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Rainy afternoons usually meant solitude at

the  Oakridge  Town  Library,  Leo's  favorite

sanctuary.  Tucked in the furthest alcove of the

local  history  section,  ten-year-old  Leo  sat

nursing a heavy heart. Just that morning, he had

accidentally knocked over his sister's cherished

clay  sculpture  and  hidden  the  broken  pieces

beneath his bed.

Generated By www.genstory.app

https://www.genstory.app/


Sahiya Sultana

2

Wandering down the narrow aisle, a flick of

gold light caught his eye from behind a row of

crumbling  encyclopedias.  Pushing  aside  the

heavy  volumes,  Leo  discovered  a  nameless,

leather-bound  journal  wrapped  in  weathered

silver  thread.  Its  spine  hummed  with  a  faint

vibration, warm to his touch.
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As Leo untied the ribbon and flipped open

the blank parchment, the pages began to ripple

like quiet  water.  Dark,  shimmering ink crawled

across  the  paper  on  its  own,  forming  neat

handwriting that detailed his exact morning. The

words  described  the  sound  of  the  ceramic

cracking  and  his  pounding  heartbeat  as  he

swept the evidence away.
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Heart pounding in his throat, Leo slammed

the heavy volume shut and stuffed it deep into

the  bookshelf.  Yet  the  next  afternoon,  an

irresistible  pull  drew  him  right  back  to  the

alcove. To his horror, the pages were now filled

with detailed illustrations showing the shattered

blue ceramic hidden beneath his bed frame.
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It  does  not  stop  showing  them  until  you

speak, whispered a gentle voice from behind the

neighboring  shelf.  A  classmate  named  Maya

stepped out, pointing to the edges of the book

where dark ink was beginning to creep onto the

wooden  desk.  She  explained  that  the  book

remembered every unconfessed truth,  growing

restless until the secret was released.
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The swirling ink stretched across the page,

forming a ticking clock made of dark mist and

bold  lettering.  A  fresh  line  appeared below:  if

the secret remained hidden by sunset, the book

would reveal the truth to his family itself. Leo felt

a cold spike of panic, realizing he was running

out of time.
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Staring  at  the  pulsing  words,  Leo  noticed

something  subtle  beneath  the  unsettling

illusion. The magical book was not malicious or

cruel; it was acting as a mirror, reflecting his own

heavy guilt back to him. The only way to stop

the ink from spreading was to take ownership of

his mistake.
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Leo  rushed  out  of  the  library  doors  and

sprinted all the way down Elm Street, his chest

heaving  as  he  burst  through  his  front  door.

Gathering his courage, he found his sister in the

kitchen,  confessed  everything,  and  pulled  the

broken  clay  pieces  out  from  under  his  bed.

Though she was  initially  upset,  her  expression

softened when he offered to help rebuild it.
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Breathless  but  immensely  relieved,  Leo

hurried  back  to  the  library  before  the  sun

dipped below the horizon. On the wooden table,

the strange journal lay open under the stained-

glass  window.  The  dark,  restless  ink  had

transformed into shimmering gold, displaying a

beautiful  drawing of  two hands holding glued

pieces of pottery together.
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Gently closing the leather cover, Leo tied the

silver  thread  around  the  book  and  placed  it

safely back in its hidden nook. He realized that

the town library kept many hidden truths,  but

none were meant to harm. With a lighter heart,

he stepped out into the evening sunset, ready to

face whatever came next.
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