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	Songs Written in Moonlight I

	The Orchard Where Dreams Fell Softly

	by Christopher T. Winters


Foreword

	There are places in the world where silence does not simply linger—it breathes. Places where the night does not fall but settles, like a soft veil drawn over the earth. This book was born in such a place, somewhere between memory and dream, in the quiet orchard where stories drift like petals through moonlight.

	These chapters are not meant to be hurried. They are written for slow evenings, for moments when the world asks nothing of you. The orchard waits for readers who move gently, who listen to the wind and the silence between its breaths.

	If you let the pages open at their own pace, you may find a small lantern glowing in the dark. You may hear a lullaby carried by a wandering breeze. And perhaps, if the night is kind, you may remember something you once forgot—a dream that never left you, even when you believed it had.

	




	


Chapter 1 – Where the Moon First Touched the Orchard Floor

	The orchard had always been a quiet place, but on this night it felt as if the world itself had slowed its breath. Moonlight pooled gently between the rows of old trees, gathering in silver puddles on the soft earth. Every branch seemed painted in pale light, every leaf outlined by a faint shimmer, as if touched by something older than time. The air was cool and still, carrying the faint scent of ripe apples and distant rain. Nothing moved at first—not a leaf, not a shadow, not even the smallest whisper. It was as though the orchard was waiting for someone, or something, to arrive.

	Far beyond the outer row of trees, a soft glow began to rise, not bright enough to startle, but warm enough to draw the eye. It drifted slowly between the trunks, flickering like a candle that had learned to breathe. With every step it took, the orchard seemed to exhale, as though releasing a long-held secret. A subtle rustle moved through the grass, a gentle stirring carrying the promise of a story unfolding.

	At the heart of the orchard, where the moonlight touched the ground most clearly, a clearing opened like a quiet room without walls. There, in the center of that silver-lit circle, a small stone lay half-buried in the soil. It was smooth and pale, almost luminous, and for as long as anyone could remember, it had rested exactly where it was—untouched, undisturbed, unclaimed. Some said it was nothing more than a forgotten marker from a time before names. Others believed it held something the orchard had chosen to keep.

	On this night, however, the stone began to warm beneath the moonlight. A faint shimmer rose from it, delicate as the edge of a dream. The glow from the wandering light drew nearer, weaving gently between the trees until it reached the clearing and hovered above the stone like a soft breath upon still water.

	The orchard shifted. Not visibly—not with sound or movement—but with a feeling, a subtle change that lived somewhere deeper than sight. The branches above leaned in almost imperceptibly, as if eager to witness what would unfold. The grass seemed to soften. Even the moonlight grew quieter, its glow settling more intimately upon the clearing as though it were granting permission.

	Then, with a slow and graceful motion, the wandering light dipped and touched the stone. A pulse of warmth spread outward, not bright and not sharp, but gentle, like the first ripple on an untouched pond. The orchard sighed again, this time welcomingly, as if something long awaited had finally begun.

	In that moment, the night changed.

	A soft hum rose from the ground, a vibration that felt like the memory of music—one that had once been sung here, long ago, in a time when dreams still wandered freely among the trees. The glow above the stone brightened, revealing the faint outline of a figure within it, not yet formed, not yet fully awake, but present. The figure’s edges wavered like moonlit mist, its shape shifting with each heartbeat of the orchard.

	The trees responded first. Their branches swayed without wind, their leaves brushing together with a sound like a distant lullaby. It was not a song of sorrow or joy, but of recognition—one that spoke of a returning presence, a forgotten promise, a memory that had drifted too long in silence.

	The glow deepened, becoming steadier, more focused. The figure within it slowly lifted its head, as though listening to that ancient whisper. Something stirred in the air—a quiet invitation, warm and familiar. And in that invitation, the orchard revealed its secret: dreams had roots here, deep beneath the soil, and sometimes they rose to the surface when the moon was kind enough to call them.

	The figure took its first breath.

	And somewhere among the trees, a single apple loosened from its branch and fell softly into the grass, as if offering itself to the moment when everything began again.

