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Mira and the Moon-Garden
Sabrina Mollier
A gentle bedtime adventure about Mira, a curious child who follows moonlit lanterns into a secret garden to mend missing lullabies. With a quiet courage, a thimble compass, and a lantern-fox friend, she learns to help a lonely wind return songs and bring peaceful sleep back to her village.
ProseHub


    
The House That Could Not Sleep
Mira always knew the rhythm of her little house before she could count to ten. The kettle sighed twice at evening, the floorboards near the kitchen hummed like a sleepy insect, and Mama folded the best blanket in exactly three careful pulls. Mira’s room faced the lane where the moon hung like a pale coin; she made a small nest at the window every night with a wool shawl and a stuffed lamb named Mote whose cotton ear had been mended so many times it stood a little proud.
The house smelled of lavender and warm bread, and it had a soft, familiar creak that was more lullaby than noise. Still, lately, sleep had been an uncatchable thing. Mira would tuck Mote under her chin and close her eyes, and the edges of sleep would stretch thin like paper under a lamp. Sometimes the shadows in the corners would breathe as if the house itself were awake, turning from gear to gear, listening.
Tonight the moon slipped behind a smudge of cloud and left the lane a sketch of silver and grey. Mama leaned in the doorway, one hand on the door frame. Her voice was the old song that had always smoothed the air: "Hush now, small heart, let the world fold round you." Mira wanted the song to be enough, but the song found holes between the boards. The cat, Pip, arched and circled at the foot of the bed, tail a slow question. He did not leap up as usual; instead he hopped to the sill and blinked at the moon.
Mira listened. Beyond the usual night noises – the distant clock, a pipe’s hollow toot – there was a tiny, new sound: the faint tapping of something against glass, like a finger asking permission. She pressed her forehead to the cool pane and watched breath make a silver line. Outside, beyond the hedgerow and the tilted lamppost, the garden had always been a dark, private thing. Tonight a thin, pale glimmer moved inside it, like someone walking with a small lamp. The glimmer flitted from one flower to another and then vanished behind the willow.
Mira’s fingers tightened around Mote. "Did you see that?" she whispered to the lamb, though it could not see and only smelled of cotton and the faint dust of her pocket. Pip answered with a soft chirrup that sounded almost like warning. The house hummed. Someone had moved inside the night, and the movement carried the smell of cold moss and something older, like a story half-forgotten. Mira felt that something had slipped out of its place, and she did not like the feeling at all.
She lay very still and tried to make the song fill the thin places. The melody folded around her ears, a ribbon of voice. Outside, the glimmer returned, closer now, and Mira could make out that it was not a lamp but many tiny lanterns clinging to a string like fireflies on a line. They bobbed and tugged as if someone were carrying treasure too heavy for two hands.
Mira swung her legs over the bed. Her toes touched the wool rug, and the coolness travelled up to her knees. On the shelf, a paper boat she had folded in summer waited under a jar of marbles. The jar made a small sound when she moved the boat; one marble rolled free and bumped the lip. The noise startled her—so simple—and yet it seemed to break something that had been holding her back. She slipped on her shawl, wrapped Mote's tail in its fringe, and crept toward the door. The house closed its mouth in the soft way of places that keep secrets.
Pip slipped ahead of her and padded through the hallway with quick, padded steps. The kitchen smelled of overnight bread and a spoon of honey that had been left on the table. The window over the sink showed the lane reflected like black glass. Beyond the gate and under the willow branches the garden breathed and held its lanterns as if hiding.
At the gate, the hush of the village made the world feel thin and fragile. A breeze came, carrying the sound of something like a distant humming. Mira opened the latch. It creaked with the small, friendly complaint of hinges that had done their duty for years. Cool air brushed her face, full of wet leaves and the late scent of roses. Dew pinched at the tips of the grass and left little cold beads on her shoes.
As she stepped into the garden the lanterns shifted and drifted like small planets. They left a trail of faint, silver dust that clung to her shawl and Mote’s cotton ear. When she reached the willow, a lantern hung just within reach, bobbing as if breathing. Mira held out her palm. The lantern swung higher and rested against her skin. It was warm, as if it had a tiny heart.
