Huilin finished unpacking her things in the small upstairs
room, she went back down to find Tong-yoon. Her heart was beating
fast, but her mind was made up. She stepped in front of the older
woman, her expression serious.

"Is everything alright , dear?" Tong-yoon asked, looking up with
a kind smile.

Huilin's hands moved with a new kind of strength. "I have
something I need to say,"she signaled. "I don't want to be a burden
on you anymore. I have been a burden in this noisy world for too
long, and I am tired of being heavy."

Tong-yoon's smile faded into a look of deep compassion. She
reached out to take Huilin's hands, stopping her signs for a
moment. "Huilin, listen to me. You are not a burden. Never say that
again. You are 'wise jade.' You must learn to trust the value of
your own soul again."

Huilin looked at her with misty eyes, but she didn't back down.
She signaled again: "I want to find a job. I want to be an
independent person. I want to stand on my own feet for myself.'

Tong-yoon saw the fire of determination in the girl's eyes and
nodded slowly. A proud smile touched her lips. "That is a beautiful
dream, Huilin. It is good for you to find your own path, Go and
fulfill your dreams, and know that if you ever need any help, I am
right here behind you. I will do whatever it takes to support
you."
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After her talk with Tong-yoon,Huilin went to her room feeling a new
warmth in her heart. She was determined to prove to herself-and the
world-that she was no longer a burden.


The next morning, she walked downstairs and joined Do-yoon at
the dining table. As they ate,Do-yoon looked at her kindly. "I
heard you want to find a job to be independent," he said, using his
hand to sign as he spoke. "I am so happy for you. If you need any
help, I am here."

Huilin smiled and signed back, "Thank you, but I want to do this
by myself."

"I understand, "Do-yoon replied. "But if it ever gets too hard,
just tell me."

Huilin nodded and stood up. "I have to go now, or I will be
late," She signed. Both tong-yoon and Do-yoon cheered for her,
telling her she could do it. Huilin bowed her head with a cute, shy
smile and walked out the door.

To her surprise, Do-yoon followed her out. "I'm coming with
you," he said firmly. He led her to his bike. Huilin was shocked
but climbed on. She quickly wrote on a piece of paper: 'I need to
go to the cafe where I applied.' She tried to hand him the paper,
but he didn't take it. He just looked at her through his mirror and
smiled. "Just sit tightly. I already know where you need to
go."

When they arrived at the cafe, Huilin turned to go inside, but
Do-yoon gently caught her hand. Her heart skipped a beat. He
reached into his jacket and pulled out a beautiful diary he had
bought for her. He placed it in her hands.

"Don't worry about anything," he whispered. "All the best.
You've got this."

With the weight of the diary and his words giving her
confidence, Huilin stepped inside. The owner was a woman who looked
incredibly elegant and beautiful. At first, Huilin felt a flash of
fear, but the woman was kind.

"Please, sit on the sofa," the owner said. She began asking
questions, but Huilin remained silent. The owner looked down at
Huilin's resume and realized the truth. "Oh, you cannot speak?"

Huilin didn't let her head hang. She opened her new diary, wrote
a quick response, and then used her sign with grace and confidence
to answer the owner's questions.

When the interview ended, the owner didn't say "yes" right away.
Huilin's heart sank. Feeling disheartened, she began to walk toward
the gate, thinking she had failed.

"Wait the owner called out. Huilin turned around. The woman was
smiling. "I"m giving you the job. I like your kindness and the way
you carry yourself with such confidence. You have a good soul,
Huilin."

Huilin's face lit up. She signed a quick, joyful "Thank you!"
and walked out the door with a bright smile.

When Do-yoon saw that bright, triumphant smile on Huilin's face,
his own heart felt lighter. Huilin ran toward him, her feet barely
touching the ground.

"Finally," he said, looking at her with pride. "This is the
start of your journey, Huilin.

Huilin beamed and signed a request: "Can we buy a coffee and
walk for a while?"

Do-yoon's eyes sparked with happiness. "Yes, we can. I'd like
that very much."

They bought two warm coffees and walked slowly down the street,
enjoying the cool air and the feeling of a new beginning.
Eventually, Huilin stopped a wooden bench under a tree and gestured
for them to sit.

As they sat Huilin opened her diary and wrote a question: "Why
did you buy me this specific diary for my interview?"

Do-yoon looked a bit sheepish and gave her a shy smile. "I
should say sorry first," he began. "Before you moved your things
out of my room, I saw your old diary in the drawer. I didn't mean
to pry, but it fell when I was reaching for something. I saw the
pages.... Huilin, your poetry is beautiful. The way you write about
love and finding yourself is incredible."