	 


Chapter 2 – Branches That Whispered of Forgotten Dreams

	The first breath the figure took lingered in the air like a soft tremor, as though the night itself paused to listen. The glow around it dimmed slightly, allowing the moonlight to slip closer and reveal more of the clearing. Slowly, gently, the mist-like form settled toward the earth, hovering just above the stone that had cradled its slumber for so long. Its presence carried no weight, yet the orchard seemed to adjust around it, every branch bending in a quiet gesture of welcome.

	Above, the trees stood tall, their crowns stirring with a motion that came from neither breeze nor bird. Leaves whispered against one another, brushing in soft patterns like pages of an old book being turned by unseen hands. The orchard had stories—many, far older than the people who once tended these trees—and tonight, those stories stirred again.

	The branches nearest to the clearing shifted first. Their whispered song deepened into something almost articulate, a language spoken not in words but in memories. Each leaf caught the moonlight differently, sending flickers of silver cascading down through the canopy like falling fragments of a forgotten dream. The air thickened with a sweetness reminiscent of autumn nights, when apples dropped to the ground without haste and the world seemed ready to rest.

	The figure, still fragile and half-formed, turned toward the sound. Though it had no solid face, the gesture felt undeniably human—a gentle tilt of attention, as if trying to recall something just beyond the reach of its awakening mind. The orchard responded by leaning closer still, its branches stretching overhead like sheltering arms, forming a natural dome of shimmering light and shadow.

	At the edge of the clearing, a single branch lowered further than the rest. Its bark glowed faintly, lines of silver running along its surface like ancient script. The leaves at the end of the branch fluttered in a soft pattern, brushing the figure with a whisper so delicate it might have been the touch of a distant thought.

	The figure shivered—not with cold, for it knew none, but with recognition.

	The trees sensed it. Their whispers grew more urgent, still gentle, but laced with excitement. The orchard remembered this presence. It remembered the nights when the figure had walked among the rows of trees, its steps light but purposeful, carrying a lantern that glowed with the same warm breath the figure now embodied. It remembered how the orchard once hummed with life, how dreams were carried here by soft winds and placed upon the branches like blossoms of light.

	The memory rippled outward like a breeze that did not physically exist. Leaves rustled. Grass swayed. Apples shifted slightly on their stems, as if recalling the weight of silent wishes whispered into their skins long ago.

	The figure drifted closer to the lowered branch. A pulse of faint light rose from within it, illuminating the soil below with a soft radiance. For a moment, the orchard seemed to hold its breath. Then the branch brushed the figure again—this time with a deeper whisper, a gentle urging.

	Come back.
Remember.
Wake fully.

	Though no voice spoke such words, the meaning pressed softly against the figure’s being. The orchard was calling it home.

	A second branch extended, then a third, weaving around the clearing in slow, reverent spirals. Their motion was not threatening but ceremonial, like a ritual performed countless times until the steps became part of the land itself. Light flowed along the branches in thin streams, gathering where they curved toward the figure, forming a soft halo that laced through the mist-like body.

	The figure responded, stretching its shape slightly, becoming more defined. The glow around it steadied. A warmth spread from its center, gently pushing against the silver-lit air. It did not yet know who it was, nor why the orchard remembered it so fondly, but the longing woven into the branches reached something deep within its unformed heart.

	Above the clearing, the sky brightened as a thin veil of cloud drifted aside, allowing the moon to cast its full light upon the orchard floor. The trees shimmered. The figure brightened. The night seemed to shift once more, this time with a tone of anticipation—as though the orchard, after decades of silence, was awakening alongside the one who had once walked its paths.

	And in that shared awakening, a single, distant sound rose from the farthest edge of the orchard. A soft thud. Then a scatter of movement through the leaves. Something—or someone—approached.

	The branches stilled.
The figure turned.
And the night held its breath again.

	 


Chapter 3 – The Lantern Beneath the Silver-Bloom Tree

	The sound that drifted through the orchard was soft, but not hesitant. Leaves parted with a gentle rustle, branches shifting just enough to make space for whatever approached. Moonlight stretched across the path leading into the clearing, illuminating each step before it was taken, as though guiding someone who had once walked here many times before.

	The figure hovered quietly above the stone, its glow steady now, its outline clearer than before. It turned toward the sound, sensing a familiar presence long before it became visible. A warm pulse rippled through its form, like a heartbeat returning after a long slumber.

