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	Foreword

	

	There are places in this world that do not need to be found on any map. They exist quietly, woven into the edges of our breath, waiting for us in the gentle spaces we step into only when the noise of the day grows too heavy. The Garden Where Soft Horizons Sleep was born from such a place.

	This book is a small refuge—an invitation to slow down, to soften, to wander without expectation. Each chapter is a quiet corner of a world shaped not by urgency, but by calm. A world where flowers dream, horizons rest, and even the wind carries stories too gentle to be spoken aloud.

	My hope is that within these pages, you find a moment to breathe a little deeper. A moment where the world feels less sharp and more tender. A moment where something inside you loosens, the way old petals loosen from a branch when the season turns.

	If these stories offer you even a single quiet breath, then this garden has served its purpose.
Welcome. Walk slowly.
The horizon is softer here.

	Christopher T. Winters

	




	


Chapter I – Where the Flowers Learned to Dream in Silence

	Night had not yet fully settled, but the world was already quieter than a whispered breath. The garden waited in its soft half-light, as if hovering in the peaceful space between waking and dreaming. Along the narrow path of pale stones, flowers swayed gently though no breeze touched them, their petals turning toward a sky that glowed with the last traces of fading amber.

	It felt as though every blossom carried a secret—something fragile, something warm. Their colors were muted, softened by dusk; blues blending into shadows, yellows dissolving into the darkening air, whites shimmering like distant memories of stars. Nothing rushed here. Nothing demanded anything. Everything simply existed in a calm, unbroken rhythm.

	Farther in the garden, beneath an arch of ivy touched by the day’s final gold, a small cluster of flowers bowed their heads as though listening. Not to the wind, for none stirred. Not to footsteps, for none approached. They seemed to listen inwardly—to the quiet pulse of their own being. It was in this stillness that they learned how to dream.
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