
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Valley of the Moon

What if your soul remembers a love?

your mind had Forgotten

––––––––

Hermien Cloete


Prologue: The Valley of the Moon

The valley lay bathed in soft twilight, the air heavy with the scent of blooming roses and whispered secrets. Ancient stones stood silent watch, bearing witness to love stories long past — stories woven deep into the soil and carried on the gentle wind.

They say this place is blessed by the moon itself. The valley’s name — Valley of the Moon — is not merely a label on a map but a sacred promise whispered from one generation to the next.

Here, the moon lingers longer than anywhere else, casting its gentle silver light upon the roses and rivers below. Time folds and bends beneath its glow, shadows dance with light, and love — no matter how lost, broken, or secret — finds a way to endure.

Beneath the endless sky, the moon’s light weaves magic into every breath of wind, every petal that falls. It watches silently, a guardian of hearts and witness to the stories yet to be told.

In the Valley of the Moon, love is forever — waiting patiently in the quiet, ready to bloom again.
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Chapter 1: Melissa’s Shattered Dreams. 
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She had grown up in the house her grandmother built, nestled between ancient oaks and wild roses that bloomed even in winter. It was close to the valley. 

But what was her own story?

Long before she had ever set foot in the Valley of the Moon, she would sometimes sit on the old wooden swing and stare at the sky for hours, as if waiting for someone who never came. She had always dreamed of a passionate love that would go to her like a whisper in the wind, unexpected and deep, wrapping her heart in warmth and longing.

Melissa had always been different from the others in the valley. 

While the world rushed past, she moved like a forgotten song—soft, slow, and full of longing. She spoke little, but her silence held a thousand stories; only the roses seemed to understand.

She had always dreamed of a great love — not just a fleeting touch or a passing kiss, but a love that stirred something deep within her soul. 

A love that would awaken the woman inside her, the longing she had carried quietly for years. She had known love before, young love, yes, but never the kind that consumed her, completed her — the kind of love that made her feel truly seen. In her quietest moments, she imagined him: the 

man who would walk into her life and unlock all the tenderness she had 
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kept hidden, the passion she longed to give, and the desire she had never dared to speak aloud. 

A yearning lived in her — soft, patient, waiting. Not for perfection, but for a connection so real, so consuming, that it would feel like destiny fulfilled

The people in the village called her lonely, but Melissa knew better. She wasn’t waiting for someone—she was waiting for something.

She loved walking to the valley, where the roses grew wild, and their petals soft beneath her fingers, 

Here she could feel free beneath the roses. 

If they, too, were waiting for love. The scent of rose petals clung to her clothes, her hair, and her dreams.

Melissa had tasted love—wild, deep, breathless love—the kind that wraps itself around your bones and never fully lets go. His name had been Ethan.  

He had the kind of smile that made you forget your name, and when he touched her, it felt like she belonged in a place that didn’t yet 

exist. His touch was a promise, his embrace a fire—gentle yet fierce, the kind of passion that lingers long after the moment is gone.”

One day, Ethan had turned to Melissa with a look in his eyes she had never seen before—tender, almost reverent.

“I want to show you something,” he said, reaching for her hand. “It’s my secret place... my favourite place in the world.”

Surprised, Melissa tilted her head. “Where is it?”

He smiled softly, his thumb brushing across her knuckles. “The Valley of the Moon and grass that is covered with roses.”

“I have never seen it.” He looked at her with a smile that made her heart beat faster. 

“Because you didn’t walk over to the valley, my love.”

Her heart fluttered. “I’ve been there before,” she whispered. Ethan's smile deepened, but he shook his head slowly. 

“Not this part. Not my secret place.”

There was a spark in his eyes, something sacred he had never shared with anyone else. 

And in that moment, as they walked together toward the hidden heart of the valley, Melissa felt as though she were being invited into a piece of his soul.

They had shared stolen kisses in the golden light of late afternoons. 

Whispered promises beneath a rose bed of petals and willow trees, and vowed to build a world of just the two of them.

But love, as she learned, wasn’t always enough.

One summer evening, without warning, he left her—no tearful goodbye.

No explanation that made any sense. Just a message she found days later—a cold, quiet truth: he had chosen someone else.

Someone simpler. Someone safer. Someone who didn’t love him with 
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such terrifying intensity.

Melissa had shattered quietly. Not in dramatic sobs or angry tears, but in the silence of empty mornings where her phone no longer rang. And evenings where her skin remembered the shape of his hands. She had built walls around her heart so tall that even she forgot what was hidden behind them.

Until now.

Time had passed, and Melissa had tried to quiet the ache in her heart, trying to forget.

But here, among the roses, where the moonlight kissed every petal, she found something close to peace.

Not the kind that erased the pain, but the kind that wrapped gently around her sorrow —a soft balm for a heart that had waited too long to feel whole again.

