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Preface
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Every child has sat at a school desk, looked out the window, and wondered if there was something more out there. We have all listened to a lesson drone on and wished for a spark of magic to disrupt a boring Tuesday morning.

The Secret School of Winged Wonders was born from that exact feeling. It is a celebration of the extraordinary things hidden within the ordinary spaces of our lives. Through Maya's messy, mismatched, and accidental adventure, this book explores the power of empathy, the strength found in teamwork, and the courage it takes to stand your ground when chaos erupts around you.

To the young readers opening these pages: never stop looking closely at the world around you. You never know when a simple pencil sharpener might lead you to a jungle in the sky. Trust your instincts, embrace your unique quirks, and always keep an eye out for flying neon-green hamsters.

— Eskinder Yimer Haylu
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Chapter 1: The Feather in the Pencil Sharpener
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Maya was having a totally, completely, one-hundred-percent terrible Tuesday.

It had started at breakfast when her toast fell butter-side-down onto the kitchen floor. Then, she accidentally wore one blue sock and one neon-orange sock to school. And now, she was sitting in Room 204 at Greenbrier Elementary, listening to her science teacher, Mr. Finch, drone on about the life cycle of the common garden worm.

“Worms,” Mr. Finch said, his voice as slow and sleepy as a turtle walking through molasses, “have no eyes. They have no ears. They just... wiggle.”

Maya sighed so loudly that her bangs blew upward. She reached for her notebook, but her clumsy hand struck her plastic pencil case instead.

CLATTER!
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The case rocketed off her desk. Twelve colored pencils, three erasers, and a very sticky tube of glitter glue exploded across the linoleum floor, rolling in every single direction.

"Ah, Miss Maya," Mr. Finch saida, blinking sleepily behind his thick, round glasses. "It seems your pencils have decided to wiggle away like worms. Please gather them up, and while you're at it, do go sharpen that dull pencil of yours. The scratching sound is making my ears sad."

The whole class giggled. Maya’s face burned as red as a tomato. She scrambled around on her hands and knees, scooping up her runaway supplies, before shuffling to the very back of the classroom where the ancient, silver manual pencil sharpener was bolted to the wall.

She stuck her blunt pencil into the hole and began to crank the handle. Screeech! Grind! Screeech!

But then, the handle jammed. It wouldn't budge.

"Come on," Maya muttered, giving the handle a hard yank.

POP!

The plastic shaving catcher burst open. But instead of a pile of boring, brown wooden shavings falling out, something extraordinary happened. A tiny puff of sparkly lavender mist drifted into the air, smelling faintly of blueberries and ozone.

Maya gasped, blinking through the sparkles. Sitting right on top of the pencil dust was a single, long, glowing feather. It wasn't a pigeon feather or a seagull feather. It was a deep, shimmering violet color, and the edges of it flickered with tiny, golden electrical sparks.
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Hummmmm...

A soft, musical vibration shot straight up her arm. It felt like her hand had swallowed a tiny, happy bumblebee. The feather was purring.

"Maya? Is the sharpener winning the battle?" Mr. Finch called out from the front of the room, his eyes fixed on the chalkboard.

"Uh! No, Mr. Finch! Just a really tough pencil!" Maya yelled back, her heart doing a frantic tap-dance against her ribs.

She quickly scooped up the violet feather and shoved it deep into her jeans pocket. The moment it was hidden, the pocket began to twitch and glow a warm, bright purple through the fabric. Maya pressed her hand against her leg, trying to stop the vibration.

Suddenly, the feather inside her pocket gave a sharp tug—like a tiny magnet pulling her forward. It wasn't pointing toward her desk. It was pointing directly toward the forbidden utility hallway at the back of the school.

Maya looked at the feather glowing through her jeans, then at the back of Mr. Finch’s bald head. Suspense thudded in her ears. Something impossible was happening right in the middle of a boring Tuesday math lesson, and her pocket was telling her to run.
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Chapter 2: Room 333 Does Not Exist
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RIIIIING!

The recess bell exploded through the hallway like a fire alarm. Usually, Maya was the first one out the door, ready to race to the swings. But today, she stood completely frozen in the middle of the hallway while a stampede of fourth-graders zoomed past her.

Inside her pocket, the violet feather was throwing an absolute tantrum. It twitch-twitch-twitched like a hyperactive grasshopper, dragging her sneakers forward.

"Okay, okay, stop pulling!" Maya whispered to her pants. "People are going to think I have a squirrel in my pocket."

She followed the tugging sensation all the way past the cafeteria, past the smelly gym lockers, and straight into the Deep Dark Zone. That’s what the kids called the dead-end utility hallway at the very back of the school. It was dusty, lit by a single flickering lightbulb, and home to the ancient school elevator that only the janitor used.

The elevator doors were painted a peeling, ugly pea-green. Beside them was a rusty silver arrow button.

The feather gave one massive, final TUG and went completely still.

"You want me to take the creepy elevator?" Maya asked her pocket. The pocket didn't answer, but it buzzed warmly against her leg.

Maya swallowed a big gulp of air. She reached out and pressed the button.

DING.

The doors groaned open with a screech that sounded like a grumpy ghost waking up from a nap. The inside of the elevator was tiny and smelled like floor wax and old cabbage. On the wall was a control panel with exactly two buttons: 1 for the main floor, and 2 for the classrooms upstairs.

Maya stepped inside, feeling incredibly silly. "See? There's nothing here. Just a broken elevator."

Suddenly, the violet feather shot right out of her pocket like a tiny rocket! It hovered in the air for a second, glowing so bright it lit up the dark elevator corners, and then slammed itself flat against the metal control panel—right above the number 2.
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ZAP!

A spark of golden electricity zapped the wall. Maya gasped and jumped back, hitting her head against the metal railing. "Ow!"

With a loud whirrrr, a secret door on the panel slid open. Out popped a brand-new, glowing crystal button. Stamped onto the crystal in elegant, golden numbers was: 333.

Maya stared at it. Greenbrier Elementary only had two floors. Everyone knew that. There was nothing above the second floor except a dark attic full of broken desks and cobwebs.

"Room 333 doesn't exist," Maya said out loud.

But the crystal button flashed, almost as if it were daring her to press it.

Before she could change her mind, Maya reached out and smashed her palm against the glowing 333.

The pea-green doors slammed shut with a heavy BANG. For a second, nothing happened. Maya let out a breath. "Phew. It's broken."

Then, the elevator didn't just move—it launched.

WHOOOOOOSH!

Maya’s stomach flew up into her throat. The elevator shot upward at supersonic speed. Her gravity-defying neon-orange sock practically stood on end. She was squeezed flat against the floor as the elevator rocketed past the first floor, zoomed past the second floor, and kept going up, up, up into the sky!
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"Ahhhhhh! I'm going to space!" Maya screamed, clutching her backpack like a parachute.

Suddenly, the elevator screeched to a halt. The force nearly flipped Maya upside down. The ceiling lights flashed green, a musical chime played a happy little tune, and the doors glided open.

Maya opened her eyes, expecting to see space aliens or cobwebs. Instead, her jaw dropped so wide she thought it might unhinge and fall right onto her sneakers.
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