The light fit into the hollow of her hand the way a rune fits into a stone. It pulsed slowly, and Mira felt tiny shivers run up her wrist. The glow was not loud like a candle; it was soft and behind-soft, the kind of light you find beneath a blanket where secrets keep. From somewhere deeper in the garden a sound answered, something like the thrum of a harp string plucked low.
"You weren’t sleeping, were you?" a voice asked—thin, spun from wind. It came not from the lantern but from the willow itself, where leaves made small sighs. Pip chirped and rubbed his head against Mira’s ankle as if to say he had been waiting for her to notice.
She clutched the lantern closer. "No. The song… it goes out," Mira whispered. "It doesn’t hold me like it used to."
A ripple moved through the lantern’s light and a little mote of brightness rose, like a dust-speck learning to fly. "Lullabies slip," the mote answered. "They gather in places where loneliness grows. We keep them warm, but not forever. This night the warmth is thin." The mote fluttered and shivered and then, as if remembering it had a part to play, it tugged free a thin silken thread that lay hidden under the roots. The thread shimmered with a faint blue.
Mira watched it, breath shallow, feeling a strange, solemn sort of excitement. "Who would take a lullaby?" she breathed.
"Not taken as some steal," the willow hummed. "Some winds gather what they think will make them whole. They do not mean harm, but they do not share what they keep. You can find it if you follow the trail of the small lights. Someone must ask the wind to give the song back. You must be brave in a way that is as gentle as you are kind."
Mira felt the word brave thread through her chest like the silken thread the lantern had shown her. Her heart was a small animal in a dark room, but it did not flee. She folded the thread into her fist and tucked the lantern under her shawl. The willow rustled as if pleased. Outside, the village breathed and slept. Inside Mira, something steadied.

    
The Gardener and the Thimble Compass
Mira did not wake Mama. She eased the latch of the garden gate and went looking for the place the willow pointed to, following the faint trail of silver dust that settled on the hedgerow like frost. The night smelled of earth and distant woodsmoke. A moth brushed her cheek in a gentle apology and went on its way. Pip trotted beside her, his paws making small, muffled prints.
The path led away from the lane toward a part of the garden Mira had passed only in daylight, where Mr. Bramble kept his rows of lavender and tiny blue moons. Mr. Bramble was a small, stooped man with palms like folded maps and a beard that smelled of compost and cinnamon. In daytime he hummed to the plants and spoke softly to peonies. Tonight he sat upon a low stone bench, his head bowed, hands folded in his lap like two sleeping birds. Moonlight silvered his hair and made his jacket look knit from the sky.
He looked as if he had been expecting them. "You came," he said without surprise, voice the soft scratch of a pencil on paper. His eyes were the clear gray of river stones. Mira held her shawl tighter because she felt as if she had been walked into the center of a very old story.
"The lanterns—" she started.
Mr. Bramble lifted his hand toward the beds. "They are loose tonight. Something has been gathering lullaby-light. They pile them up like a winter store of grain and keep them warm. I call them dream-lights. When they are taken away from their places, our sleep forgets how to find itself. I can tend the roots but I cannot fetch the winds. They answer only to another small, steady heart."
He pressed a palm into the pocket of his coat and drew out a silver thimble that had been polished until it shone like a tiny moon. It was not plain; it was engraved with little maps and lines and a single dot that glowed like an eye. "This is a thimble compass," he explained. "It points toward things that are missing in a gentle way—where lullaby is thin, where a child’s dream has gone wandering. It will not tell you where to go like a blunt needle. It will hum and warm your skin and make small things settle when you are near."
Mira accepted the thimble as if it were a promise. It was warm where his fingers had held it. Pip sniffed it and looked almost reverent. Mr. Bramble smiled, showing a gap where a tooth had once lived. He handed her a small jar wrapped in a scrap of blue cloth. "A little light to keep in your pocket if you need it," he said. "And this—" He paused and tapped the thimble with a fingernail. "—will guide you to the place where the wind keeps its hoard. But remember: the wind is not cruel by nature. It is hollow where something should be. You must not force it. Ask it, and be ready to listen."
Lumen arrived then, slipping from the shadow like a promise. Lumen was a small fox-shaped lantern that walked on four delicate legs and carried a warm glow beneath its ribs. Its fur was braided light. It regarded Mira with bright button eyes and then nudged her knee with its luminous nose.
"You said gentle," Mira murmured, and the fox-lantern made a small, contented trill. It threaded itself around her other foot and seemed to say, Come.