Her favourite time was always late afternoon before dawn, when the moonlight bathed the valley in a silver glow. 

In those quiet hours, she could feel it... a gentle stirring deep in her soul, a longing wrapped in silence, as if something—something was waiting for her.

She wandered slowly through the roses, her fingertips brushing tenderly over the delicate petals like a lover’s touch. 

One afternoon, while walking, she decided to visit the valley of the moon. 
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She walked as if in her sleep, through the roses, she saw it—something nestled between the blooms, hidden in the velvet shadows. Her breath caught as she bent down, her heart racing, drawn by a pull she couldn’t explain.

Tucked between the roses, she found a tiny note, rolled up and hidden as if waiting just for her.

The letter is a fragile thing bound by faded ribbon and aching words—it was like someone had peeled back the years and placed her broken heart gently in her hands. 

She opened the letter with trembling hands. And as she read it, something long buried stirred awake.

The words blurred through her tears. Around her, the roses swayed in the moonlight, their petals brushing her skin like a lover’s touch. 

“I hope you find love here in the valley of the moon.”

Was it possible... that this place called to those whose hearts still searched? That the valley knew longing the way she did?

She looked up at the old bridge, at the moon rising slowly and full, its silver light stretching across the rose petals like a path.

She whispered, almost afraid to believe it, “Why did I come here? Why does it feel like I’ve been here before?” But deep in her heart, she knew she had been here before. Not in footsteps, but in feeling. 

But why now? She whispered. In memory? She never wanted to be 
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Remembered—Julian.

A memory buried so long ago, locked behind the quiet walls she had built around her heart — walls made of pain, of promises broken, of love that once burned too brightly and left her scorched.

Now, standing in this place, it stirred again — faint but familiar — like a ghost reaching for her through time.

The wind sighed in answer, brushing her cheek like a memory, and somewhere deep inside her, a quiet voice stirred: Because the story isn’t over yet.
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Chapter 2: Melissa’s Dreams
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Then she remembered. This was the very place Ethan had once brought her to watch the moonlight spill like silver lace over the roses.

He had called it their secret haven, where dreams felt real and the night held its breath just for them. 

The glow, the stillness, and the way the petals shimmered beneath the stars... it was all the same. 

And in that moment, the memory wrapped around her like his arms once did—warm, tender, unforgettable.

She kept a faded journal beneath her pillow—pages filled with half-written poems, secret sketches of her and Ethan, and thoughts too tender to speak aloud. She believed in love the way children believe in magic—with her whole heart, though the world tried to teach her not to.

Every afternoon, she wandered into the garden, barefoot and silent, as the moon cast silver shadows across the petals. That was when she felt closest to something she couldn’t name—a memory she had lived, or a promise made long before she was born.

Ethan was forgotten—a lockup in her past. But now there was this feeling of something, something she could not explain. 

And deep in her soul, she knew it was getting closer. One afternoon, Melissa decided to walk once more to the valley of the moon. The 
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moonlight fell in soft silver ribbons across her golden hair. 

She looked up and smiled gently. “Will he one day touch me as tenderly as the moon touches my skin?” she whispered to the night.

When the moonlight kissed the petals silver, she imagined him — a figure from another life, perhaps; charming, kind, mysterious. 

Someone who had once promised to return.

But now, as she stood beneath the moon’s tender gaze, Melissa couldn’t tell if what she felt was real...

Was she truly waiting for someone who would one day come back to her? Or was it only the echo of a love long gone?

A shadow of the boy who had once held her heart, leaving her watching, hoping, dreaming...

That maybe, just maybe, one day he would return.

But if he did... would it be the same? Would his arms still feel like home?

Would his eyes still hold that fire — that unspoken passion that once made her whole? And if he came back...

Could his love mend the pieces of her shattered heart? Or had time changed them too much, carved too many silences between their souls? She didn’t know.

But her heart still waited —aching, hoping, and burning quietly beneath the silver light of the moon.

Even now, her soul kept reaching—searching the night for a familiar 
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presence, for footsteps that never came, for eyes that once saw only her.

Was it the memory? Or something more? Love... or longing refusing to fade?
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Chapter 3: The Wooden Box
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One morning, as she walked to the valley, her eyes caught something. She parted the thick blooms and reached into the earth. Nestled between tangled roots lay a small wooden box, worn by time and weather. Her breath caught as she carefully pulled it free, brushing away the soil.

The lid creaked softly as she opened it, revealing a bundle of aged paper tied with a faded red ribbon.

“My dearest Lila,” the first letter began, “I know I must leave, for my father will never accept you. But I will wait — always — where the moonlight touches the roses...In this valley of the moon, here we kiss and have to say goodbye,”

Melissa’s heart skipped. This was no ordinary letter. It was a confession of heartbreak, a promise lost to time. As she read, she could almost hear his voice carried on the wind, feel the weight of a love that had once bloomed in secret.
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