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	Foreword

	There are nights when the world feels too loud, too hurried, too full of unfinished thoughts that cling to us long after the day has faded. And then there are nights when quiet arrives like a companion — soft, patient, steady — reminding us that silence is not emptiness, but a place where we can finally breathe.

	This book was born from such a night.

	I wanted to follow a single wanderer through a winter landscape shaped not by harshness, but by gentleness — a place where snow listens, where shadows remember, where the moon leaves messages for those willing to pause long enough to notice. These stories are not meant to rush. They are meant to drift, to linger, to settle like frost on the edges of thought.

	If you are reading this before sleep, I hope these pages give you a moment of stillness — a slow exhale after a long day. I hope the quiet of winter wraps itself around you the way it did around me while writing it: softly, like a blanket of first snow.

	May you find a piece of yourself in the hush between footsteps.
 May you feel the world grow gentle for a little while.
 And may sleep come to you as calmly as moonlight on fresh snow.

	— Christopher T. Winters

	 


Chapter 1 – When the First Snow Learned to Listen

	Winter did not arrive suddenly. It drifted in quietly, the way a thought forms before it becomes a word. On the night when the moon hung higher than usual and the world seemed to hold its breath, the first snow began to fall. It descended slowly, carefully, as if testing whether the earth was ready to receive its silence.

	The Wanderer stood at the edge of a narrow path winding between tall, shadowed pines. He wasn’t sure how long he had been there. Minutes, perhaps hours. Time felt suspended — like a glass orb set free between two heartbeats and left floating in the cold air. The snowflakes shimmered faintly, catching the pale moonlight and scattering it across the night like forgotten secrets.

	Each flake touched the ground with a softness that felt deliberate, almost curious. Trees, stones, and the old winding trail transformed into blank pages awaiting something yet to be written. The Wanderer sensed it — a subtle shift in the air, a whisper unspoken, a question hovering at the edge of thought. It wasn’t simply snow that fell from the sky. It was a message, a promise hidden within the folds of winter.

	He stepped forward, and the faintest crunch sounded under his boots, though it was softer than a sigh. Every step felt like a word joining a sentence, slowly forming a story he didn’t yet understand. He paused when the wind brushed through the branches above, shaking loose a small shower of snow that glowed briefly, like embers of cold fire.
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