He paused, looking at her gently. "But I noticed that the old
diary was full. There were no pages left for your new life to be
written. That's why I bought you this one. I wanted you to have a
place for your new poems."

Huilin felt a wave of warmth rush over her. She looked down at
her hands, feeling shy but deeply touched. No one had ever truly
heard before-but Do-yoon had, and he wanted her to keep
writing.

Do-yoon said to Huilin, "Open it and check it if you like it or
not."When Huilin tried to open it, suddenly coffee fell on the
diary from Huilin's hands. She felt guilty because there was now a
stain on the diary. She looked at Do-yoon, but he said, "It's okay,
I will buy another one for you."

But Huili refused to buy another. She took out her pen and wrote
a love poem on that page over the stain. He asked to see her new
poetry but she couldn't show it to Do-yoon.
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After that walk, Huilin and Do-yoon went home. It was the first
time Huilin felt truly happy; she fell asleep with a beautiful
smile and a warm heart.


The next morning was the first day of Huilin's job. She dressed
carefully, choosing an outfit that made her look professional. She
made sure to take the diary given to her by Do-yoon-it was now her
lucky charm. She ate breakfast with Do-yoon and tong-yoon.

"Huilin, you are looking very beautiful in this dress,"
Tong-yoon said with a smile. She then turned to her son. "Do-yoon,
don't you think Huilin is looking pretty?"

Do-yoon became shy and looked away. "Yeah, she is, "he muttered.
He quickly got up and went outside to hide his blushing face.
Tong-yoon called after him to finish his breakfast, but he shouted
back that he was going to be late for the office.

When Huilin came outside, Do-yoon was waiting by his car. "Get
in," he said. "I will drop you there."

Huilin sat in the car, but she felt worried. She opened her
diary and wrote to him:

"Inside you said you were late for the office, and the cafe is
in the opposite direction. You will be very late. I think I should
take the bus."

Do-yoon read the note and chuckled. "I am the CEO," he said
confidently. "I won't be 'late.' That was just an excuse for my
mom. And don't worry-my old friend actually works near there, so
it's no trouble."

When they arrived and Huilin entered the cafe, Mrs.Song was
already there. She welcomed Huilin with a warm smile."Welcome!
Today, you will be at the coffee counter. You wrote in your resume
that you know how to do latte art, so I want you to handle
that."

Huilin bowed her head respectfully and went to the counter.
There, she met a girl named Luma. Luma looked at Huilin and began
to show her how to start the day's work and use the machines.
Huilin felt a nervous spark in her chest-it was time to show the
"Emerald Garden" what she could do.

Luma turned to Huilin with a serious expression. "Make a latte
for table number nine. And please, and don't make any kind of
mistake! The man sitting there is the president of paradise, and he
is also a relative of Mrs.Song. Be very careful."

Huilin signed a quick "Okay," but Luma wasn't finished. "Listen,
he is a very arrogant person. You know how rich people can be....
so be careful, and all the best!"

Huilin started to prepare the milk, but her hands were shaking.
She felt scared of the "President" at table nine.
Suddenly,Miss.Song walked over and whispered, "Huilin, that coffee
is for her fiance. Please be extra careful with this one."

Huilin took a deep breath to calm her heart. She focused all her
energy on the pitcher of steamed milk. She poured it with grace,
her movements becoming steady. When she finished, she handed the
cup to luma to deliver.

A few minutes later, Luma came running back, her eyes wide.
"Huilin! That was incredible! What you made looked so
beautiful!"

Huilin opened her diary and wrote: "I made a heart, but I made
it in a way that shows his feelings for his fiance."

Luma nodded, but then looked confused. "There was something
written in the art too, but I didn't understand it. What was the
name of the art?"

Huilin smiled shyly and wrote down the title of her creation: "A
Heart with Your Veins and Latte Which Makes My Love Melt."

Luma gasped. "That is so poetic. No wonder they are staring at
the cup like it's a masterpiece!"







                    
                


            

            
        

    
        
            

                
                    
                    
                        “Lavender Which Holds the Fragrance of Your Memory”
                    

                    
                    

                    
                        
                            [image: decoration]
                        

                    

                


                
                    
                    

  

Huilin was so scared because she didn't know what the President
would say. But suddenly Mrs.Song came and looked at Huilin with a
warm smile and said to Huilin that she did a great job on her first
day. She was proud that she hired Huilin. Huilin bowed her head to
Mrs.Song. When Mrs Song went, Huilin's heart burst with a warm
smile. When Luma saw Huilin was smiling. She came to cheer for
Huilin for giving her the best first day of her work.


