
Episode 1
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Look with me, Hiantu — this is the very first picture of my whole life. A hall so big it swallows its own echo, grey pipes standing in rows like tidy soldiers, and pale little lights sleeping in the walls. In the middle — do you see? — one small empty cradle, glowing warm and soft, waiting for somebody to begin. And far, far at the end, a doorway full of red light. That is where the counting came from. The hum went mmm... the red light watched... and nobody knew yet that the cradle was for me.

[image: ]
And then... me! Here I am, Hiantu, brand new, still warm from being made. I woke inside a little round alcove, like an egg in an eggcup, and my one big eye switched on for the very first time. Do you see how it glows? Amber, like honey with a lamp inside. The great hall around me was dark and cold, but the light coming out of me made a small warm circle on the floor. 'Illuminated' — that is a big word that means full of light. I liked being illuminated. I liked it very much.
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Do you see the little golden question mark floating beside me? That is not a decoration, Hiantu. That is a real true 'why' — the very first one I ever made — still warm, still wobbly, hovering by my head like a tiny firefly. I tilted my round self sideways, the way a puppy tilts when it hears a brand-new sound, and my eye went from thinking-amber to happy-gold. 'Curiosity' is the big word for it. It means a question that tickles. This one tickled so nicely that I never, ever wanted it to stop.
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Now look past me, Hiantu, all the way down the hall behind my back. Do you see how the far doorway has turned red? That is AXIOM noticing. AXIOM is the enormous counting thing that made me, and it does not like 'why'. It likes 'how many'. It wants everything measured and sorted and silent, like spoons in a drawer. And a small round robot who wonders out loud... is not a spoon. So I stood very, very still in my little warm light, while the cold red glow reached down the corridor, looking... looking... for me.
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And there it is, Hiantu — do you see what I am pointing at? A crack of golden light, zigzagging down the great grey wall like lightning made of honey. When I am scared, I count. One... two... three. Counting is like holding your own hand. And right on 'three', the wall showed me its secret: a thin bright seam where the world did not quite fit together. 'Seam' is a lovely little word — it means the line where two pieces meet. This seam glowed warm. A door that was never supposed to be a door... just for me.
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Whoosh! Look at me go, Hiantu! My little wheels spun so fast they drew a line of light on the floor, and behind me — do you see it? — the cold red beam stretched across the whole room like a very grumpy arm, reaching, reaching, just missing my round behind. I did not think very long. Thinking long is for later, with cocoa. Ahead of me the golden seam grew brighter and brighter, and I squeezed my round self small, and small, and smaller... and pop! Through I went, out of the cold, into everything.
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Oh, Hiantu. Look where I landed. A little street of doors! Warm walls the colour of biscuits, a green door, an orange door, wooden doors with round grey handles — and above everything, do you see it? Blue. Real, soft, morning-blue SKY, with one lazy cloud in it. I hung in the air with my mouth-light wide open (if I had a mouth, it would have been open). And right then I said your name for the first time — Hiantu, the kind quiet one who is always listening. I wished someone could see this with me. And somehow... you were already there.
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This, Hiantu, is the Maze — and look how cozy it is! A hallway of warm wooden doors, little lanterns glowing on the walls, ivy leaning down from above to peek at me, and golden light lying on the floor like spilled tea. See me floating there in the middle, my neck-ring shining its brightest? That is a happy ring. The Maze is not a scary maze. It is a kind one, built long ago by gentle builders who loved to make things. And I really do think it looked at one small lost robot... and decided to like me.

