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    For every child who looks up at the moon before sleep,for every parent who shares a bedtime story,and for every dream carried softly through the night.
May these pages bring comfort, kindness, and peaceful dreams.
With love,
Chinmay

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Even the quietest moonbeam can light the way for a gentle heart."
— Chinmay
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Chapter 1: The Waving Moonbeam
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Luna sat in the quiet meadow, holding her dandelion.

The grass bent softly around her little paws. High above, Moonglow shone like a sleepy smile. She watched the moonbeams trail across the dark blue sky.

One beam dipped low, then lifted, then dipped again. “It looks as if it is waving,” Luna whispered.
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A soft ribbon of light curled down from Moonglow. It brushed Luna’s paw with a tickly, silvery shimmer. Luna giggled behind her dandelion, but kept her voice soft.

“Come along,” whispered Moonglow, warm and kind. “There are quiet paths for careful paws tonight.” Luna felt brave, tucked her dandelion close, and nodded.
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Luna hopped after the moonbeam through silver grass. Each blade swished gently, like a hush. The path glimmered just enough for small paws.

Crickets chirped under leaves, and beetles clicked by stones. Somewhere nearby, water plinked into a hidden puddle. Luna listened and felt the meadow breathing slowly.
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Moonglow floated above the meadow, calm and bright. “Every night has stories hidden in it,” the moon said. “Some are tucked in grass, and some in dreams.”

Luna’s ears stood up as tall as fern fronds. “May I hear one?” she asked, hugging her dandelion. Moonglow’s ribbon of light twirled in a happy circle.
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Chapter 2: Barnaby’s Burrow Door
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The moonbeam led Luna to a cosy hollow under a fern. Roots curled around it like gentle arms. Inside, Barnaby the badger slept with slow, puffing sighs.

His patched indigo nightcap had slipped over one ear. Luna crouched beside the moss, careful not to rustle. Barnaby wriggled, frowned a little, and murmured in his sleep.
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“I forgot to close the burrow door,” Barnaby mumbled. His whiskers twitched, and his paws curled tight. He made a worried hum deep in his throat.

Luna’s heart gave a small, kind squeeze. She patted the moss beside him, tap, tap, tap. “Let me check,” she whispered, “then you can rest.”
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Luna tiptoed to the burrow just beyond the fern. The little wooden door sat snugly in its frame. A smooth pebble held the latch safely closed.

She hurried back to Barnaby with quiet, happy hops. She pointed gently toward the path. “All is well,” Luna said in her softest voice. “Your burrow is shut, and the meadow is safe.”
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Moonglow lowered a pale ribbon into the ferny hollow. It settled over Barnaby like the lightest blanket. Luna watched the glow ripple across the moss.

Barnaby smiled and snuggled deeper into his cosy spot. Then he let out a calm, rumbly breath. Luna sighed too, feeling peaceful under Moonglow’s shine.
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Above the meadow, Moonglow lowered a silver ribbon of light. “Once, a brave acorn waited under cold leaves,” the moon whispered. “It felt small, but it kept hoping.”

Luna tucked her dandelion close and listened hard. The story settled in her chest like warm milk. She breathed out slowly, and the grass seemed to sigh with her.
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The moonbeam curled away like a glowing snail trail. Luna hopped after it, careful not to wake the meadow. Bluebells nodded beside her, as if saying good night.

The air smelled of dew and sweet clover. Luna noticed the whole meadow breathing slowly in and out. Even her quick rabbit heart began to slow.
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Chapter 3: Pip and the Friendly Shadows
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A tiny breeze tiptoed through the grass. It brushed Luna’s dandelion, and a few white seeds lifted up. They spun like little stars beside her nose.

Luna held the bare stem carefully in both paws. “Not yet,” she whispered, with a small, secret smile. “I’m saving my wish for just the right moment.”
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The ribbon of light slipped over a cushion of moss. Luna followed and found Pip the bear cub sleeping there. His teal pillow was tucked neatly under his head.

But Pip’s paws squeezed it very tight. His little claws made dents in the mossy cloth. Luna sat down nearby, wondering what dream had troubled him.
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Pip stirred and made a soft, rumbly sound. “What if the dark grows too big?” he murmured. His paws hugged the pillow even closer.

Luna’s ears stood up, but her voice stayed gentle. She looked to Moonglow, shining above the meadow. “Can you help?” she asked, and the crescent moon smiled.
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Moonglow let down a softer glow. The big shadows on the grass shrank and rounded. Long shapes folded themselves into cosy pictures.

Luna looked carefully beside Pip’s mossy bed. “That one looks like a sleepy duck,” she whispered. The duck-shadow seemed to tuck its beak under one wing.
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Pip gave a small giggle in his sleep. His paws opened, and the teal pillow puffed back up. Luna’s own whiskers twitched with gladness.

She leaned close, but not too close. “The dark is just the meadow
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