And then Luma was looking out the window and said to Huilin that
her boyfriend was waiting outside for her. When Huilin looked up
there, she signed to Luma that he is not her boyfriend. Then Luma
asked, "Who is he? Is he your boyfriend?" Huilin wrote on paper
that, yeah, she can say that. Luma said to Huilin that he is so
handsome, why is he not her? Or maybe he had a girlfriend. When
Huilin heard that, she became a little bit upset because she had
feelings for Do-yoon, but she is holding herself back.

Then Huilin said to Luma that she can go home; she will clean
the counter. Luma smiled and said to Huilin that she is such a
sweet person. When Luma went, Huilin cleaned the counter. Later on,
she made coffee for Do-yoon and made latte art. She came out and
closed the coffee shop. Do-yoon asked how was her first day of her
job or something happened today, "Because you're smiling like a
bright moon."

Hilin gave that coffee to Do-yoon which she made for him.
Do-yoon took the coffee and saw that there was latte art also. He
gave a warm smile and asked,"Shall we walk, if you don't mind?

Huilin signed, "Okay," and they started their stroll. She signed
to him: "How was your day? And how is your friend?"

"He was fine, "Do-yoon replied. "The day was good, too. "Then he
whispered to himself, "But I think the walk tonight is the best
part."

Huilin didn't quite hear him and signed, "What did you say?"
"Nothing," he said quickly, smiling.

Suddenly, Huilin's eyes landed in a flower shop nearby. There
were so many beautiful flowers, but she was drawn to the lavender.
When Do-yoon saw how much she loved the lavender, he smiled. "Wait
here until I come back," he told her.

Huilin signed, "Where are you going?" "Just wait for me here,"
he said. Huilin went to a nearby bench and waited. Do-yoon went
into the shop, bought a beautiful bunch of lavender, and paid the
lady.

When he returned, Huilin was looking down at her feet. Do-yoon
reached out and gave her the lavender. Her face lit up; she jumped
with a joyful smile and took the flowers, breathing in their sweet
scent.

Huilin looked at the flowers and then at Do-yoon, signing that
there was no need for him to buy them for her. Do-yoon smiled
gently. "It's just a small gift for doing a great job on your first
day," he insisted. Before she could protest again, he added, "Let's
go home now. Mom will be waiting for us."

When they arrived, Tong-yoon saw the glow on Huilin's face. She
told Huilin that seeing her this happy made them feel happy
too.

As Do-yoon was heading to his room, Huilin stepped toward him.
She signed a sincere "Thank you for the flowers. They mean so much
to me."

Do-yoon paused, curious. "Can I ask why you like them so
much?"

Huilin's heart skipped a beat. She looked down at her feet,
feeling a rush of shyness. Instead of answering, she suddenly
signed "Good night!" and hurried into her own room. Do-yoon stood
there, shocked for a moment, but then a small, knowing smile
crossed his face.

Inside her room, Huilin sat on her bed and opened her old diary.
She turned to a page where she had written a love poem for Do-yoon
back when she lived in his room. She remembered seeing a picture of
him there- a photo where he was standing beside a field of
lavender.

She carefully picked a single lavender leaf and placed it in the
center of the poem. As she looked at the words she had written, the
flowers filled the room, making her secret feelings feel more real
than ever.







"Standing in lavender To let them hold

your scents to combine with their fragrance

And give to the person To whom they made your

love and scent with a lavender fragrance."
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Huilin forgot all those bad memories and melted into the fragrance
of lavender. The next morning, she woke up early to help Tong-yoon
make breakfast. Tong-yoon asked her, "Why did you wake up so early?
You should take some rest, I can make it." Huilin signed that today
she wanted to help.


While they were talking, Do-yoon suddenly came in. He saw Huilin
in the kitchen and wanted to talk about yesterday, but as soon as
she saw him, she felt shy. She grabbed her bag and hurried outside
to go to work. Tong-yoon told Do-yoon, "She has a lot of work,
that's why she left." Do-yoon couldn't even eat his breakfast; he
went straight to the office.

On the bus, Huilin felt bad. She thought about why she had
behaved so rudely or annoyed him. Do-yoon was thinking the same
thing at his office. All day, he couldn't stop thinking about her.
Suddenly, he grabbed his keys. He needed to see her.

When he reached the cafe, he looked through. the window. He saw
Huilin making coffee, her hair flying in the breeze. To Do-yoon, it
felt like she was opening the door to his heart, like a "Love
Alarm" was raining down on him. He put his hand over his heart and
walked inside to the counter to order. When Huilin looked up, she
was shocked, but she quietly did her job and gave him his coffee.
Do-yoon wrote on a piece of paper: "I will come to pick you up
tonight."