They left Mr. Bramble to his bench. The gardener stood and watched them go, hands clasped behind his back. The garden whispered around them—herb leaves rubbed together in soft complaint, the old stone fountain breathing in and out. The thimble hummed faintly on Mira’s finger, like a tiny, distant heart. It warmed her as they walked, tugging once toward the east where the lane bent and the willows thinned.
At the edge of the beds the path fell away into a lower place, a hollow where the ground was softer and the willow roots made a small roof. Fallen leaves clung to their ankles and the air grew thick with the scent of root and rain. The lanterns above swung and watched. Mira could hear, under the breath of the garden, a song that was half-mutter, half-memory—an echo of lullabies, altered and braided together in curious ways.
They reached the weeping willows where the soil kept the cool and the sound of water lived like a steady pulse. Here, stones sat like teeth and a shallow creek trickled along a bed of glass-smooth pebbles. When Mira leaned over the bank she could see, in the water, little bobbing lights as if someone had strung stars across the surface. The thimble pulled harder now, humming a single clear note.
A willow hung low and whispered at them. Its branches shook like soft hands. "To get across," it sighed, "you must give the water back a voice. The stones remember songs but they forget their part if no one speaks. Hum what you know; the creek will hold it and make a path."
Mira set her feet on the stones and closed her eyes. Memories came like moth-wings: Mama’s hands smoothing sheets, the smell of cinnamon buns, the small stubborn way Mote’s patch always slid sideways on the pillow. Then she remembered a line of the lullaby she had sung a thousand times, the line that always made her yawn: "Sleep, as the silver river slips, drift with stars on gentle lips." She hummed it very softly, letting the tune fill the back of her throat.
The stones answered by warming under her feet. The water parted in tiny ripples and the surface smoothed like a polished mirror. A path, made of stone and the water’s memory, rose just enough for small boots. Lumen hopped light and quick, leaving a tiny trail of soot-like sparks that smelled faintly of lemon. Pip balked at the first wet rock but then darted across with a flash of fur. Mira's heart stuttered once at the cold that kissed her ankles, but the thimble glowed and steadied her palm.
On the far side of the creek the marsh spread: low reeds that whispered secrets, a hush that muffled even the small steps of night creatures. The air smelled of peat and old stories. Far ahead, just beyond a circle of high reeds, Mira could see a darker shape moving—like smoke in the moonlight with two small eyes that glowed like embers. The thimble thrummed in answer and tugged her forward.
The reeds tried to tell them lies. They twisted small songs into the air, copying the lullaby lines in crooked versions until Mira felt her memory wobble and forget which was the original. The echoes were clever and soft; they sounded like childhood and home and then put in a little wrong note that made the teeth of her jaw ache.
Mira pressed the thimble to her lips. "Stay true," she told herself, and the compass answered with a tiny pulse. Lumen walked ahead with careful steps, nose skimming the water. Pip’s tail bristled as if he tasted the reed’s mischief. Once, a reed snagged at Mira’s sleeve and whispered: "Keep us. We will hold the song and give you warmth." It smelled sweet, like rotten sugar.
She tugged free and sang louder, the line that was hers and no-one-else’s: "Drift with stars on gentle lips." The marsh eased, the reeds bowing as if they had remembered their place. The wrong notes slid silently away into the mud. In the middle of the marsh a low, round building sat like a ribcage—an old mill whose sails had once been proud but now hung slack and mournful. The dark shape Mira had seen moved across the mill’s shadow and then watched them from the rim of a window like a small, tired bird.
Something in Mira’s chest tightened. She had imagined wind as a thing that only rushed through trees and carried leaves. This wind looked like a little figure of smoke with eyes in the place where a face might have been—no mouth, just a hollow where a smile could have been. It turned its head as if listening, and when it looked at Mira there was about it a long, echoing loneliness, the kind that made small creatures look for pockets to hide in.
The thimble grew warm enough to bother her skin. She pressed it into her palm and decided then that she would go to the mill, even if her knees shook. Lumen padded close and rested its warm head against her ankle. Pip made a small sound that was almost a purr and then a warning. Bramble’s words came back to her: ask, do not force. Mira took a breath that made the air in her lungs proud and steady. "I will ask," she said to the wind that watched her from the window.

