The Green Door That Whispers Goodnight

Every evening, just before the moon climbed high enough to peek through the window, Leo would
sit on his bed and listen to the quiet sounds of the house settling down. The floor made tiny creaks,
the clock ticked patiently, and somewhere far away a kettle sighed as it cooled. But what Leo loved
most was the soft glow at the end of the hallway. That glow always came from the same place: the
green door.The green door was different from all the others. It was not loud or shiny. It did not
squeak or complain. It simply stood there, calm and steady, painted in a deep, friendly shade of
green that felt warm even on chilly nights. Leo had never seen anyone open it, yet it always felt
awake, as if it were listening.One night, Leo finally whispered to it.- "Good evening, Green Door,"
Leo said, his voice small but brave.The hallway stayed quiet for a moment. Then, to Leo's surprise,
a gentle voice answered, smooth and slow like a lullaby.- "Good evening, Leo. Thank you for
noticing me."Leo's eyes widened, but he did not feel scared. Instead, his shoulders relaxed, and a
smile crept onto his face.- "You can talk?" he asked.- "Only when spoken to kindly," the green door
replied. "And only at bedtime."Leo sat cross-legged on the floor, his pajamas bunching at the
knees.- "Why are you green?" he asked.The door seemed to glow just a little brighter.- "Because
green is the color of calm thoughts and slow breaths," it said. "I was made to help children rest."Leo
nodded, as if this made perfect sense.- "What do you do all day?"- "I listen," the green door
answered. "l listen to footsteps, laughter, worries, and yawns. At night, | sort them gently so dreams
can begin."Leo leaned closer, feeling the cool air of the hallway brush his cheeks.- "Can you hear
my thoughts too?"- "Only the ones you let go of,” the door said softly.Leo sighed, a long breath he
did not realize he had been holding.- "I had a busy day," he admitted.- "I know," the green door
replied. "Your steps were faster than usual."Leo chuckled quietly.- "Can you help me sleep?'The
door did not answer right away. Instead, the handle warmed slightly, like it had been touched by
sunlight earlier and remembered the feeling.- "Of course," it finally said. "But first, tell me one good
thing from today."Leo thought carefully.- "I shared my snack with my friend," he said.- "That is a very
good thing,” the green door replied. "Kind moments make the softest pillows."Leo felt his eyelids
grow heavy.- "Will you still be here tomorrow?"- "I am always here," the door said. "Even when you
do not look."The hallway grew quieter. The clock ticked slower, or maybe Leo just noticed it less.-
"Do other kids talk to you?" Leo murmured.- "Some do," the door answered. "Some only listen. Both
are fine."Leo rested his head against the wall.- "What happens if someone opens you?"The green
door smiled in the way only doors can, by feeling peaceful.- "Then it means they are ready," it said.
"But tonight is for resting, not opening."Leo nodded again, barely awake now.- "Thank you," he
whispered.- "You are welcome, Leo," the green door whispered back. "Sleep gently."Leo stood up
slowly and walked back to his bed. As he pulled his blanket up to his chin, he glanced once more at
the end of the hallway. The green door looked the same as always, quiet and patient, but now it felt
like a friend watching over the night.Just before sleep took him, Leo thought he heard one last soft
sound.- "Good night,” the green door said.And with that, the house rested, the hallway dimmed, and
Leo drifted into calm, happy dreams, knowing the green door would be there again tomorrow
evening, ready to listen.
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