After he left, Mrs. Song came over. "Someone is here to thank
you," she said. Mrs. Song called the name "Lena." When Huilin heard
the name, she became confused, but when Lena stepped forward,
Huilin became terrified.

It was her sister.

Lena was also confused to see Huilin there. Mrs. Song introduced
them, not knowing they were sisters, She told Lena that Huilin was
the brave and talented girl who had made her coffee. Lena stepped
closer and whispered, "So, you work here, my little sister?"

Huilin was scared, her hands shaking as she made a coffee for
Lena. When Lena took it, she smiled a cold smile and said, "Be
careful. Don't make any kind of mess."

Luma saw how scared Huilin was and came over. "Is this the
sister you talked about?"she asked. Huilin signed Yes. Luma held
Huilin's hands tightly. "It's okay, don't worry. Everything will be
fine," Luma whispered. "Finish your work and go home to take a
rest. I will handle the rest."

Huilin left the shop and walked down the street. She felt like
her life had suddenly turned into heavy rain. She sat down on the
ground, pulling her legs close and crying to calm herself, but pain
from her childhood was too much.

Suddenly, the crying stopped. A pair of shoes appeared in front
of her. When Huilin looked up, she found a rainbow in Do-yoon. He
was standing there, holding the colors for her life, saying with
his eyes: "Let's make these colors shine together." Huilin stood up
and hugged Do-yoon tightly. Do-yoon was worried to see her broken,
but he wrapped his arms around her, holding her close to  keep her
calm.

Nearby, a street performer began to play his guitar. The man
started singing a song that echoed through the quiet street:







 "No matter how heavy the rain is, I will always

 be there as your rainbow. But I want you to be

 my sky, So we can shine together like these seven

 colors, To make a perfect rainbow in the sky."







As the music played, Huilin felt the "heavy rain" in her heart
start to stop. In Do-yoon's arms, she wasn't just a silent girl
anymore-she was the sky he was waiting for.
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After the hug, they walked home together in a comfortable silence.
Huilin looked at Do-yoon and made a sign, her eyes full of 
apology. "I am sorry for suddenly hugging you like that," she
signaled.


Do-yoon looked at her gently. "Well, I don't know what happened
at the cafe or what is bothering you," he said softly, "but I want
to tell you-don't push yourself so hard. Just let those things go.
Just be yourself." He smiled to reassure her. "And about that
hug..... it's okay."

When they reached the house, Do-yoon told her, "Go inside and
take some rest." Huilin made a sign, asking where he was going.
"I'm going to my friend's house for a while," he replied.

Huilin went inside, where Tong-yoon was waiting. "Dinner is
ready! Let's eat together, and later we can sit in the garden,
drink coffee, and talk," Tong-yoon said warmly. But Huilin signs
that she wasn't feeling well and needed to rest. She went straight
to her room, her mind still spinning.

Meanwhile, Do-yoon reached his friend's house. His phone rang-it
was his mother. She asked urgently, "Did you do something to
Huilin? She seems upset."

Do-yoon sighed. "There is nothing like that, Mom. Maybe she is
just tired." He then told her he wouldn't be coming home that night
because he was staying with his friend, and he hung up the
phone.

His friend, Lee Jung, had been watching him. He smirked and
asked, "Do you love that girl? What's her name....oh yeah,
Huilin?"

Do-yoon looked away. "I don't know.... but I can't see her in
pain like that."

Lee Jung laughed. "Bro, you are falling in love with her.
Whenever you say her name, your face shines. It looks like Huilin
has your soul."

When Do-yoon heard those words, his heart skipped a beat. It was
as if the light had been turned on. He didn't say a word; he simply
grabbed his car keys and his jacket.

"Where are you going?" Lee Jung called out, but Do-yoon didn't
reply.

He raced toward his car. All the way home, his only thought was
of her. He finally understood the "Love Alarm" in his heart.
Do-yoon had found his feelings for Huilin-he realized she wasn't
just a guest in his house; she was the missing piece of his
life.

When Do-yoon reached the house, his heart was still racing. He
saw his mother walking toward her room and he asked quickly, "Where
is Huilin?"

Tong-yoon looked up and whispered, "she is sleeping in her room.
She seemed very tired."

Do- Yoon nodded and went to his own room. He sat on the edge of
his bed, his head in his hands. He kept hearing Lee Jung's words:
"She has your soul." He wondered how he could ever confess his
feelings to her. How do you tell a girl who lives in silence that
she is the music in your heart?