	From between the trees emerged a faint glimmer—small at first, then intensifying as it floated closer. It moved slowly, gracefully, as though suspended on invisible threads of moonlight. The orchard reacted in a hush of recognition. Leaves stilled. Branches leaned in. A single apple rolled softly across the ground as if bowing in greeting.

	When the glimmer entered the clearing, the figure responded instantly, its light stretching toward the newcomer with unspoken longing.

	The glimmer drifted nearer until its shape became clear: a small lantern, old but unmarred, its metal frame etched with patterns that resembled the flowing lines of roots and rivers. The glass panes shimmered with a soft frost-like glow, and within them burned a tiny flame—steady, gentle, impossibly calm.

	The Lantern of the Silver-Bloom Tree.

	The orchard breathed deeply, as though relieved to see it again. This lantern had once guided the figure through the orchard’s most hidden paths. It had been a companion, a witness to countless quiet wanderings, holding a light that never sought to pierce the darkness but to understand it.

	As the lantern floated closer, the silver-bloom tree that stood at the edge of the clearing responded. Its blossoms—pale as starlight—shimmered with a soft radiance. Some petals loosened from the branches and drifted downward, falling slowly through the still air like delicate pieces of moon-glow. They gathered around the lantern in gentle spirals, forming a living veil that wrapped it in quiet affection.

	The figure moved for the first time with intention. Slowly, gracefully, it extended a hand—not fully physical, but shaped enough to hold meaning. The lantern responded by tilting slightly, its flame flickering warmly, as though greeting an old friend who had been gone far too long.

	The branches overhead whispered again, their tone shifting from anticipation to memory. The orchard remembered how these two lights once traveled together—how the lantern had been carried through the rows of trees by hands now forgotten by the waking world. How its flame had illuminated hidden dreams resting among the roots.

	A soft hum rose, deeper now, resonating through the soil. It vibrated beneath the figure, beneath the lantern, beneath the fallen petals. The clearing felt alive with a story that was returning to itself, piece by piece.

	The lantern drifted closer until the small flame inside touched the figure’s glow. The two lights intertwined with a quiet grace, merging not fully but enough for warmth to pass between them like a shared breath. The figure shivered again, and this time the movement carried emotion—something like relief, or longing, or the first note of recognition.

	The silver-bloom tree responded. One of its lowest branches curved downward, its blossoms glowing brighter than the rest. A single bloom detached and floated toward the figure, held aloft by a soft current of light. When it reached the figure’s hand, it settled there gently, its petals glowing with faint memory.

	The figure held the blossom, though it had no need to grasp it physically. The light alone was enough. The orchard’s hum deepened, the lantern’s flame flickered with quiet joy, and the night seemed to draw closer in a silent embrace.

	And then—like a ripple breaking across a still pond—the distant sound returned.

	Footsteps.
Real footsteps.
Not the glide of a lantern, not the murmur of branches, but the tread of someone walking through the orchard with purpose.

	The lantern dimmed slightly.
The branches froze.
The figure turned toward the sound once more, its glow tightening, sharpening, as if instinctively preparing to remember something it had once lost.

	The footsteps drew nearer.


Chapter 4 – Echoes Sleeping in the Orchard Grass

	The footsteps approached with slow, deliberate rhythm—soft enough not to disturb the silence, but real enough to reshape it. Each step pressed gently into the orchard grass, leaving impressions that shimmered faintly beneath the moonlight before fading back into the earth. Whoever walked toward the clearing carried neither haste nor fear. There was something almost reverent in the pace, as though the orchard itself required permission before allowing passage.

	The figure remained still, its glow steady but pulled inward, waiting. The lantern hovered at its side, its flame dimmed to a thoughtful flicker. The silver-bloom blossom rested lightly in the figure’s hand, pulsing in quiet harmony with the orchard’s hum. All around them, the trees stood tall and silent, their branches poised like watchful sentinels.

	Between two trunks, a silhouette emerged.

	At first it was only a shape—tall, composed, outlined by the diffuse glow of moonlight. The orchard reacted immediately. The grass along the path brushed backward as if bowing. Leaves trembled with recognition. A few silver blossoms drifted downward, catching the faintest breeze even though none stirred the air.