    
The Mill and the Wind that Gathered Songs
The old mill had the tired look of things that used to be important. Its stones were scarred by weather and time, and moss had grown into the cracks like small green rivers. The sails hung at odd angles, and when the breeze found them they made a long, hollow sigh. Mira could hear the mill listening as if it kept its own memories somewhere inside.
She climbed the small lip of the mill yard, boots whispering against dry leaves. The window where the wind watched was a crescent, a hole of glass clouded by breath. The thing inside moved like smoke in a jar. When it stepped forward to the window its two eyes—small and honest as embers—opened wide and the space where a mouth should be made a soft breeze.
"Why do you come?" it asked, in a voice that was only the sound of night moving.
Mira swallowed. She could have told it all the reasons—how the song had thinned in her chest, how nights stretched and licked at her like a patient cat, how the lanterns had slipped and the willow had sighed. But she had been told to ask and to listen. So she gathered herself into the small, firm shape of a question and offered it as clearly as she could. "Who are you? Why do you keep the lullabies?"
The wind rustled, smoothing dust. "I am called by many things," it said. "I have no name that speaks when people sleep. I listen in the spaces between breaths. Once I had a home where voices came and kept me warm. They left, or they grew, or they forgot. I thought if I kept songs I would not be empty. I gathered them, mending them to my chest. I am not cruel, child. I am only very hollow."
Mira felt an odd sympathy flicker inside her, like a candle finding shade. She thought of the empty chair at the end of their table on market days, how sometimes music faded when visitors left. She thought of how Pip would sometimes look at the doorway as if expecting someone who might never return. She shifted Mote under her arm, as if that cotton sheep could press comfort into the air.
"If you are hollow," she said, "then perhaps we can fill you not by taking, but by staying. Will you let me see what you keep?"
The body of wind contracted as if surprised. It warmed a fraction and the mill sighed. Murr—the name the willow had taught her when she asked—was cautious but curious. For a breathless moment the two of them simply looked at one another. Outside, the moon kept its patient watch.
Slowly, the wind lifted its hands—if one could call something made of air hands—and in its hollow where a chest should be, a tiny light glowed. Then another. They were many and small, like new moons, each wrapped in a thin, smoky net. When the wind opened itself more, they drifted free and circled Mira like moths. Each light carried a sound—half a word, a humming, a memory of a night when someone hummed and the person listening smiled.
One light was the sound of a boy counting sheep in a barn and falling asleep before he finished. Another smelled of toothpaste and a bedtime song about brave ships. One smelled of plum jam and the hum of an old woman telling stories about wolves. Mira recognized some pieces of melody; others were strange and crooked, stitched in the wrong key like odd buttons sewn onto a coat.
Murr drew the lights in close again, cradling them like a child with small things. "They keep me from cracking open when the wind is winter," it murmured. "If they fly free I will go hollow as a bell and be only a cold sound."
Mira held the thimble compass tight. She thought of Mr. Bramble’s face as he had given it to her, the patience with which he polished tiny things until they gleamed. "What if, instead of taking them all, we taught them to live in places where they can be shared but still kept warm?" she asked. "What if you could have a song you borrow, one you put back, and others borrow too?"
That idea seemed almost new to the wind. It tilted its head as if balancing a question. "Sharing…" it breathed, a small rustle of leaves. Murr’s voice had the soft, rough edge of someone who had not been spoken with for a long time. It seemed to hunger for something like an answer and then, timidly, to need reassurance that it would not be left alone.
Mira thought of her own room when Mama hummed and of how the song wrapped the house like a shawl. She thought of loneliness as a cold stone you could hand to another to hold for a moment so you would not carry it alone. She stepped forward and offered the thimble on her open palm.
"Will you try?" she asked.
The thimble felt suddenly heavy in her hand and it shimmered with tiny threads of light. The wind hesitated and then, as if giving a promise like placing a pebble in a child's palm, it touched the thimble with a sigh. It was not a gentle touch as a human might mean; it was a cool breath that lifted Mira's hair and made the lantern-fox prickle with sparks.
At once, the small lights came nearer, and Murr drew them one by one into the thimble. As each light entered, the thimble hummed, warm and full. Mira closed her fingers around the little moon and felt a deep calm settle in her bones.
"You will hold them and carry them to places they belong," Murr said, and for the first time the wind's voice was softer, a lullaby that knew the contour of a child's hand. "I will try to keep only a single song to remember, a small thread that ties me back. If I keep too much, it will all spill. I cannot learn without you."