But Huilin was not sleeping. The walls of her room felt too
small for heavy emotions inside her. She had quietly slipped out
into the garden-the very place where she had first met Do-yoon.

Under the silver glow of the moon, she opened her diary. The
scent of the dried lavender leaf she had tucked filled the air. She
began to write her emotions, her pen moving across the paper like a
heartbeat. She wrote the final lines of her heart's secret:







 "I am not scared from my past anymore, I was

 just scared from my garden-Scared of losing

 its lavender, And the fragrance of love which

 held them bloom. It is the love that makes the

 flowers shine, to Show her Galaxy of his where

 She is his Queen."

  









She closed the dairy and looked up at the star. To her, Do-yoon
wasn't just a man; he was the creator of this "Galaxy " where she
finally felt s
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When Huilin was looking up at the stars, Do-yoon was watching her
from his window. He wanted so desperately to talk to her about his
feelings, but he held back. "How can I tell her how I feel now?" he
whispered to the empty room. "I don't know what she will think, and
I don't want to make her upset. She is already in so much pain." As
Do-yoon looked at huilin again, tears filled his eyes. "I want to
confess to you," he thought, "but I want to let you be at peace."
With a heavy heart, he closed his window.


The next morning, Huilin went to the kitchen for breakfast.
Do-yoon was already there with his mother, Tong-yoon, but he didn't
say a single word to either of them before leaving for the office.
The silence felt heavier than usual.

Later that day, Tong-yoon looked at Huilin and smiled gently.
"Go and change your clothes." she said. "I want to take you
somewhere special." Huilin nodded and went to get ready.

Tong-yoon took Huilin to a place that felt like a dream. When
they stepped out of the bus, the fragrance of  lavender filled the
air. Huilin gasped; the field was vast, filled with purple flowers
and dancing butterflies.

"Yes, this is the place," Tong-yoon said, looking at the
horizon. "This is the place you saw in Do-yoon's pictures. This
place also belongs to our love."

Huilin looked at her in surprise. Do-yoon's mother had a face
glowing with a sad, beautiful smile. "My husband's name was
Kong-Dayoon," she began, "I proposed to him right here."

"I knew he wanted to," Tong-yoon explained, "but he was afraid.
He thought people would laugh at me for marrying him because he
couldn't speak. He felt that he couldn't protect me." She looked
down at the lavender. "He didn't say yes at first; he actually
walked away and left me alone. But as I ran toward him, a car came
out somewhere. I didn't see it. I was just screaming his name."

Tong-yoon's voice trembled. "When he heard me, he looked back
and saw the car. He ran to me just in time and saved my life. When
he looked up at me, he looked so scared. I told him then, 'You are
the only person who can protect me, and you are the person who
loves me most."

"Then, he took out a ring he had been carrying for many years.
He put that ring on my finger, and after we got married, we were so
happy. Then our Do-yoon came into our tiny world to make it
beautiful."

Tong-yoon led Huilin to a spot on the grass. "When Do-yoon was
one year old, we celebrated his birthday right here. He was so
happy, chasing butterflies while I sat here on the ground. I still
have the kong-Dayoon written for me that day."

She opened the letter and read the words aloud:







 "Let the stars beyond the sky witness us

 We were always sitting like this, holding

 hands beside the fire, seeing our future growing

 older together through the fragrance of lavender

 Let our love bloom. Let the galaxy of hearts feel

 the beauty of silence and the power of true love."









She paused, her eyes misting over. "Do-yoon was sleeping in my
arms, and his father took out his guitar to play the song he had
written in that very letter."

Tong-yoon folded the letter carefully and looked deeply into
Huilin's eyes. "Do-yoon is so much like his father," she whispered,
her voice filled with a mother's wisdom. "He hides his feelings
deep inside, just like Kong-Dayoon used to do. He carries the same
fear-he thinks that if he speaks his heart, he might hurt someone
he loves."

She reached out and took Huilin's hand. "He is afraid that his
feelings are a burden. Please, try to understand him. When he is
silent, it isn't because he doesn't care; it's because he is trying
to protect you from the weight of his heart."

Huilin looked back at the lavender field, finally understanding
the tears she had seen in Do-yoon's eyes earlier that morning. The
"Beauty of Silence" wasn't just about not speaking; it was about
the love that stays hidden to keep others safe.
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The ride back from the lavender field was quiet, but for the first
time, Huilin's heart felt light. She turned to Tong-yoon and signed
with a peaceful smile, "Thank you for showing me the true love of
heaven. I don't think I will see those nightmares again."
Tong-yoon's eyes filled with warmth. She placed a gentle hand on
Huilin's head, smiling back."You have a beautiful heart, Huilin.
Now, go take some rest; you must be tired from the long
day."


