
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Whispers of Starlight
Sleep-Stories for Adults

	Christopher T. Winters

	



	



	Imprint

	Author:  Christopher T. Winters

	Thorsten Frenzel

	Finkenkruger Straße 2,  14612 Falkensee, Germany

	E-Mail: info@blog-pirat.com

	Copyright Notice

	© 2025 Christopher T. Winters – All rights reserved.

	This e-book and all of its contents, including texts, images, and graphics, are protected by copyright law. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author.

	This applies in particular to:

	reproductions,

	translations,

	microfilming,

	storage and processing in electronic systems.

	 


Foreword

	
For the Quiet Ones — and the Ones Still Learning to Be Quiet
Written by Christopher T. Winters

There are books written to be read.

And then, there are books meant to be rested in.

Whispers of Moonshine is not a journey of plot or performance. It is a companion — a lantern for those seeking a softer place to land at the end of the day. It was born in the hush between moments, in the kind of silence that doesn’t beg to be filled, only honored.

Each chapter in this collection stands alone, yet together they form a quiet arc — not of dramatic change, but of deep remembering. A remembering of what it means to slow down, to listen inward, and to let go of the pressure to always be doing, becoming, proving.

This is not a book that asks for attention.
It offers permission — to rest, to reflect, to be.

I wrote it in the same spirit I hope you read it:
with your shoulders dropped,
your breath slowed,
your heart open like a window on a warm night.

Let the moonlight in.
Let the words fall around you like feathers.
There is no rush here.

Just one quiet story at a time.
Just one soft light to carry with you into your dreams.

Welcome to Whispers of Moonshine.
I’m so glad you’re here.

— Christopher T. Winters
November 9, 2025
 

	 


Whispers of Moonshine
Chapter 1: The Meadow Where Moonlight Sleeps

	
There is a meadow that exists only in the hush between heartbeats, just as the sky forgets its weight and leans into the night. It does not sit on any map, nor does it speak in language or time. It arrives, instead, on the breath of sleep, stitched into the silence that lingers when the world has exhaled.

And tonight, as the sky spills its indigo across the horizon, the meadow opens again — soft and slow, as if unfolding from a forgotten lullaby.

Its grasses are not green, but a pale silver-grey that shimmers when the breeze brushes through. They rise and fall like waves in the sea, moving without effort, as though cradled by something greater. The air is cool, not cold — the kind of cool that feels like memory — and it smells faintly of lavender, moonfruit, and distant rain. Crickets, not quite crickets, hum from invisible hollows beneath soft leaves.

And above, the moon hangs so low and wide it looks like a pearl being lowered on invisible thread. It is round and full, casting down a light that doesn’t quite illuminate, but rather blesses — touching every petal, every blade, every curve of the land with a whisper of glow. This is moonlight that has nothing to prove. It is not for seeing — only for feeling.

Here, nothing is urgent.

A single path, made of soft white moss, winds gently from the edge of the meadow to its center. It is not straight, because nothing in this place is. It curls, loops, meanders — as if it, too, is dreaming. Along the path lie scattered lanterns: glass orbs suspended mid-air, pulsing faintly like sleepy fireflies. They sway with no wind, tethered only by wonder.

And somewhere in the meadow — at its very heart — lies a shape. A form. A presence. Not quite a figure, not quite a spirit. It is the keeper of the moonlight, or perhaps just moonlight itself — resting.

It does not speak. It does not move.
But its stillness is not absence. It is presence so deep, it doesn’t need to announce itself.
Lying in the soft silver of the grass, eyes closed, it dreams dreams that drift out into the air like mist.

You do not know how you arrived here.
But you are here, barefoot on the moss path. The moment is whole.
And the meadow accepts you, completely.

You walk without walking, carried not by footsteps but by the soft pulling of peace.
Each lantern you pass glows a little brighter, just for a moment, before dimming again. They do not need to stay bright. They are not here to guide.
They are simply part of the stillness. Part of the hush.

As you move deeper, the sounds soften further. The hum of the earth, the whisper of distant water, the occasional breath of a nightbird. Your chest loosens.
Not because something has changed — but because nothing is demanding to be held.

You arrive at the center.

There is a hollow — not dug, but formed by rest itself — a dip in the earth that has collected silence like dew. You lie down. The grass cradles you like a lover who knows the shape of your bones.
Above you, the moon watches.
But it does not ask.
It does not judge.
It only offers.

The stars blink slowly, like eyelids fluttering in sleep.
You are not dreaming.
You are being dreamed.

Your breath matches the rhythm of the meadow.
Your thoughts, the ones that once tangled like vines, begin to unravel, gently — until they are only threads of softness, floating.
You remember no names. No clocks. No destinations.

