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Where the Wind Goes to Sleep

gentle story for calm moments
Before the story begins, there is something small you should
know.
Lily the Squirrel is a little squirrel, curious and obser-
vant, always noticing the quiet things others pass by without seeing.




She is part of the Explorer Club — a small, gentle circle where ques-
tions are not rushed, and answers are not always given right away.

In their world, discovering something often begins by simply sitting
still and listening.

And then there is Mr. Purrlock.
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He is not a detective in the usual way.

In Tiny Town, in his quiet Sweet Garden, he doesn't chase answers — he
waits for them.

He listens.

He watches.

And somehow, he understands things that don't need to be explained
out loud.




Lily the Squirrel often visits him when she has questions that feel too
big, or too quiet, or too difficult to put into words.

And this story...
begins with one of those questions.




t was one of those quiet evenings that arrive slowly, almost with-
out you noticing, when the light softens on the walls and the whole
world begins to let go of the day.

Nothing felt rushed anymore, and even the smallest sounds seemed to
drift away on their own.

A calm, gentle stillness slowly filled the room, as if everything had
agreed it was time to rest.




Lily the Squirrel sat by the window, watching the curtain move just a
little,

and then grow still again, as if it was listening to something she could
not yet hear.

She stayed very quiet, almost as if she didn't want to disturb the mo-
ment.

For a while, it felt like the whole room was breathing slowly together.




“Mr. Purrlock... where does the wind go when it stops?” she asked softly.
It wasn't a quick question, but one that had been waiting inside her.

She looked at him, calm and curious, as if she already knew the answer
might be something quiet.
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Mr. Purrlock didn't answer right away, but looked at her gently, and
then somewhere beyond, as if he was following a thought that needed

time.
“The wind doesn't really disappear,” he said softly.

“It just goes somewhere quiet... where it can rest.”




Lily the Squirrel leaned a little closer, her voice almost a whisper.

“To rest?” she asked again.

“Yes,” he said, smiling gently, “and if we listen carefully, we can follow
it.”




They both stayed still for a moment, not saying anything more.
It felt like the quiet itself was guiding them somewhere.
And slowly, without even moving, they began to follow the wind, as if

something unseen had quietly taken their hands and led them forward.
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ometimes, the wind doesn't go far at all, but stays close to the
earth, drifting into fields where the grass moves in soft waves.

The air carries the gentle scent of lavender, calm and familiar,
like something you've always known.

The wind moves through it slowly, brushing lightly against the flowers,
as if it doesn’t want to disturb them.

As Mr. Purrlock spoke, Lily the Squirrel could almost see it, as if they
were already there, standing quietly among the lavender.

11 =



It begins to slow down, little by little, following the soft rhythm of the
field and the steady warmth of the earth beneath.

There is no need to hurry here, and nothing is asking it to move on.
And somewhere between the scent and the stillness, the wind gently

lets go... and softly falls asleep.
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ometimes, the wind continues on, finding its way into the forest,
where the light falls softly between the trees and everything

feels deeper and more still.

The air is cooler there, and the quiet feels older, like it has
been waiting for a long time.

The wind moves between the trunks, touching leaves that answer only
with the faintest sound.

For a moment, it felt as though the room had disappeared, and they
were walking slowly between the trees together.
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There is no need to rush in a place like this, where everything already
knows how to be still.

The wind follows that feeling, slowing down without trying, until its
movement becomes softer and softer.

And in the quiet between the trees, it rests... and falls asleep again.
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Sometimes, the wind travels farther still, until it reaches the sea, where
the water stretches wide and calm into the distance.

The surface rises and falls in slow, steady breaths, like something that
has nothing left to do but rest.

The wind glides across it gently, without a sound. They didn't move at
all, and yet it felt as though they had reached the sea, standing quietly
at its edge.
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Small ripples appear and disappear again, almost before they have
time to exist.

The sky above grows pale and soft, and everything feels open and qui-
et.

And there, between the sky and the water, the wind slowly lets go... and
softly falls asleep.
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Sometimes, the world is covered in snow, and everything becomes
softer, quieter, and gently held in stillness.

The ground is wrapped in white, and even the air seems to move more
slowly.

The wind drifts lightly, leaving only the faintest trace behind.
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Nothing resists it, and nothing follows it, and the whole world feels at
rest.

The quiet grows deeper, surrounding everything in calm.

And there, in the hush of the snow, the wind becomes softer... and falls
asleep.

Even the trees stand quiet, as if they, too, feel the stillness all around.
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nd sometimes, the wind comes closer than anywhere else,
slipping quietly into the room when the night has settled. And
slowly, they drifted back to the room, but a part of that quiet

stayed with them.

The wind continues, moving gently along the walls, brushing past the
curtain, and slowly finding its way toward the bed.

Everything feels warm, safe, and still.
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There, it pauses and listens to the slow rhythm of breathing, rising and
falling in a calm, steady way.

Little by little, it begins to follow that rhythm, softening with every
breath.

And without even noticing, it becomes part of the quiet.
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It no longer needs to move or go anywhere.

It simply rests, light and gentle, beside the calm it has found.

And there, in the stillness of the room, the wind falls asleep.
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The room had grown very still, and the night had settled softly around
everything.

Lily the Squirrel lay quietly, her breathing slow and even, as though it
had found its own gentle rhythm.

Perhaps the wind had rested in the meadow, in the forest, by the sea,
and in the snow... before quietly finding its way to the other friends
from the Explorer Club, bringing that same gentle quiet with it.
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END

And now, it was here, not to move or whisper, but simply to be still.

Mr. Purrlock watched quietly, knowing that some things are not meant
to be explained, only felt.

And in that gentle stillness... the wind was sleeping, and Lily the Squirrel
was too.
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— Llsten to the story as
L2 | you read:

- Where the Wind Goes to
Sleep

Scan the code to hear:

Or listen here

https://youtu.be/FbpHfKVRqiA
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If you enjoyed this book, please con-
sider leaving a review.

Your feedback helps other readers
discover it!

THANK YOU!