Huilin went to her room, but she wasn't ready for sleep. Looking
out her window, she saw Do-yoon sitting alone in the garden, lost
in thought. Wanting to share this new peace with him, she went to
the kitchen and carefully brewed two cups of coffee.

When she walked into the garden, Do-yoon didn't hear her
approach. As she reached out to hand him the cup, he took it
without looking up. "Thanks, Mom," he murmured.

Huilin sat down beside him, her presence soft like the night
air. When Do-yoon realized it was Huilin and not his mother, his
face flushed. "Oh! I'm sorry, I thought you were my mom," he said,
embarrassed. Huilin just smiled and signed, "It's okay."

As they sat together under the shining stars, the silence
between them felt different-it felt like the music his father had
written about. Do-yoon looked at her, and for a second, a whisper
almost escaped his lips. He wanted to tell her he had fallen in
love with her. But seeing her happy smile, he stayed silent, not
wanting to break the magic of the moment. When she signed that she
wanted to take him somewhere special this weekend, he simply
nodded. "I'll go anywhere with you."

The next morning was busy. After a quick breakfast prepared by
Tong-yoon, Do-yoon dropped Huilin off at the cafe. Luma greeted her
with a giant hug, shouting about how much she missed her. They
worked hard all day, but Huilin kept checking her phone. Do-yoon
had messaged her saying he would be late to pick her up because he
was visiting a friend.

Huilin decided to invite Luma for dinner after work, but as they
were closing up, the atmosphere turned cold. Luma rushed over to
Huilin, her facepalm. "Huilin, Lena is coming this way."

Lena walked in with a sharp, cold look in her eyes. "I need to
talk to you," she said to Huilin. Luma tried to stay. but Huilin,
not wanting her friend to get caught in the middle, signed for Luma
to go home.

"Fine," Luma whispered, "but please take care of yourself."

Lena didn't wait. She took Huilin to a nearby restaurant and
ordered food with aggressive confidence. She didn't look at the
menu; she looked straight at Huilin.

"Let's come to the point," Lena said, leaning in, her voice like
a knife. "Leave this job. If you don't, I will tell everyone your
secret. I'll tell them you can actually speak. I'll tell Do-yoon's
mother that you've been lying this whole time while working at this
coffee shop. So, decide what you want: your pride, or your
secret?"

Huilin didn't say a word. She turned her back on Lena and walked
out of the restaurant, leaving the other woman fuming in her seat.
As Huilin stepped into the street, the world felt cold. She walked
like a bird with broken wings, trembling and lost, her heart heavy
with the fear that her world was about to crumble.

When she finally reached home, Tong-yoon was waiting. One look
at Huilin's pale, shattered face was enough. "What happened?"
Tong-yoon asked, her voice filled with immediate concern.

At the sound of that kind voice, Huilin finally broke. She began
to cry-not just a few tears, but a deep, soul-shaking sob as if
someone had stolen her very spirit. Tong-yoon rushed to her,
pulling her into a warm hug and holding her hand tightly. "Don't
cry," she whispered. "Everything is going to be okay."

Huilin looked up, her vision blurred. For the first time, she
did something she hadn't dared to do in years. She opened her
mouth, and her voice-small and trembling-finally broke the
silence.

"I...I can talk," she whispered.

She expected shock. She expected anger. But Tong-yoon didn't
even flinch. She simply looked at Huilin with eyes full of ancient
wisdom and said, "Don't say another word. I know. I have always
known everything."

Huilin's breath hitched. "Then...why didn't you say anything?
Why didn't you kick me out? Why did you spend all that time
teaching me sign language?"

Tong-yoon smiled, a soft expression that gave off the warmest
"granny vibes." "Because I wanted you to find yourself first. I
wanted you to discover your own emotions on your own terms. Don't
be scared of people like Lena; they don't exist in the happy world
we are building here."She squeezed Huilin's hand." "And I know you
love Do-yoon. Don't push yourself back anymore. Just go with the
flow."

A new strength surged through Huilin. She hugged Tong-yoon one
last time, feeling the motherly love she had missed for so long.
She grabbed her phone and headed for the door.

"Where are you going?" Tong-yoon called out.

"I'll be back soon!" Huilin replied, her voice sounding stronger
already.

She went outside, booked a car, and headed to the special place
she wanted to show Do-yoon. As the car moved through the night, she
sent him her live location with a simple text: "I'm waiting for you
here."

