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In ancient times, in the heart of an enchanted forest, there was a kingdom ruled by a wise and strong king. His people revered him not only for his justice but also for his deep connection with nature. The forests here whispered peacefully, the rivers carried their waters without storms, and the animals lived in harmony with humans. It was said that the king understood the language of the wind, knew the secrets of the trees, and could hear the voices of the earth. His reign was a time of peace and prosperity because even nature itself blessed him.

The king had three sons: Rey, Mars, and Lex.

Rey, the eldest, grew up serious and responsible, always knowing that one day he would inherit the crown. He studied ancient books, learned the art of negotiation, and always walked with his head held high. His voice was calm, and his words were measured. Yet, sometimes a secret fear stirred in his heart: would he be able to be as great a ruler as his father?

Mars, the middle brother, had a different temperament. He was cheerful, passionate, and restless, like the wind that freely roams the fields. He couldn’t sit still – he loved travels, adventures, and challenges. As a child, he would often run into the forest, catch butterflies, and try to reach the stars, dreaming of one day exploring the great world.

Lex, the youngest, was entirely different. He loved silence. His world was in every leaf that quietly fell from a tree, in every raindrop that rolled down a branch. He did not seek fame or heroic deeds – for him, the greatest happiness was helping others. Lex knew that every word, every kind action had the power to change the world.

One day, the king gathered his sons in the throne room.

"My sons," he said, his voice calm like a deep river. "You have grown strong and wise. I am proud of each of you. But the time has come for you to make a choice that will determine the future."

Rey, Mars, and Lex held their breath.

"Our kingdom is waiting for new rulers," the king continued. "You must find your life companions. But do not seek beauty or wealth. Seek the one who is worthy of you, as you must be worthy of her."

The brothers exchanged glances. How would they choose the one?
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The king smiled. "There is a wise Forest Fox. She lives in the very heart of the enchanted forest, where the stars shine brighter than anywhere else. She promised to marry the one who brings her the most precious gift."

A hush fell over the room.

"You will embark on a journey," the king said. "Only the one who finds the gift that will impress the Forest Fox will become the ruler of the kingdom."

A cold breeze rustled outside the windows. The three brothers felt something invisible brush their hearts – the breath of great destiny.

They didn’t know that ahead of them lay the greatest adventure of their lives.

The Journey Begins

That night, the wind wandered through the castle corridors, as if whispering the words of an ancient prophecy.

The brothers couldn't sleep. They stood by the large window in their chambers, gazing at the night sky. The stars shone brightly, like tiny lights on the map of their destiny.

"We’ll leave at dawn," Rey said quietly.

"Yes," Mars replied, his voice trembling with excitement. "The Forest Fox will receive the best gift from me!"

"And what if it's impossible to surprise her?" Lex asked thoughtfully.

"Everything in the world can be surprised," Mars smiled. "The only question is with what."

Lex didn’t respond. He knew that each of them felt it – this path would change them. But how, none of them knew.

At dawn, the three brothers stood at the castle gates. The sun was just beginning to touch the treetops, painting the sky in soft pink and golden hues.

The king approached them. His posture was proud, but in his eyes, there was a barely noticeable hint of worry.

"Each of you has chosen your path," he said, looking at his sons. "You will travel alone, and only your hearts will lead you to the right choice."

The sons nodded silently.

"Here are three magical deer for you," the king said. "They are wiser than any horses and will help you overcome the toughest paths."

Servants led out the three majestic animals. Their antlers shimmered with silver, and their eyes were deep, as if they reflected the very essence of the world’s nature.

Rey approached the first deer — it was majestic, cream-colored, like the light of the first snow.

Mars received the dark deer — fast as the wind in the mountains.

Lex was given the creature of ripe golden hue, its fur reflecting the sunlight like shimmering autumn leaves.

"Be wise. And remember: the most precious gift is not what costs much. It’s what cannot be measured," the king said.

He extended his hand, touching the shoulder of each son.

"Return."

"We will," the brothers replied.

And, mounting their deer, each set off in their own direction.
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Three Roads
Rey chose the path to the north. There, amidst the oldest forests and silent cliffs, lived spirits who knew all the secrets of the world. If anyone could tell him what truly was the most precious, it would be them.

Mars headed east. He had always dreamed of adventures, and there, beyond the rivers and mountains, lay the Forgotten Lands, home to the oldest of mages. His heart raced at the thought of discovering something no one else knew.

Lex chose the west — the land where the Tree of Life grew. He had heard legends of its fruits, which could heal even those who had lost their last hope.

The three brothers parted ways, their shadows fading beyond the horizon.

The forest, like an old sage, swayed the tops of its trees, as if bidding them farewell.

The great journey had begun.

The Northern Path

Prince Rey traveled further, until the familiar lands were far behind. Around him stretched a quiet, majestic forest, older than the kingdom itself. The trees grew so tall that their tops disappeared into the gray mist. When the wind passed through the branches, it made sounds like whispers — as if the trees were speaking to each other.

