The Mirror of Truth

Once upon a lime, in a
peaceful valley surrounded
by silver mounlains, Uhere
was a Liny village called
Elmwood. The villagers were
kind and hardworking, and
Lhey had one special rule:
always Tell The Trulh.

AU The center of The village

stood the Mirror of Truth, an

ancienl magical mirror Thal
could see inlo a person’s

hearl. Every year, Uhe villagers held a festival where each child

would stand in fronl of The

mirror and make a promise. If The

child had been honest all year, The mirror would shine brighl
gold. Bul if They had been dishonest, it would Turn cloudy and

gray.
In This village lived a boy named
Leo, who was clever, curious, and a
bil mischievous. Leo haled gelling
inCo Urouble, so somelimes, he Told
litlle lies To avoid being scolded. te
once broke his neighbor’s
Flowerpol and blamed il on The
wind. AnoCher Time, he Took
cookies from Uhe bakery and said
a bird Flew in and snalched Them.



As The Mirror Feslival approached, Leo
grew nervous. He knew The mirror

== would show his lies, and everyone

1 would see.

His best friend, Mila, noliced he was

worried. “Why don’t you just Tell The
Lrulh=" she asked kindly.

Leo shook his head. “Everyone will be
mad al me. I'll be The only one The
mirror doesn’l shine for.”

Mila looked al him seriously. “Bul hiding The Urulh only makes
it worse. The mirror doesn’t just show whal you did—il. shows
who you choose Lo be”

The day of The feslival came. One by
one, children slepped in fronl of The
mirror. IL shone gold for Mila and

many olhers. When il was Leo’s Turn,
his hearl pounded.

He stepped forward, and The mirror

shimmered—bul nol golden. Instead,
il was cloudy, swirling like a sLorm.

Leo Turned To The crowd. s voice

shook, bul he spoke clearly: “ have
lied. | broke a pol. | stole cookies. |

was afraid. Bul | dont want To lie anymore.”




The crowd was silenl. Then an old woman stepped forward—it

was The baker. “Thank you for Telling The Trulh, Leo,” she said,
placing a genlle hand on his shoulder.

Suddenly, The mirror flickered—and began Lo glow faintly gold.

I wasn’l as bright as The olhers, bul it shimmered with
warmth.

From Thal day on, L.eo worked To earn back The trusl he had
lost. He Fixed The Flowerpol and helped The baker every
morning. He never lied again.

And The next year, when he stood before The Mirror of Trulh,
il gleamed brighler Uhan ever.