Mira felt her chest expand. Wanting to hold all the small things in the world had been a temptation she had not thought much about, but seeing them in the thimble, warm and safe, she felt how heavy that care could be. She would carry what she could; she would ask others when she needed help. She tucked the thimble into her pocket and wrapped her shawl tighter around her shoulders like a soft armor.
Murr set a single tiny light on the sill as if giving a gift back. It glowed like a promise. "If you return what is borrowed, the village will mend. I will learn to be less hollow. Sit with me and tell me what keeps your house warm. Teach me how to listen."
So Mira sat on the mill sill with the wind and unfolded every small thing she knew: the order Mama folded her quilts, the way Pip’s purr sounded like a secret, the tiniest part of the lullaby that always made her eyes feel heavy. The wind held the thimble close and practiced the rhythm of breathing as if learning to be gentle. Outside the mill, the reeds paused in their whispering and the moonlight leaned in like a kindly neighbor.
When the first thread of dawn sent a pale finger up over the hedgerow, the mill looked less like a tired bone and more like an old, renewed thing. Murr had learned a new smallness to hold. It did not disappear entirely—it had to be what it was: wind. But there was a pocket inside the wind now where a single hummed line lived, a memory that would not go away. The thimble in Mira’s pocket felt warm and heavy and honest.
They walked back together, the fox-lantern padding and sputtering tiny stars, Pip scuffing the ground beside their feet. The garden was hushed as if it had been stitched through the night. As they reached Mr. Bramble’s bench he stood up and, without fuss, accepted the story like someone receiving peat for a hearth. "You have begun the right way," he said quietly, as if telling someone a truth that did not need trumpets. "Here is a seed for you—one seed. Plant it at your window and sing to it. It will grow the small light that keeps a lullaby close."
Mira accepted the seed. It fit in her palm like a pebble and smelled faintly of sugar and old paper. She thought of how small and brave she felt, how the night had seemed wide and scary at first and now seemed to fold into a map she could carry. Learning that songs could be given back instead of taken felt like learning to tie her own shoes: it took small patience and a steady hand.
When she stepped back over the garden gate the lane was waking with a thin, sleepy grey. The first rooster faraway began its small, surprised cry. Mira crept home and slipped back into bed with Mote tucked under her chin. The thimble lay against her ribs, warm and steady, like a heart she had found in the dark. She closed her eyes with the memory of the wind's first shy promise, and for the first time in many nights, sleep arrived as if someone had knotted a soft rope for her to climb down into.

    
Home with a Seed and a Song
Dawn smelled of toast and river and a little regret for the night that had passed. Mira woke with the thimble warm in her palm and a small, satisfied ache in her knees. The house was as she had left it: Mama humming in the kitchen, steam rising from the kettle, the sun making a square of promise on the floorboards. When she slipped downstairs she found Mama’s face already lifted toward her, one eyebrow curved as if waiting for news without even asking.
Mira tucked her hands into her pockets and felt the seed—dry and sweet—nestled there. She set it on the table and poured herself a cup of warm milk as if she had not just carried a mill’s worth of small changes through the night. Mama’s hum softened to a knowing smile. "You look as if you have dust on your shoes from traveling in someone else's dreams," Mama said, not surprised, because mothers are often the keepers of strange things and know when a child's pockets hold unusual weight.
Pip circled Mira’s ankles and then darted off, bounding toward the window as if to show his approval. Outside, through the glass, her corner of the lane looked ordinary: the lamppost leaning like a bow, the wheelbarrow sleeping against the shed. But between the hedgerows the world kept a secret light, a remnant of the lanterns that had bobbed like a procession. The village itself seemed to breathe more evenly, as if someone had folded a blanket over an ache.
After breakfast, Mira went back to the garden with the seed wrapped in a bit of cloth. Mr. Bramble came out to meet her, his hands tidy, eyes friendly as the soil he loved. He took the seed for a moment and weighed it between his fingers. "Plant it where the moon can find it," he said. "Sing it a small song, and let people pass by the window sometimes so it has company. The thing about small lights is they grow with company."
