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In a small village nestled between misty hills, Mei lived with

her father, a respected lantern maker. Every evening, they

crafted lanterns for travelers who passed through. Mei, a

curious girl of nine with warm light-brown skin and two short

braids, loved helping. She mixed the paste and cut the paper,

her small hands quick and careful. Her father, tall and sturdy

with a kind smile, taught her every step.
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Their workshop smelled of bamboo and glue. Shelves

overflowed with lanterns of red, blue, and green. Travelers

stopped by to buy them, and Mei's father always gave advice.

"A good lantern lights the way," he said, "but a kind heart

lights the journey." Mei nodded, her dark brown eyes shining.

She wore a teal tunic and a red thread bracelet, a gift from her

mother.
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One quiet evening, while sorting paper, Mei found a hidden

roll of golden paper. It shimmered like captured sunlight.

"Father, what's this?" she asked. He smiled. "I've been saving

it. They say it holds a special light, but I've never tried it."

Mei's round face lit up. "May I use it?" He nodded. "Let's see

what magic you can make."
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Mei carefully cut the golden paper into thin strips and glued

them onto a bamboo frame. Her father watched, his calloused

hands resting on his tool belt. When the lantern was finished,

Mei held it up. It glowed with a warm, golden light that

seemed to dance. "It's beautiful!" she whispered. Her father's

dark eyes twinkled. "Try it outside," he said. "See what it

shows."
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Mei stepped into the evening air. The golden lantern cast a

soft glow on the ground. Suddenly, she saw a faint path

glowing where no path had been before. It wound behind the

mill and through the tall grass. "Father!" she called. "There's a

hidden path!" He came out and gasped. "The golden paper

reveals what's hidden," he said. "This is a special gift."
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News of the golden lantern spread, but Mei kept the secret of

its making. She wanted to be sure it was safe. Then one

afternoon, thick fog rolled in from the hills. It was so dense

that people could barely see their own hands. A group of

villagers, including the Village Elder, had gone to gather herbs

and hadn't returned.

6



The Elder, a short, stooped woman with silver hair in a bun,

led the group with her wooden walking stick. Beside her was a

small child in a yellow shirt, clutching her hand. "Stay close,"

the Elder said, her faded grey eyes worried. But the fog was

like a wall. They couldn't find the path home. The child began

to cry.
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Back in the village, Mei's father organized a search. But the

fog was too thick. "We need a light that cuts through," he said.

Mei remembered her golden lantern. "Father, I can help!" She

grabbed the lantern and ran into the fog. Her father called

after her, but she was quick. "I'll be safe!" she shouted. "The

lantern will show the way!"
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Mei held the golden lantern high. Its light pierced the fog,

revealing a glowing path. She followed it, calling out, "Elder!

Child! Follow my light!" Her voice was small but brave. The

fog swirled, but the golden path stayed clear. She ran as fast

as her cloth shoes could carry her, her braids flying behind her.
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The Elder heard Mei's voice. "It's Mei!" she said. "Follow her

light!" The child in the yellow shirt wiped her tears and held

tight to the Elder's hand. They stumbled toward the glow. Mei

appeared, her lantern blazing. "This way!" she said. "Stay on

the golden path!" She led them through the fog, step by step.
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The golden path wound through the hidden parts of the

village, past the old well and the bent tree. Mei's father had

taught her every corner. Now the lantern showed them all. The

child in the yellow shirt looked at Mei with wide green eyes.

"You're like a star," she whispered. Mei smiled. "Just follow the

light."
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Finally, they reached the village square. The fog began to lift.

The Elder hugged Mei. "You saved us," she said. The child

hugged Mei's leg. Mei's father ran to her, his face full of pride

and relief. "You were brave," he said. "And clever." Mei held up

the lantern. "It was the golden paper," she said.
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Her father knelt down. "The golden paper is special," he said,

"but the magic is in sharing it. You must teach others how to

make these lanterns." Mei nodded. "I will," she said. The next

day, she gathered the villagers. She showed them how to cut

the golden paper and glue it to the frame. Everyone watched

closely.
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Soon, many golden lanterns glowed in the village. The Elder

helped cut paper, and the child in the yellow shirt glued strips.

Mei's father smiled as he watched his daughter teach. "Now

everyone can find their way," he said. Mei felt warm inside.

She had discovered a special light, and now it would help

everyone travel safely.
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From that day on, the village was known for its golden

lanterns. Travelers came from far away to buy them. Mei and

her father worked side by side, but Mei always made time to

teach. She learned that a skill shared is a gift that grows. The

red thread bracelet on her wrist reminded her of her mother's

words: "A kind heart lights the journey."
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And so, in the misty hills, the lantern maker's daughter grew

up with a light in her heart. She had learned that the best

magic is the kind you share. The village prospered, and the

hidden paths were never lost again. Mei's golden lantern still

hangs in the square, a symbol of courage and generosity.
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