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Chapter 1: Miss Annie’s Surprise
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One bright morning, sunlight slipped into the classroom like a curious guest, peeking over desks and dancing on open notebooks. The air felt different that day... as if something exciting was waiting to happen.

But the students? They were busy being their usual noisy selves.

“Look! Look!” Bilal whispered loudly (which is just another way of shouting). “My pencil can roll from here to there without falling!”

“That’s not special,” Zara replied, crossing her arms. “My pencil can jump.”

“Pencils don’t jump,” said Aina.

“Mine does,” Zara insisted, flicking it. The pencil jumped... and landed straight on Samuel’s book.

Samuel gasped like something dramatic had just happened. “It attacked me!”

The class burst into giggles.

Right then... 

Click.

The door opened and Miss Annie walked in. 

And then classroom went silent and all kids become attentive to Miss Annie. Miss Annie stood near her desk. She was watching the class with a gentle smile. Not a strict smile. Not an “I saw everything” smile. It was the kind of smile that made you feel like she knew a secret... but she wont share it with anyone.

“Good morning, class,” she said.

“Good moooorning, Miss Annie!” the children replied, some straight, some sideways, and one (Samuel) still recovering from the “pencil attack.” Miss Annie picked up a small, shiny box from her table. She didn’t open it. She just held it up.

Now here’s a little trick about teachers:
When they don’t explain something right away, your brain starts doing flips.
Every student leaned forward. Even Bilal stopped rolling his pencil. That’s how serious it got. Miss Annie looked around and said, very calmly,

“Tomorrow, everyone will bring a geometry box.”

For one second nothing happened but then suddenly...

“A what box?”
“Is it a toy?”
“Does it have chocolates?”
“Can it glow?”
Ali raised his hand halfway and didn’t wait. “Miss Annie, if it doesn’t have snacks, I don’t think it’s very useful.”

The class laughed again. And you know how kids laugh...

Miss Annie chuckled. “No, Ali. It does not have snacks.”

Ali sighed deeply. “That is disappointing.”

Zara tilted her head. “What is inside it, then?”

Miss Annie gently tapped the box. “Inside are tools. Special tools. They help you draw lines, shapes, and patterns.”

“Patterns?” Aina repeated. “Like designs?”

“Yes,” Miss Annie nodded.

Bilal’s eyes widened. “Can we draw a pizza?”

“If your pizza is a circle,” Miss Annie said, smiling, “then yes.”

Bilal looked very proud. “All pizzas are circles. That is the law.”

Samuel raised his hand slowly. “Miss Annie... what if someone draws a very, very bad circle?”

A few students snickered.

Miss Annie’s eyes softened. “Then that someone will learn how to draw a better one.”

Samuel nodded seriously, as if he had just received life advice.

At the back near the window, Alex sat quietly. He hadn’t said a word. But he was thinking about that magical box teacher was talking about. The sunlight rested on his desk, and his eyes were fixed on the small box in Miss Annie’s hand. It didn’t look magical. It didn’t glow. It didn’t make any sound.

He rolled the words around in his mind like a marble.

Geo-me-try.

What could be inside?

Miss Annie looked toward him. “Alex?”

He quickly straightened. “Yes, Miss Annie?”

“Will you bring your geometry box tomorrow?”

For a tiny moment, Alex didn’t answer.

Not because he didn’t want to...

But because he had never had one before.

Still, he nodded softly. “Yes, Miss Annie.”

Miss Annie smiled, as if that was exactly the answer she was hoping for.

“Good,” she said. “We are going to begin something new. Something exciting.”

Ali leaned toward Bilal and whispered, “It better be exciting. I am still thinking about the snacks.”

“I am thinking about the pizza,” Bilal replied.

The bell rang. Tring-tring!

And just like that, the classroom came alive again.

Chairs moved. Bags zipped. Voices filled the air.

“Geometry box! Geometry box!” Bilal chanted as he packed his things.

“I want a pink one,” said Aina.

“I want one with cool designs,” Zara added.

“I want one with hidden snacks,” Ali said hopefully.

Samuel leaned closer to Alex. “What if,” he whispered, “there are tiny things inside it?”

“Like what?” Alex asked.

Samuel’s eyes widened. “Like... tiny workers. Or maybe shapes that move at night.”

Alex gave a small smile. “That sounds impossible.”
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Chapter 2: A Special Evening
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The school gate had barely opened when Alex dashed out like a rocket that had been waiting all day to launch.

“Bye!” he shouted, though no one was quite sure who it was for.

“Wait for me!” Samuel called from behind, trying to run while fixing his slightly crooked bag.

But Alex was already halfway down the road, his mind buzzing louder than the classroom had been in the morning.

A geometry box... a geometry box...

The words marched happily inside his head.

By the time he reached home, he pushed the door open with a little more energy than usual.

“Mom!” he called.

From the kitchen came the comforting sound of something sizzling. “Alex? You’re home already?”

“Yes!” he said, dropping his bag near the door and rushing in. “Mom, Mom, guess what!”

His mom turned around, holding a spoon, smiling at his excitement. “Hmm... let me guess. You finished all your homework at school?”

Alex paused. “No.”

“Then you didn’t talk in class?”

“Nooo.”

“Then...” she pretended to think very hard, “you became the class monitor?”

Alex giggled. “No, Mom! Something better!”

“Better than being the monitor?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “That must be very important.”

Alex nodded quickly. “Miss Annie said we have to bring a geometry box tomorrow!”

His mom blinked once. Then twice.

“A geometry box?” she repeated gently.

“Yes! It has tools and shapes and lines and... and maybe circles!” Alex added, not entirely sure but very excited anyway.

His mom smiled. “That sounds wonderful.”

Alex leaned closer, lowering his voice like he was sharing a secret. “Do we have one?”

His mom shook her head softly. “No, we don’t... but that’s okay.”

Alex’s shoulders dropped just a tiny bit.

“But,” she continued, tapping his nose playfully, “we can get one.”

His eyes lit up again. “Really?”

“Really,” she said. “We’ll tell your dad when he comes home this evening.”

Evening.

That felt like a very long time away.

Alex tried to wait patiently. He really did.

He sat down to do his homework... but wrote the word “geometry” three times without noticing.

He tried to eat his snack... but kept imagining what could be inside the box.

He even lined up his pencils and erasers, pretending they were already part of something bigger.

At one point, he whispered to his pencil, “Soon, you’ll have friends.”

The pencil did not respond.

Time, however, seemed to move like a sleepy turtle.

Finally... the door opened.

Click.

“Dad’s home!” Alex announced, even though everyone already knew.

His dad stepped in, smiling, placing his bag down. “That was a loud welcome.”

Alex ran to him. “Dad! Dad! I need something very important!”

His dad chuckled. “Very important? Should I be worried?”

“Yes,” Alex said seriously. “It’s for school.”

“Ah,” his dad nodded wisely. “Then it must be truly important.”

Mom walked in, wiping her hands. “Alex needs a geometry box for tomorrow.”

“A geometry box?” his dad
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