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Sometimes the scariest things are the softest friends...[image: Heart cartoon Images, Royalty-free Stock Heart cartoon Photos &amp; Pictures |  Depositphotos]

I dedicate this book to each and every child and parent in the world with love and compassion...[image: Heart cartoon Images, Royalty-free Stock Heart cartoon Photos &amp; Pictures |  Depositphotos]

Author’s Note

Once, I searched for truth as if it were hidden in distant stars.
I wandered through silence and sleepless nights,
believing that wisdom waited somewhere beyond pain.
But in the end, I found it where I had not looked —
in the questions of a child,
in the hush before a dream,
in the courage to feel and to wonder.
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I learned that every shadow carries a whisper of light,
and every sorrow hides a seed of meaning.
Life does not speak in thunder — it speaks in echoes,
through stories, through songs,
through the hearts that dare to listen.
These tales are my way of listening —
and of helping others hear what life has always been trying to say.
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Chapter One: Amber’s Ancient Song
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Foster always felt winter before it arrived. It wasn’t the cold. It wasn’t the bruised sky turning silver. It was the stillness inside her chest; a stillness that felt like waiting.

On that particular afternoon, the world had grown so quiet that even the streetlights looked sleepy. Tiny snowflakes drifted down like shy little secrets. Foster’s breath made small clouds in front of her, and every step she took made a soft shff-shff in the thin layer of new snow.

Beside her walked Amber.

Amber didn’t walk the way adults usually did; sharp, fast, always thinking of the next place to reach. She moved slowly, as if her bones had learned every story winter had ever told and were humming them back, step by step.

Her grey coat brushed the snow. Her scarf, hand-knitted years ago, held the faint smell of herbs and warm bread. And her eyes... her eyes carried a light that never belonged to electricity or sunshine.

It was the kind that only comes from living long, hurting deeply, and loving anyway.

Foster peeked at her grandmother’s hands; delicate, thin, traced with roads of time. Amber kept turning them gently in the cold, palms upward, like she was waiting for something to land in them.

A snowflake drifted down and dissolved into her skin.
Amber smiled.
And then, so softly Foster wasn't sure when it began, Amber hummed.

A strange melody... ancient... warm...
A lullaby older than the street they walked on, older than this winter, maybe older than memory itself.
And in that hum, words began to float like snowflakes:
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“Oropa ardžo arti varen
Çkim iveri nḉari çkvaşa...”
Foster didn’t understand the language.
But the song felt like a place like a small wooden house with warm tea waiting inside.
She leaned closer, her heart tightening with a feeling she couldn’t name.
Amber kept singing, barely above a whisper:

“Miordini miçǩutu do
Goytiroku ma si çkvaşa...
Miordini miçǩutu do
Didou do na ni na...”
The last line , Didou do na ni na,  floated in the air like a feather slowly deciding where to land.

“What does it mean?” Foster asked quietly.

Amber didn’t answer right away. She looked up at the sky, watching the snow’s soft descent.

“It means,” she finally said, “that love doesn’t disappear. It only changes its shape.”

Foster didn’t fully understand. But she felt the meaning in her chest, the way one feels the warmth of a candle without touching it.

They reached the end of the street where the stray cat always hid, a little grey thing with big eyes and a tail that curled like a question mark. The cat peeked out from under a bush dusted with snow.

Amber stopped and knelt slowly.

Foster knew this scene well: Amber lowering herself carefully, her breath catching as her fragile knees bent, her hands trembling but full of kindness. She offered a piece of bread she carried in her pocket.

The cat stepped out, sniffed the snow, then the bread, then Amber’s fingers as if checking if kindness was still allowed in this world.

Amber smiled and whispered, “There you go, little wanderer.”

Foster felt something warm swell in her chest.
This, these moments, were why she loved Amber more than anyone else. Amber saw things nobody else saw. Snowflakes. Silence. Stray cats. Invisible hurts. People who needed gentleness.
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But lately Foster sensed something else.
A heaviness behind Amber’s smile.
A tiredness that didn’t belong to her bones, but to her heart.
And the snow kept falling, soft and slow, covering everything in white as if the world were trying, very gently, to keep her grandmother safe. 