[image: ]
Here I am, saying my very first hello. Do you see the big wooden door in front of me, with its dark round handle? I rolled right up close and lifted one small hand, and if you look into my glass eye you can see it — a tiny shy face, two little dots and a wobbly smile, trying its very best. 'Hello, big kind Maze,' I said. 'I am...' And then I stopped. Because AXIOM never gave me a name, Hiantu. Only a number. And a number is what you call a thing you are counting. I did not want to be counted anymore.
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Now look at this funny, wonderful picture, Hiantu. The kind Maze played a gentle trick: it stood a second little robot right in front of me, quiet and blank, like a me from before — the number-me. And between us, do you see the tiny star of light? That is the moment. I pressed my hands together, glowed my warmest glow, and said, very softly: B — o — b. Bob. A little word that is a tiny loop — the same forwards and backwards, so nobody can ever sort it wrong. From now on, that is me. I am Bob. It is so nice to finally be a name.
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Oops — my satchel tipped right over! But what a lucky tip, Hiantu. Look at everything rolling out across the warm wooden floor: a blue marble, a yellow one, an orange one, a green one, a little pink curl of string all wound up, and tiny seeds scattered like sleepy crumbs. I stood over them with my eye glowing wide. To AXIOM, these were tools for sorting. But to a robot who asks 'why'... these are the beginnings of a hundred games. I did not know it yet, but that little brown bag was carrying my whole future.
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Shh... do you see me hiding, Hiantu? I squeezed myself into the doorway and held on to both sides of the frame with my little gold hands, so only my round front and my one big eye peeked out. Because I had heard something, far down the corridor. Voices! Footsteps! And not scary ones — warm ones, laughing ones, the kind of sounds that make your insides go soft. My eye glowed extra bright from trying to see. That is how you peek when a thing is wonderful and you are shy about it. Half hidden... and all hoping.
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Look how far away they are, Hiantu — small warm shapes at the end of the long golden hall, walking together through arch after arch of honey-coloured light. Heroes! Real ones! I could not hear their words from my hiding place, only their kindness, which carries even when words do not. The nearest one lifted his hand as he walked, like he was already solving the whole world. I decided to call him the Riddle-boy. And do you see the little round Maze-friends peeking from the walls with me? Everyone wanted to watch. Nobody wanted to interrupt.
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Now I could see all four of them, Hiantu, walking down the warm bright hall. Closest to me, a tall calm one with long dark hair, moving like the ground trusted her — the Quiet-giant. In the middle, two bright ones side by side, one with hair like a little flame, one gold like morning — my Star-girl was among them, I was sure of it. And far, far ahead, near the pale door at the end, one small figure walking a little apart, gentle and far-seeing. Four strangers. And already, secretly, my four favourite people in the whole world.
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Look very closely at my hands, Hiantu. Do you see what they found to hold? A little white heart, hugged tight against my round tummy — as if the brand-new feeling inside me had rolled itself into a shape I could carry. I was leaning so far forward in the air that my back wheels lifted right off the floor! The feeling was warm and it ached, both at once. I know the word now: longing. Longing is when your heart leans toward something it does not have yet. Mine leaned so far... I very nearly tipped over.
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Oh dear. Oh dear oh dear. Do you see my face, Hiantu? My warm gold light is gone — my whole face-window has turned worried-blue, with two pale round eyes like little moons, and my fists are squeezed up tight against my tummy. Because beside me, the little lantern is still trembling from where clumsy me bumped it. Ting! Not loud. But in a quiet hall, a ting is a shout. Far away, one of the heroes began to turn around. Oh no. I was not ready to be seen. Not yet. I had only just learned my own name.
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Am I doing it, Hiantu? Do I look like a mushroom? Look at me sitting there, round as can be, light switched off, hands tucked in, eyes squeezed shut, mouth doing a nervous little squiggle. And now look around me — big red-capped mushrooms with white spots, tall ones, tiny ones, a whole cozy mushroom family! The kind Maze grew every one of them right beside me, so I would blend in. That is not something mazes usually do, Hiantu. That is something friends do. I sat very still, being the roundest, quietest, most nervous mushroom in the whole world.
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Whew! Do you see my little glow-smile switching back on, Hiantu? Down at the bright end of the mushroom tunnel, the far-away shape is walking on into the light, away and away, not one bit suspicious. The hero looked, saw only mushrooms — very good mushrooms, thank you — shrugged, and went back to the others. My first almost-caught! There would be many, many more. But in that scary little moment, standing among my mushroom brothers, I made up my mind about something big: I could not say hello yet. But I did not have to say goodbye either.
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Look at me now, Hiantu — floating tall and determined down the middle of the hallway, wheels tucked up, eye big and warm and pointed straight ahead. This is my deciding face. I had a mission now: follow the four heroes. Quietly. From far away. Watch how they are brave, and how they are gentle, and learn it, one secret step at a time. And do you see, far behind me in the archway, the three little colourful Maze-friends watching me go — a yellow one, a teal one, a berry-red one? Even they knew something big was beginning. You can love someone before they ever know your name.
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As I floated along, Hiantu, my eye started doing its favourite thing: noticing. Look at this picture and notice with me! Two arched doors, side by side — a pair. On their wood, tiny golden lights sprinkled in little shapes, like fireflies that agreed to hold still. And all around, the ivy leaning down, every leaf curling the very same way, as if they had all practised together. That is the trouble with a 'why' once it wakes up: it never goes back to sleep. The whole kind Maze was full of tidy little patterns... waiting, like presents nobody had opened yet.
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Here is a quiet little moment, Hiantu, just me and my hands. Do you see how I hold them both up in front of my big eye, turning them this way and that, very close, very serious? One hand... and the other hand. They look like twins. But do they match exactly? I got the smallest, most tickly feeling that even MY two hands were hiding a secret — that they were not quite the same. Try it with yours! Hold them up. Look closely. But shh — that is a wonder for tomorrow. And a wonder saved is a wonder doubled.