You remember how it feels to be a field.
To be grass.
To be the light that touches nothing and everything.

Here, you are forgiven for all the ways you’ve tried too hard.
Here, you are allowed to let go of being anything at all.

And somewhere — not far, not near — the keeper of the moonlight stirs slightly.
Not to wake. But to dream a little deeper.
For in your rest, it rests.

The meadow sighs, and the wind gathers you into its palm.
There are no more beginnings here.
Only continuation.
Only the gentle breathing of stillness.
Only the song of the moon’s hush — playing softly in the folds of your chest.

And when you finally sleep, it is not sleep.
It is returning.
 

	 


Chapter 2: A Lantern Floats Across the Lake

	
There is a lake that appears only on the nights when time forgets to move. You will not find it on any map. It does not ripple with wind, nor does it murmur with frogs or splash with fish. It is a mirror — a vast circle of glass, laid into the earth like a secret kept too long.

The sky hangs above it, but also within it — a perfect reflection, so still that the stars seem to float twice, one above and one below. The trees along the shore stand frozen in adoration, their branches arched as if praying toward the water. And in the air — velvet-thick and dream-heavy — hangs a sense of something about to begin, and yet already finished.

A single lantern floats at the center of this lake.

No one remembers when it was first lit, or who sent it drifting. It moves slowly — too slowly to see — in a gentle spiral that never ends. Its light is not bright. It is soft, golden, with a blush of rose in its glow, as if it remembers sunsets even though it was born of the moon. It never flickers. It never dims.

It simply floats.

And each night, the lake welcomes one visitor.

Tonight, it is you.

You do not arrive by boat.
You do not arrive by foot.
You simply find yourself at the edge — barefoot, dressed in something that feels like memory. Your hands are open at your sides, and your heart does not race. For once, it knows it is allowed to rest.

The lake hums. Not a sound, but a sensation — low and deep in your chest. It hums with stillness, with patience, with the feeling of moss beneath skin and moonlight on closed eyelids.

A small dock extends into the lake, made of weathered planks so smooth they feel like silk under your steps. The wood does not creak. It does not groan. It accepts your weight as if you belong.

At the end of the dock, there waits a small boat — round, like a teacup, with soft cushions that seem to glow from within. The boat rocks gently, inviting. It does not promise arrival. Only a journey.

You step in. You sit. And the boat, without paddle or motor, begins to move.

Slowly.

The dock drifts away behind you like a thought half-remembered. The trees along the shore blend into shadow. And ahead — always ahead — the lantern continues its spiral across the surface, patient, unhurried, forever just beyond reach.

You are not chasing it.
You are not trying to catch it.
You are simply floating, with it, near it, around it.

The water makes no sound.
The air smells of mint and jasmine and the faintest scent of something sweet — like sugar stirred into milk. Overhead, the stars shimmer, not with urgency, but like lullabies spun into light.

You close your eyes.

And when you do, you can feel the lake beneath you — its vastness, its quiet wisdom. You feel its depth not in feet or fathoms, but in years.
This lake has held every dream ever released. Every sigh. Every wish whispered into pillows. Every tear shed into sheets.

They sink gently to the bottom — not lost, but kept. Preserved in cool darkness.

The boat rocks slightly, cradling you as if you were something delicate.
You do not resist it.
You allow yourself to be held.

And in the center of your chest, a knot you didn’t know existed begins to untangle.
A quiet begins, deeper than silence.
It spreads, like warm ink in still water.

The lantern continues its slow path.
You feel its light more than see it.
It brushes your skin like the hand of someone who remembers you from before. Before fear. Before duty. Before name.

You are not alone, but you are utterly yours.
And in that stillness, something inside you softens.

Not everything needs to be healed.
Not everything must be solved.
Some things are only meant to be held, gently, until they are ready to float away.

As the boat continues to spiral, you feel your breath matching its rhythm. You are no longer separate from the lake. You are part of the hush, part of the lantern’s glow, part of the sky reflected twice.

And as the boat turns one final curve around the lantern, you see it — fully.

It is not made of glass or metal.
It is made of memory.

The light inside it is a collection of every moment you have ever let go.
Every ache that has finally quieted.
Every goodbye that didn’t break you.

You bow your head, not in reverence, but in thanks.
The boat stops.
Not at the dock.
Not at a shore.
But somewhere in the middle.

And there, beneath the open sky, wrapped in the hush of the lake and the hush inside you,
you lie down in the boat.
You close your eyes.

And you drift,
not away,
but deeper into yourself.

The lake holds you.
The stars bless you.
The lantern glows.

And the night keeps its promise.
Always.
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