She planted the seed in a shallow pot and tucked it against the sill where she could see the lane and the moon through the night. The soil was cool and smelled like promises. She pressed it under the dirt as if tucking it into a pocket. Then she sang—not loudly, but with the clear edge of someone who has learned a new line. She hummed the lullaby she had learned and the wind’s small borrowed line. The seed shivered under the song and a faint glow like the heart of a match blinked where she had pressed her fingertip into the earth.
Days twined into each other. The village mended in the small ways that matter: neighbors stopped at each other’s gates to swap pickles and gossip, and no one found their sleep sewing seams. If someone’s night frayed into edges, the willow leaned low and lent a limb until steadiness returned. Mira’s seed grew a single leaf in a week, then a bud that glowed with a tiny, patient light at dusk.
She kept the thimble in her pocket and, sometimes when the wind came to the window, she would set it on the sill and hum to see if Murr would answer. Once, the wind curled in and made a sound like a butterfly trapped in a tin can, and Mira laughed and tapped the thimble. Lumen came and slept curled like a lantern at the base of the pot. Pip would nudge the plant and then sit very still, as if he too wanted to learn to listen.
Mira found that bravery was not always a loud thing. It often looked like keeping someone company when they were empty, or offering a small light and then asking them to return it. She noticed the way Mama’s hands moved across a sheet, smoothing and smoothing, and how even the smallest kindness could close a gap that seemed as wide as a river.
One evening, when the moon leaned in like a steady friend, there came a soft sound at her window. A thin breath of wind pressed a single, new melody against the glass. Mira opened the window and found a small, shy gift left on the sill: a scrap of music, a new line Murr had learned. It was a sliver of sound that fit perfectly inside the lullaby she already knew. Mira touched it and felt the memory of the mill and the smell of moss, the way the thimble had warmed in her hand. She rang the little bell on the shelf, a bell that did not make noise for everyone, just for those who knew how to listen.
Mr. Bramble, who had come to call by the lane, tipped his hat as if to say, Well done, without ever needing more words. He left, humming to himself. Mira leaned back against the window frame and let the night fold around her like a familiar blanket. Outside, somewhere on the edge of the village, the wind paused and learned the gentle geometry of keeping and giving back.
Night after night the garden kept its quiet, the lanterns swinging gently on their string. Mira grew in small ways the way seedlings do: a centimeter here, a thicker leaf there, a steadier breath when the dark came. The thimble lived in her pocket and rattled faintly like a contained heart when she ran, and once in a long while she would take it out and set it on the sill to see if it remembered the warmth of Murr’s breath. The wind would send back a single, careful note as if to say it was practicing.
The village slept easier. Small children who had once woken thinking the moon had run away now slept until their feet hit the floor. Old men who had lost voices in the wind found their songs again in the hum of the market. People began to leave their doors unlatched a little, as if trusting that their nights would remain stitches rather than gaps.
Mira learned that courage could be the quiet work of mending: a thimble of bravery threaded with common kindness; a seed and a song. She kept Mote by her pillow and sometimes in the morning she would find an extra stitch sewn into the lamb’s cotton ear as if an invisible hand had been by in the night to tidy things. She did not tell everyone about the mill or the wind; some truths are kinder kept as small, secret lanterns. But she did tell Mr. Bramble about the way the thimble hummed on cold evenings, and he would nod and say, "Keep your hands gentle. Keep your questions softer than a net."
One night, when the moon was full and kind and the lamp next door had blown its breath out, Mira lay very still. She could hear her own slow breathing, the house settling like a contented animal. The seed in its pot sent up the faintest blue glow and Lumen slept by its side, breathing warm light. Pip curled into a little cinnamon spiral.
Mira put her palm over Mote’s cotton ear and felt the steady, tiny thrum of the thimble in her pocket. She thought of the wind and its hollow chest and of the mill that had learned to keep its memories in smaller boxes. Then, yawning like an old door, she let her eyelids fall. The lullaby wrapped around her like a shawl. She breathed in the smell of lavender and toast and a small, contented world, and at last the sleep she had sought came without chasing it, soft as a hand on a shoulder.
Outside, the willow rustled and the moon drifted overhead, keeping watch as it always had. Somewhere, faint and sure, a wind practiced the rhythm of giving back. Mira dreamed of lanterns and fox-lights and a mill that hummed a line of music just to hear it again. When she woke the next morning the world seemed a little kinder, and so she smiled with the slow, gentle knowledge that she had grown a little braver and a little more patient than she had been before.
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