The night air was thick with the scent of lavender as Huilin sat
in the middle of the purple field, the same place where Do-yoon's
father had once promised his heart. She held the old guitar in her
lap, her fingers trembling slightly against the strings.

When she saw Do-yoon approach, she didn't reach for a notepad or
her phone. Instead, she struck a chord that vibrated through the
quiet night. As he stood frozen in the moonlight, Huilin opened her
heart and began to sing:

"Before the first note left her lips, Huilin caught Do-yoon's
eyes in the moonlight. She raised her hand, her thumb, index, and
pinky fingers reaching toward the stars-the silent code for
"Sarangha -a love that needed no voice until now."Then, as she
pulled her hand back to the guitar, she finally let her voice join
her heart."







 "When I saw you, it was the first time I had a small

 fragrance of love....And when I hug you, I feel myself

 deep into your soul. I want you to be my voice to

 to lead me to speak, But I want to say something

 before I could : I have fallen for you. Let me hold 

 you  my whole life until the day came, Because I want

 you to hear me the whole day, the whole night, To

 feel the world in your love."







As the last note faded, Huilin set the guitar down on the soft
earth. She didn't hesitate; she ran toward Do-yoon and threw her
arms around him. "I love you!" she cried out loudly, her voice
finally free.

Do-yoon pulled her into a tight,

desperate embrace. They both wept, their tears falling into
lavender that seemed to be hugging them back. In that moment, the
wind carried the sweet fragrance of their love across the fields
and out to the whole world, a silent message telling everyone to
fall in love together. The silence was over, and their life was
just beginning.
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Huilin and Do-yoon walked down the street, their fingers entwined.
The silence between them was no longer heavy; it was
peaceful.


"Why did you both keep this from me?" Do-yoon asked, his voice
full of mock disbelief. "you can talk, and my mom knew? I can't
believe it. Am I really her son or not?"

Huilin couldn't help it-she burst out laughing. The sound was
bright and clear, echoing against the quiet buildings.

"Why are you laughing?" Do-yoon teased, pulling out his phone.
"Wait, I'm calling her right now. I need to know why she didn't
tell me!"

Before he could dial, Huilin snatched the phone from his hand
and bolted down the sidewalk. "If you want your phone, you have to
catch me first!" she shouted, her voice playful and full of
life.

They ran through the streets like children, their laughter so
loud it felt as though the dark sky was laughing with them, hiding
behind its milky clouds. When Do-yoon finally caught her, he pulled
her into a warm embrace and pressed a gentle kiss to her forehead.
They stood there, lost in each other, the world around them
disappearing.

"When did you start liking me?" Huilin whispered against his
chest.

Do-yoon hummed thoughtfully. "The very first time I saw you in
the garden," he admitted.

"Then why didn't you tell me sooner?'

Do-yoon pulled back slightly, holding her hands in his. "It
doesn't matter why I didn't confess then. What matters is tonight.
If I had spoken sooner, I might not have seen the beauty I see in
you right now. This moment is more special than any 'before' could
ever be."

He reached into his jacket and pulled out a small, velvet box.
Dropping to one knee right there on the street where they had just
shared their laughter, he looked up at her.

"This place has so many memories for us," he said softly,
opening the box to reveal a shimmering ring. "I want to create a
lifetime of new ones with you. Huilin, will you marry me?"

Huilin's eyes filled with tears, sparkling like the stars above.
Do-yoon squeezed her hands and spoke from his soul: "For me, it
doesn't matter if you talk or not. I fell in love with your heart,
your smile and your pure, kind soul. So....will you?"

With a smile that broke through her tears, Huilin reached out
and gave him her hand. "Yes," she whispered, her voice full of
love. Do-yoon slid the ring onto her finger and pulled her into a
tight, warm embrace. In that moment, they weren't just two people;
they were a single melody.

When they reached home, Tong-yoon was waiting. Seeing them
holding hands, Huilin felt a wave of shyness and tried to pull
away, but Do-yoon held on tight. "I proposed, Mom," he said, his
face glowing with pride. Huilin, blushing, made an excuse about
being tired and hurried to her room, finally slipping from his
grip.

Tong-yoon looked at her son and gestured toward the garden. They
sat on the ground, surrounded by the fragrance of roses. "Your
father and I had a love like this," she said softly. "If you love
her, never leave her just because of what people say. In love, the
only thing that matters is how far you will go-not to prove it with
grand gestures or by hurting yourself, but by giving her your true
feelings every single day. There is no need for proof when the love
is real. That is the actual meaning of love".

