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The Golden Cage

Once upon a time, in a sprawling, bustling city filled with towering skyscrapers and flashing neon lights, lived a very wealthy man named Arthur. Arthur was an extraordinarily successful businessman. He owned high-rise offices, imported shiny sports cars, and lived in a giant, marble mansion that looked like a modern castle. He shared this magnificent home with his sweet, soft-spoken wife, Eleanor, and their curious, nine-year-old son, Ethan.

Ethan was a bright boy with large, expressive eyes, but he rarely got to see the world outside. Their mansion was surrounded by massive concrete walls, iron gates, and high-tech security guards. Inside his room, Ethan had every toy imaginable: remote-controlled helicopters, rows of glowing video game consoles, and a mechanical toy train that ran along the ceiling. Yet, Ethan often stood by his bedroom window, pressing his nose against the cool glass, looking at the distant blue hills far beyond the smoky city haze.

One sunny afternoon, Arthur walked into Ethan’s playroom, his shoes clicking loudly on the polished wooden floor. He looked at his son, who was quietly stacking building blocks without much enthusiasm.


"Look at all of this, Ethan!" Arthur said proudly, waving his arms around the room. "Everything you could ever want is right here! I worked day and night to build this fortune so you would never know what it feels like to be poor. Aren't you glad we are so rich?"


Ethan looked up, holding a tiny green block in his hand. He offered a small, polite smile, but his eyes remained quiet.


"Yes, Father. Thank you," Ethan replied softly. "The toys are very nice."


Arthur frowned slightly. He wanted his son to be thrilled, to brag, to see the vast contrast between their luxurious life and the rest of the world. Arthur truly believed that happiness could be bought with a heavy wallet.


"You don't sound very excited, son," Arthur observed, crossing his arms. "Do you know how lucky you are? Out there, beyond our gates, people have to struggle just to buy a single toy."


Eleanor walked into the room just then, holding a tray of freshly baked chocolate-chip cookies. She smiled gently at her husband and patted Ethan’s head.


"Arthur, he is just a child," Eleanor said mildly. "He appreciates what you do, but perhaps he just wants to experience something new."


Arthur tapped his chin thoughtfully. An idea began to bloom in his mind. 'Aha!' he thought to himself. 'I will take Ethan on a trip. I will show him how poor people live in the countryside. When he sees their simple, difficult lives, he will finally understand how grand his own life truly is!'
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The Grand Plan

The next morning at the breakfast table, Arthur cleared his throat dramatically. He looked across the long, marble table at Ethan.


"Pack your sturdiest shoes, Ethan!" Arthur declared with a boisterous laugh. "We are going on an adventure. Just you and me. A father-son expedition!"


Ethan’s eyes instantly lit up. He put down his spoon, his face beaming with genuine curiosity.


"An adventure, Father? Are we going to see the ancient pyramids? Or maybe a hidden jungle?"


Arthur shook his head, a smug grin on his lips.


"Better than that. We are going to the deep countryside. We are going to visit a tiny, ordinary farm far away from the city. I want to show you how different life can be when you don't have wealth."


Eleanor came from inside the house, exchanging a knowing glance with her husband. She knew Arthur meant well, even if his methods were a bit peculiar.


"Be safe, you two," Eleanor said warmly. "And remember to open your heart to whatever you find there, Arthur."

"Oh, my heart is fine, Eleanor! I just want our boy to see reality," Arthur replied, confidently tapping his chest. "He needs to understand how the other half lives so he can truly appreciate his inheritance."


Ethan didn't mind the reason for the trip at all. All he heard was that he was finally leaving the tall concrete walls of the mansion. He ran up to his room, tossing his favorite sneakers, a sketchbook, and a box of colored pencils into his backpack. For the first time in months, Ethan was humming a happy tune.
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