Rey wasn’t afraid. He had heard stories since childhood about the spirits of the North — beings who had witnessed the birth of this world. They lived among the rocks and lakes, hidden deep in the heart of the forest. It was said that they never spoke lies, but their answers were always mysterious.
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The First Night in the Forest

As the sun hid behind the dark treetops, Rey decided to rest for the night. He lit a small fire and sat down, wrapping himself in a warm cloak. The silence around him was profound — no birds sang, no animals stirred.

Suddenly, something rustled in the darkness.

Rey slowly placed his hand on the hilt of his sword. He didn’t move, only stared into the shadows.

Then, from among the trees, a figure emerged.

It was an old woman. Her hair shimmered silver, like moonlight, and her clothes resembled the bark of trees. She leaned on a staff adorned with dried roots and gazed directly at Rey.
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— What are you seeking in these woods, prince? — her voice was rough, like cracked earth.

Rey wasn’t surprised. He knew that in enchanted places, it was unwise to ask "Who are you?" — the answer could be too terrifying.

— I am searching for the most precious gift for the Forest Fox, — he answered honestly.

The old woman tilted her head.

— And what, in your opinion, is the most precious?

Rey paused for a moment.

— I don’t know, — he admitted. — That’s why I’m seeking answers.

The old woman quietly laughed.

— Very well. But before I help you, you must undergo a trial.

She extended her hand — and before Rey, three paths appeared.

One led to a dense forest, where the trees leaned so low that no light could pass through. The second led to a frozen lake, covered with a thin layer of ice. The third led to a towering cliff, rising up into the very clouds.

— Choose the path that seems right to you, — she said.

Rey knew: in trials like these, there is no easy answer. He looked once more at the three paths. 
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The dark forest – the path of the unknown. It could hide dangers, traps, or even demons.

The frozen lake – the path of risk. The ice could crack beneath his feet, and he would disappear into the cold waters.

The rock – the path of patience. Climbing upwards was hard, but from the peak, one could see more than from below.

Rey made his choice.

He stepped onto the path leading to the rock.

The old woman nodded and, as if dissolving into the air, disappeared.

Climbing was not easy. The stones crumbled beneath his feet, the wind howled in his ears, and the clouds surrounding the rock made it impossible to tell how much farther the peak was.

But Rey did not stop.

He knew: the path of a ruler always leads upwards.

Finally, when his legs were cramping, he reached the summit. And there, on the very edge of the abyss, he saw her.

A huge white owl.

Her feathers shone like silver, and her eyes sparkled with starlight. She sat on a stone and silently watched him.

Rey, breathing heavily, knelt before her.

[image: image]

– You have traveled a long path, – the owl finally spoke. – Now I will give you a gift.

A small mirror appeared before him.

– This mirror does not show what is, but what you wish to see, – the owl said. – But remember: the truth may turn out to be worse than a lie.

Rey took the mirror. Its surface was smooth, like water.

He looked into it – and saw himself.

He saw himself, but not as he was now – young and full of doubt, weary from the journey and trials. No, this was him in a few years. He stood on the throne, his face calm, but in his eyes, there was still an invisible sorrow that constantly touched his heart. His kingdom – vast and mighty – but not without its losses. All the decisions he made bore the mark of the hard choices that had to be made on the path to power. Every word he spoke was important, every movement – under constant scrutiny.

In his heart, doubts pulsed – was he truly ready to take on such responsibility? He closed his eyes, and everything blurred in the light, like a wave fading into the sand.

"This is not just a mirror," Rey thought. "This gift will give me not only answers. It will show me who I can become. But am I ready to be the one it depicts? Can my heart bear the truth it hides from me?"

He felt the echo of the old owl’s voice in his head, reminding him that the truth might not be what it seems. That even what he desires may darken his soul.

Rey opened his eyes and for a moment felt emptiness, as if he no longer existed in this world. The owl was gone. And not just gone, but became part of the forest, dissolving like mist at dawn. The winds below in the forest began their melodies, and the branches of the trees swayed softly in their rhythm, as if forgetting about time.

He sat there on the rock, feeling the heavy stone of calmness fall upon his shoulders. This was not just a choice of the path back. It was a choice between who he was and who he could become. And this path was not promised to be easy.

Rey slowly stood up. He carefully placed the mirror into his bag.

Now, only one thing remained — to return, and the path ahead was already different.

Lost in his thoughts, he looked up at the sky. The wind brought with it new smells of the forest, and the stars in the sky shone so brightly that Rey felt his soul filling with peace. But this peace was not final. It was only a transition to a new beginning.

He knew: this gift would not just help him impress the Forest Fox. It would change him.

Only the wind gently swayed the tree branches below.

Rey put the mirror in his bag.

It was time to head back.

Prince Mars and the Path to the East

The wind danced through the trees, playing with yellow leaves as Prince Mars rode across the plains on his dark stag.

His heart raced faster with excitement. Unlike serious Rey, he was not burdened with thoughts of responsibility or the future of his kingdom.

He lived for adventure.

And this time, his path led to the East, to the Forgotten Lands, where, according to legends, ancient wizards once lived. It was said that
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