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Foreword

	There are places in this world where silence is not an absence, but a presence.
Where the air itself seems to listen.
Where light moves gently, as though remembering every step we have taken to arrive.

	Where the Sky Hums in Gentle Blue was born from such a place.

	It is a collection of ten quiet wanderings—moments where the world softens enough for us to feel what usually stays hidden beneath the noise of our days. These stories are not meant to rush you or pull you forward. They are invitations to slow down, to breathe, to remember the parts of yourself that move at a gentler pace.

	In this landscape of soft horizons, the sky speaks not in thunder but in hums.
The hills remember our names.
The rivers carry dreams in shades of blue.

	And through it all, the journey is simple:
to rediscover calm,
to lean into quiet,
to feel the world open in its smallest, tenderest ways.

	So find a comfortable place, let your breath grow deep and steady, and step with me into a world where sound becomes warmth, light becomes memory, and silence becomes its own kind of song.

	May these pages bring you rest.
May they carry you toward peace.
And may the sky hum softly for you tonight.

	— Christopher T. Winters

	 


Chapter 1 – The Morning the Horizon Began to Sing

	Dawn rose with a softness that felt almost shy, as though the sky was gently preparing itself before letting the day begin. The first hint of light stretched across the horizon in a pale wash of blue, delicate and still trembling from the quiet of night. Miriam stood barefoot on the wooden boards of her porch, arms wrapped loosely around herself, watching how the world shifted in slow, careful breaths. She sensed it before she understood it: the sky was humming.

	It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even distinct enough to be called a sound. It was a vibration—subtle, warm, slipping between the ribs like a memory too gentle to fully hold. It came from above, yet Miriam felt it beneath her feet as well, as if the earth was echoing a secret it had waited long to share.

	The village at the base of the valley stirred in its usual morning rhythm, but something in the air made people pause. A baker lingered at the doorway of his shop, holding a warm loaf as if it might answer the question forming on his lips. A shepherd stopped mid-stride, his flock quiet and still as though the hum had reached them too. Even the birds hesitated before taking flight, wings brushing through air that seemed thicker with meaning.

	Miriam stepped one foot down from the porch onto the cool grass. The hum grew slightly clearer—not louder, just closer, as if acknowledging her movement. Light pooled across the hillside in slow waves, the blue deepening into a tone that felt almost like a voice, calm and patient and impossibly old.

	A breeze drifted past her, carrying the faint scent of riverwater and wild thyme. It curled around her wrists like fingers, urging her forward. Miriam followed it without question. She trusted this kind of quiet. She had always been someone who listened to things others couldn’t quite name—shifts in wind, the hush before snowfall, the tremble of distant rain.
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