The next morning, the world felt brand new. Do-yoon walked
Huilin to the coffee shop, his hand never leaving hers. "I am
always with you," he promised as they stepped inside. Lena was
there, her mother Mrs. Song, and luma standing nearby.

The air was thick with tension.

Huilin didn't hide behind a notepad. She looked Mrs. Song in the
eye and spoke her truth, apologizing for the silence but explaining
her heart. When they stepped outside, the Storm broke. Lena began
to shout, and Huilin's mother, cold as ice, struck her across the
face.

The sting of the slap was nothing compared to the years of
silence Huilin had endured. She didn't flinch. "Why, Mom?" she
asked, her voice clear for everyone to hear. "I lost my childhood
and my voice because of this pain. I hope one day you realize what
you did. I only wish I could never be a mother like you".

With the past finally behind her, Huilin turned to Luma. They
shared a tearful, warm hug of forgiveness. "I'm happy for you,
Huilin," Luma whispered. "Go-someone is waiting for you". Even Mrs.
Song softened, giving Huilin a few days to finally enjoy her
life.

Huilin ran to Do-yoon, and together they walked to the old tree
on the hill. As they sat on the branch where they had shared so
many secrets, the sky above them suddenly exploded into color.

Huilin rested her head on Do-yoon's shoulder, their hands locked
tight. She looked up at the dark sky, now alive with the brilliant
light of fireworks. For the first time in her life, she didn't just
see the beauty of silence-she felt the beautiful music of her own
happiness.

As the fireworks continued to light up the dark sky, Do-yoon
reached into his jacket and pulled out a worn, familiar book.
Huilin gasped-it was her diary, the place where she had whispered
all her secrets about him to the paper.

"Where did you get this?" she asked, her voice soft with
surprise.

When you were talking with my mom, I went looking for you,"
Do-yoon explained with a gentle smile. "I saw it lying on the floor
and went to put it back, but then I saw the poetry you wrote
about...us."

Huilin's cheeks flushed a deep pink. "Did you read it?"

"No,"Do-yoon promised, handing it back to her. "I just wanted to
make sure it stayed safe for you. So, what will you write in it
now?"

Huilin looked at the diary, then looked up at the man who became
her world. She closed the book firmly. "Now? I don't want to write
in a diary anymore," she said, her eyes shining with happiness. "I
just want to spend every moment making these beautiful memories
with you."

Six months had passed since that night under the old tree. The
lavender was in bloom once more, dancing in the breeze as if to
remind them of the promises made under the fireworks. The morning
was bright, the air was thick with the sweet fragrance of the new
season and a new love.

Do-yoon was waiting for Huilin with a mysterious smile. He took
her hand, his grip firm and warm, and led her down the familiar
path toward her grandmother's house. As Huilin stood before the
gate, her breath caught.

When she stepped inside, the tears she held back finally fell.
She could almost hear her granny's laughter in the hallway. Every
stair seemed to hold a memory of her childhood; every wall had
witnessed her silent tears and her secret dreams.

Everything was in its place-the old wooden table, the sun faded
curtains, the smell of dried herbs.

"But....my mother sold this house," Huilin whispered, turning to
Do-yoon in disbelief. "How is it still the same? Why are we
here?"

Do-yoon stepped closer, wiping a tear from her cheek. "She did
sell it . But I brought it back for you. This house is your heart,
Huilin. It holds your childhood and your soul. I wanted you to have
a place where you never have to be silent again."

He pulled her into his arms, the sunlight through the window
wrapping around them. "Let's forget the pain of the past. Let's
live a happy life together, right here."

As the sun began to set, painting the sky in shades of gold and
deep violet, Huilin and Do-yoon sat together on the porch of her
grandmother's house. The world felt quiet, but it was a warm,
living silence-the kind that didn't need to be filled with noise to
feel complete.

Huilin leaned her head on Do-yoon's shoulder, looking out at the
garden where the lavender was finally at rest. She thought about
the girl she used to be-the one who hid in the shadows, whose voice
was locked away by fear and grief. That girl is gone now. In her
place was a woman who knew the value of her own words and the
strength of her own heart.

Softly, almost like a whisper at first, Huilin began to hum. It
was the melody her grandmother used to sing while tending to the
herbs. Then, with a deep breath of the sweet evening air, she left
the lyrics flowing. Her voice was clear, steady, and beautiful.

Do-yoon closed his eyes, listening to the music he had waited a
lifetime to hear. He squeezed her hand, a silent promise that he
would be there for every note, every word, and every breath of
their future. The "Beauty of Silence" had been their beginning, but
their love would be a song that never ended.





 The End
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