Did Amber feel lonely, even invisible, in this house, Foster wondered. Women like her would never feel lonely for sure, she was like a walking ancient library, but what was broken inside Amber so quietly? 
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Chapter Two: Foster’s Secret Heartache
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Foster had always believed that some pains were too small to matter to anyone but the person feeling them.
She used to think heartbreak was something for grown-ups. The kind that came in big storms: divorces, broken promises, arguments behind closed doors.
But then she met Jonah.

Jonah with the warm eyes and the gentle voice.
Jonah who lent her his red pencil when hers broke.
Jonah who said her drawings “looked like feelings with wings.”
She didn’t even realize she loved him until the day she saw him laughing with another girl, a girl with hair that shimmered like copper when the sun hit it, a girl who seemed to sparkle from the inside.
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Foster had watched them from the doorway of the classroom. She didn’t hear what they said, but she saw it.

The way Jonah looked at her. Soft. Bright. Certain.

It felt like watching someone hand a star to someone else and realizing you had been sitting in the dark the whole time.

The feeling was sharp and sudden, like a tiny glass shard under her ribs. She carried it home quietly that afternoon, tucked under her coat like a secret bruise.

And now, standing at the window of her room, Foster watched the gentle snowfall with that same glass-shard ache inside her.

She pressed her forehead against the cold glass.
Down below, the streetlamp flickered.
The stray cat paced circles in the snow, then leapt suddenly, trying to catch a falling snowflake.
It missed, spun in a clumsy half-dance, and tried again.

Foster felt a small ache of tenderness.
Amber always said winter teaches hearts how to see truth.
Maybe the cat already knew something she didn’t.
Behind her, she heard footsteps; quiet, careful, familiar.

Amber.

“Darling,” the grandmother said softly, “why aren’t you asleep?”

Foster didn’t turn around.
If she turned, Amber would see her face.
And if Amber saw her face, everything would pour out.
The snow kept falling.
The cat kept dancing.
The pain kept tightening.
Amber came to stand beside her, hands clasped lightly behind her back. She looked out the window with her soft, tired eyes. A faint hum rose from her chest,the same old melody, as if it leaked out unconsciously whenever her heart was full.

“Çkim iveri nḉari çkvaşa...
Miordini miçǩutu do...”
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Foster swallowed.

Amber’s humming was the only sound in the world that felt like a hand on her trembling heart.

“Amber...” Foster whispered, throat tight. “Do you think... do you think it’s possible for someone to love you back... and you don’t realize it?”

Amber turned to her gently.
“I think the heart knows things long before we admit them,” she said. “But sometimes, the truth hurts no matter how softly it comes.”
Foster finally looked at her grandmother and Amber saw everything.

The red eyes. The trembling chin. The held-in storm.

“Oh, sweetheart.” Amber wrapped her arms around Foster and pulled her close. Foster sank into the familiar scent; lavender soap, old paper, something warm and old and safe.

The first tear fell.
Then another.
And the storm burst open.
“I saw Jonah,” Foster whispered into Amber’s scarf. “He...he likes someone else. And she’s... she’s so pretty. And I—” Her voice cracked. “I feel so stupid.”

Amber stroked her back in slow circles.
“No heartache is stupid.”
“It hurts,” Foster said. “It hurts so much I can’t breathe.”

“I know,” Amber murmured. “Love always begins by teaching us how deeply we can feel.”

Foster’s fingers tightened on her grandmother’s sleeve.

“And it makes me feel... alone.”

Amber drew back enough to cup Foster’s face.
Her touch was warm, thin, trembling slightly.
“Then let me share this loneliness with you,” she whispered. “Just until you can breathe again.”

Outside, the wind brushed the snow sideways.
The cat leapt again, missed again, and rolled on its back in the whiteness.
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Amber glanced at the stray and smiled gently.

“You see?” she murmured. “Even the cat doesn’t catch what it reaches for. But look how beautifully it dances while trying.”

Foster wiped her nose on her sleeve.
“Amber... can I sleep in your room tonight?”
Amber hesitated, not out of refusal, but out of unreadable sadness passing like a shadow behind her eyes.

“Of course, sweetheart,” she said softly. “Come whenever your heart needs company.”

She touched Foster’s cheek again and whispered the last line of
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