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A Gentle Note Before Bed
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This book was written for children who feel deeply, think often, and sometimes find that the world can feel a little too loud by the time night arrives. These stories are meant to be soft places to land. They are for the child who asks one more question after the light goes out. They are for the child who carries feelings carefully and holds onto moments long after the day is over. They are also for the grown up who wishes to place something peaceful into a child’s hands at the close of evening.

Each story opens a door into the Magical Meadow, a place where the air is kind, the creatures are wise, and the world moves at the pace of breathing. Nothing in this meadow rushes. Nothing demands. Everything listens. The stories in this book were shaped to offer comfort, stillness, warmth, and gentle wonder. They are not stories of danger or noise. They are stories of shelter, friendship, courage, and calm.

Some children fall asleep quickly. Some children need a little longer. Some want a story because they love stories, and some want a story because a story can help the heart loosen its grip on the day. However these pages are used, may they offer peace. May they leave behind softer thoughts. May they remind every child that rest is not something to be earned. It is something beautiful that can be welcomed.

And now, with the world growing dim beyond the window and the stars beginning their quiet work, the meadow is ready.

Come in softly.

The grass is already glowing.
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Story One: The Path of Lantern Grass
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On the edge of a quiet village, where gardens backed onto hedges and hedges opened toward fields, there lived a little girl named Eliza. She was the sort of child who noticed everything. She noticed when the sky changed from pale blue to pearly grey before rain. She noticed when a bird fell silent before another one began to sing. She noticed the way teacups clinked differently when someone was happy than when someone was tired. Most grown ups thought this made her wonderfully observant, and it did, but it also meant her mind stayed busy long after the day had ended.

At bedtime, Eliza often lay awake listening to her own thoughts. They did not feel bad exactly. They simply refused to settle. One thought would remind her of another, and that thought would tug a third behind it, until her mind felt like a long ribbon fluttering in many directions at once. She thought about things she had said at breakfast. She thought about the spelling word she had nearly missed. She thought about whether the robin in the hedge had enough twigs for its nest. By the time she had finished thinking about all that, she was suddenly thinking about clouds, and birthdays, and where the moon went in the daytime.

On one particular evening, the wind was soft against the windows and the whole house smelled faintly of lavender soap and warm bread. Eliza’s mother kissed her forehead, tucked the blanket around her shoulders, and dimmed the lamp until the room became all shadows and silver. The door closed with its usual gentle click. The floorboards in the hallway gave one familiar creak. After that, the house was still.

Eliza turned onto one side.

Then the other.

She closed her eyes and tried to picture something peaceful, but every time she did, another thought came hurrying in. Her pillow felt warm. She turned it over. She counted to twenty. Then to fifty. Then she forgot whether she had already counted thirty eight and decided she ought to begin again. That only made her feel more awake.

At last she opened her eyes and looked toward the window.

Moonlight had spilled across the floor in a pale square. That part was ordinary enough. Yet tonight there was something else. Near the bottom of the garden, where the gate stood half hidden behind climbing ivy, there shimmered a very faint line of green gold light. Eliza sat up straight.

It was not bright like a torch. It was not sharp like the beam of a lamp. It looked more like the memory of summer sunlight caught in the grass and slowly breathing. She blinked. The line of light remained. It seemed to begin at the gate and disappear beyond it.

Eliza slipped out of bed and crossed the room barefoot. When she pressed her hands to the window glass, it felt cool against her palms. The garden looked silvered and still, yet that narrow glowing line moved as though the grass itself had lit from within. It stirred with such quiet certainty that she did not feel frightened. Curious, yes. Astonished, very much so. But not frightened.

She pulled her shawl from the chair at the foot of the bed and wrapped it around her shoulders. Then she crept downstairs, each step careful and soft. The house did not object. It seemed, in some secret way, to understand.

At the back door she paused and listened.

The night held a thousand little sounds, each one gentle. Leaves shifting in the hedge. A far off owl. The sleepy hush of a breeze moving through the apple tree. Beneath them all was a feeling she could not quite name, though later she would think of it as invitation.

Eliza lifted the latch and stepped outside.

The garden grass was damp with dew. The moon shone over the fence, over the flower beds, over the old watering can near the shed. Everything looked familiar, yet touched by a softness the daytime never seemed to hold. At the gate, the strange line of light glowed more brightly now. She could see that it was not a line at all but a narrow path of long grasses, each blade tipped with a steady golden gleam like a tiny lantern.

The gate stood open.

Eliza was certain it had been shut before bed.

She reached out and touched one of the glowing stems. It did not burn. It only trembled slightly beneath her fingertip and gave off a warm, honey coloured light. The stem bent, then rose again, as if nodding.

There are moments in childhood when wonder asks a question and the whole heart answers yes before the mind has time to object. This was one of those moments.

Eliza stepped through the gate.

Beyond the hedge there was no field, not as there should have been. Instead there stretched a meadow wide and luminous under the moon. The lantern grass wound through it in a gentle curve. There were pale flowers among the stems, their petals silver at the edges. There were trees standing further off, their crowns dark against the sky. In the distance a stream shone like poured glass. Fireflies moved above the water in slow loops. The whole place looked as though night itself had chosen to become kind.

Eliza stood very still.

The air smelled of clover and wild mint and something else she could not name, something clean and old and peaceful, like cool stone after rain. She realised, with sudden surprise, that the knot inside her chest had loosened just by arriving.

“Well,” said a voice nearby, warm and thoughtful, “you took your time.”

Eliza looked down.

At the side of the glowing path sat a hedgehog wearing a waistcoat the colour of chestnuts. It fitted him perfectly and fastened with three tiny pearly buttons. His face was bright eyed and serious, and his paws were folded upon a walking stick made of polished hazel wood.

Eliza stared.

The hedgehog stared back.

Then he gave a dignified little nod.

“My name is Mr Pindle,” he said. “Keeper of the Path of Lantern Grass. I had begun to wonder whether you would notice it at all.”

“You talk,” Eliza whispered.

Mr Pindle tapped his stick lightly on a stone. “Naturally. The more important question is whether you listen.”

Eliza almost laughed from surprise. “I do listen.”

“Yes,” he said, looking at her quite closely. “That is why the path opened.”

He turned and began to walk with small determined steps along the lantern grass, clearly expecting her to follow. Eliza gathered her shawl and went after him.

The path wound through cool silver flowers and low mounds of thyme. Whenever her foot came down beside the glowing stems, the light brightened for a moment, then softened again. Mr Pindle walked briskly but never too fast, and every so often he glanced back to be sure she was still there.

“What is this place?” Eliza asked.

“The Magical Meadow of Happy Thoughts,” he said. “A resting place for minds that carry too much into the dark.”

Eliza let those words settle. They fitted something in her perfectly.

“I do carry too much,” she admitted.

Mr Pindle made a sound that might have been agreement. “Many children do. They collect moments and worries and questions as if they are pebbles, then wonder why their pockets feel heavy at night.”

“That is exactly what it feels like,” Eliza said.
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