	The figure sensed the familiarity before any detail became clear. A soft tremor ran through its form, like the echo of a distant memory awakening too quickly. The lantern’s flame stretched forward, reaching for the silhouette with a longing almost palpable.

	The steps halted at the edge of the clearing.

	For a heartbeat, no one moved.

	Then the silhouette stepped fully into the moonlight.

	A young woman stood before them, her hair falling in dark waves that shimmered faintly silver under the night sky. Her eyes, wide and luminous, reflected the orchard’s pale glow with a depth that spoke of countless midnights spent wandering beneath these trees. She held no lantern, no tool, no weapon—only a small satchel slung across her shoulder and a quiet stillness that made the orchard lean closer, as though greeting a long-lost friend.

	Her gaze landed first on the floating lantern. Her breath hitched, not in fear, but in a recognition so immediate it seemed to echo physically through the clearing. Then her eyes shifted to the figure hovering above the stone.

	“Is it really you…?” she whispered, her voice fragile, barely disturbing the quiet, like a dream speaking aloud for the first time.

	The figure trembled again. It could not shape words—not yet—but the glow around it pulsed in answer, warm and aching.

	The woman took a step closer. The orchard parted gently for her, grass and petals sliding aside as though remembering her footsteps. She stopped just before the stone, her hand lifting slightly, hesitating in midair as though unsure whether the figure still understood her touch.

	“I came back,” she murmured. “I know I’m late. I know the orchard slept because of me.” Her eyes softened. “But I’m here now. And so are you.”

	The lantern flickered, brightening in a brief burst of recognition.

	The woman’s eyes warmed, but sorrow threaded the edges. “This place hasn’t changed,” she said softly. “The trees still hum when the moon is kind. The blossoms still glow when dreams fall too close to waking.” Her voice faltered. “But you… you were gone for so long.”

	The figure drifted toward her, its outline trembling like a memory trying to anchor itself. The silver-bloom blossom in its hand glowed brighter. The woman extended her hand, palm open, inviting but never forcing.

	The orchard leaned in.

	The figure hesitated—then placed the glowing blossom into her waiting hand.

	The moment the petals touched her skin, the clearing erupted in soft light. Not blinding, not violent—but bursting with warmth, like a long-forgotten song returning to a voice that had always known its melody. The trees swayed. Blossoms fell. The soil hummed with life, vibrating through the grass in ripples of gentle brightness.

	The woman closed her eyes, and tears slipped silently down her cheeks.

	“I remember,” she breathed. “I remember what we promised.”

	The orchard stilled, listening.

	The lantern’s flame held steady.

	The figure glowed with a trembling ache that felt almost like hope.

	But before the moment could settle, a new sound stirred at the far edge of the orchard—sharp, out of rhythm, wrong. Not a footstep. Not a whisper. Something else. Something the orchard did not welcome.

	The trees froze.
The lantern dimmed.
The woman opened her eyes.

	And the night, once again, began to shift.


Chapter 5 – When the Wind Carried the Night’s Lullaby

	The sound at the orchard’s edge did not belong to the night. It was too jagged, too sudden—like a stone dropped into still water, breaking the calm with a discordant ripple. The woman’s breath caught. The figure’s glow tightened. Even the lantern seemed to shrink inward, its flame flattening as though bracing for something it could not yet see.

	The orchard reacted instantly. Branches drew together with a soft creak, forming a protective lattice overhead. Leaves pressed against one another, thickening the canopy until only the gentlest threads of moonlight filtered through. The hum in the soil deepened, shifting from curiosity to quiet alarm. The silver-bloom tree bowed its branches lower, its blossoms shedding light like falling snow.

	And then the wind arrived.

	It came with a slow, rolling motion—neither cold nor warm, neither harsh nor gentle. It flowed through the orchard like a presence with intent, stirring the grass and brushing along the trunks of the trees. The moment it touched the clearing, everything softened. The lantern brightened. The figure’s trembling eased. The woman straightened, her shoulders relaxing as though welcoming an old friend.

	The orchard recognized this wind.
It always had.
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