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Foreword

	There are places in this world where silence is not the absence of sound, but the presence of something deeper—something patient, listening, and quietly alive. The river that shaped this story is one of those places.

	When I began writing Songs Written in Moonlight IV, I wanted to follow a path that moved not through landscapes alone, but through the gentle spaces between thought and breath. I wanted to create a journey where the reader could walk beside water that remembers, beneath stars that soften the night, with a lantern that glows not only for the traveler, but also for the quiet parts of the heart we often overlook.

	This book, like the river within it, unfolds softly. It does not rush. It invites. Each chapter is a moment meant to be lingered with—the hush of dusk, the whisper of wind, the echo beneath the tide. If you read it slowly, you may feel the story breathe with you.

	Thank you for stepping into this world.
Thank you for listening to the night alongside me.

	May the river guide you gently through its dreams.

	— Christopher T. Winters

	 


Chapter I – Where the Night First Touched the Water

	Night arrived without ceremony, gliding over the quiet valley as if it had always belonged there. No wind stirred the branches, no distant call disturbed the stillness. Only the soft hum of the river remained—the same gentle sound that had whispered through this place long before any traveler came to listen. Its voice was patient, timeless, shaped by moonlight and memory.

	The river moved with a quiet certainty, slipping between stones worn smooth by seasons of drifting time. Even in darkness, its surface held a faint glow, as though the night itself chose to rest upon it. Every ripple shimmered like a thought forming slowly, peacefully, before surrendering to the current and moving on.

	For a long while, I stood at the riverbank, watching how the first touch of night seemed to deepen its song. I felt as if the day had been gently folded away behind me, leaving only this moment—this soft breath of stillness between worlds. The cool air wrapped around me, carrying the scent of wet earth and distant pine. I could almost hear the land settling, preparing for its secret conversations with the darkness.

	As the moon rose, its reflection unfurled across the water, trembling slightly as though unsure whether it was meant to be part of the river or the sky. The silver light traced the path of the current, revealing hidden shapes beneath the surface—stones that looked like scattered memories, currents that flowed like unspoken promises.

	I knelt and dipped my fingers into the water. It was colder than I expected yet strangely welcoming. The river’s touch felt ancient, as if it carried stories far older than my own, stories that drifted between shadows and starlight. For a moment, I imagined I could hear them—fragments of old songs rising from the depths, voices that belonged to no single time.

	The river did not rush. It never had. Instead, it moved with a measured tenderness, offering its quiet music to whoever wished to listen. Its sound was not the loud declaration of a waterfall or the wild rush of stormwater. It was a softer hymn, the kind that wrapped itself gently around the wandering heart until it remembered how to breathe again.

	A soft rustle came from the trees behind me, not startling but subtle, like a companion settling into a comfortable silence. The forest had its own rhythm, its own way of greeting the night. Leaves whispered with movements too small to see. A lone bird called once before falling quiet again, as if offering the final note of daylight before surrendering to the moon.
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