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Foreword

	Night has a way of softening the world. It slows our thoughts, loosens our worries, and lets the quiet find us — even when we didn’t know we were searching for it.

	The Moon’s Quiet Garden was born from that softness. From evenings spent watching the sky turn silver, from long walks beneath trees that seemed to breathe with the night, and from the simple longing for a place where the heart could settle.

	These stories are not meant to be hurried. Let them unfold like petals in your hands.
 Let them guide you into a gentler rhythm. And most of all — let them give you the space to breathe.

	Welcome to the garden. The moon has been expecting you.

	Christopher T. Winters



	
Chapter I – The Gate That Opened Only at Moonrise

	The garden did not reveal itself all at once. It waited. It breathed. It listened to the quiet between footsteps, as if deciding whether the wanderer approaching its forgotten path was ready to enter. The moon, still low on the horizon, cast only a faint silver glow across the old stone archway that marked the boundary between the ordinary world and the one that lay just beyond it. The gate itself looked unremarkable at first glance — weathered wood, moss tracing its edges, a hinge that seemed permanently rusted into stillness. Yet something in the air around it felt alive, as though the garden watched from behind its silent threshold.

	The wanderer paused in front of the arch. Nights had always been their refuge, a time when thoughts softened and the noise of daylight finally loosened its grip. But tonight felt different. The silence carried a strange, expectant warmth, like a whisper waiting for a reply. When the wanderer reached out and touched the wooden gate, the surface was cooler than expected, smooth despite its age. Nothing moved. Nothing shifted. The garden remained closed — patient, deliberate.

	Then the moon climbed one breath higher.

	It wasn’t a sudden burst of magic nor a dramatic shift of light. It was a subtle change, a barely perceptible brightening of the world. Silver threaded through the darkness, brushing lightly against the archway. And at that touch, the gate stirred. First a sigh, soft and low, as though drawing its first breath in a century. Then the faintest creaking sound, like a dream beginning to unfold. Slowly, gently, the gate opened inward, revealing a narrow path lined with pale flowers that shimmered as though dipped in moonlight.

	The wanderer hesitated for only a heartbeat. Curiosity blended with calm, and the invitation felt unmistakably real. Beyond the threshold, the air changed. It grew warmer, softer, touched with the scent of night-blooming blossoms. The garden seemed to have no boundaries; the shadows stretched into unknown shapes, yet nothing felt threatening. Instead, the darkness carried a sense of welcome, like a quiet embrace.
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