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The Moura Who Wove by Moonlight

In an old village with Roman stones on the hillside, a crumbling tower
stands. People avoid it at night, for they say a Moura appears there during
the full moon. One summer night, a young shepherd wanders by. As the
moon rises, he hears a delicate tapping— not footsteps, but the rhythmic
clatter of a loom.

He peers inside. A woman sits at a loom, dressed in white, her long black
hair reaching the ground. The thread she weaves shines like moonlight,
forming patterns of springs, roads, stars, and ancient signs.

She notices the boy and speaks calmly: “I have waited a long time. If |
finish this weaving before dawn, | will be freed. But | cannot do it
alone.”The boy asks how he can help. The Moura replies: “Pick up the
thread, and ask nothing. Do not count the time. Do not speak my name.”

The boy was holding the thread all night, when a rooster crows and the first
sunlight appears, the boy asks: “How much time is left?” At that moment,
the thread snaps. The loom falls silent, the cloth vanishes, and the Moura
slowly turns to stone with her loom. Only a small piece of fabric remains:
the corner of a scarf with an unfinished pattern.

It's said that anyone who reweaves it will dream of paths they have never
walked before. The Moura still waits in the tower for someone who can
finish her work without questions.