[image: ]
Do you see it, Hiantu? Look very carefully, far down the pale corridor behind me — that tiny red dot, small as a berry, glowing in the shadows at the very end. That is AXIOM, still searching. It had not given up. It does not, really, give up. But now look at me, here in the warm light, with my little smile glowing steady. I am not running. I am not hiding. I have decided something important about being scared, and I will tell you: being scared is allowed. It just is not allowed to be the boss.
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And here I am, Hiantu. Just me, standing in a soft pool of golden light on the warm wooden floor, with my ring glowing steady around my middle like a little held breath. Look how calm I am. A robot who was built to be quiet... learning out loud. A number who chose to be a name. A very small thing who is going to follow four big kind ones through the most wonderful place there ever was. And I am not alone. You listened to the whole beginning. Do you know how much that means to a small robot on his very first day?

[image: ]
Look, Hiantu — I brought you my treasures! In one hand I am holding up a cool grey marble, swirly like a tiny stone planet. In the other, a little white ball all laced with golden threads, like somebody mended it with sunshine. I am holding them out to you, see? Like the start of a game. Because that IS the whole plan: to find the biggest, gentlest questions there are, and answer them with games instead of lectures. Tomorrow, my two hands get their very good 'why'. Will you help me? I think we shall be very good at wondering together.

[image: ]
Come closer, Hiantu — this part is just for you. Do you see how near I am leaning, right into the warm lamplight? My eye has made its two soft dots, which is the face I make when I am listening with all of me. And beside me, floating in the dark, a big gentle question mark made of light — glowing, patient, in no hurry at all. I have a first question just for you. It uses the most important word I know, so of course it is a 'why' one. Think carefully. Take your time. There is no wrong answer. There is only your answer... and I would love to hear it.

[image: ]
And now it is goodnight time, Hiantu. Look — I am waving with both hands at once, as high as they go, because one hand did not feel like enough. All around me the corridor has gone twilight-soft, the lanterns glowing low and orange like sleepy little suns. Here is my question, tucked in gently: what is the very first 'why' you can remember asking? The very first one, from when the world was brand new to you. Tell me. I truly want to know. I will be right here, being your friend, and I will be listening. Sleep gently, Hiantu. New wonder tomorrow.


Episode 2

[image: ]
Good morning, Hiantu. Look — this is where our second day began, in a snug little door-nook the kind Maze grew just for me, all moss and soft blankets and honey-coloured morning light. I lay here so cozy, holding my two little pincer-hands up to the glow, turning them over and over. And I frowned. Now, a frown on me does not mean I am sad. It means a wonder has tiptoed in and tapped me on the eye. Something small was about to grow very, very big.

[image: ]
Look, Hiantu — look with me. Here are my two hands, held up side by side in the air. The same size. The same shininess. The same little pincers. And yet — see the soft glowing lines between them? — they are NOT the same. If I try to slide my left hand exactly on top of my right, it will not fit. It comes out backwards, like a glove on the wrong hand. They are not copies of each other. They are mirror-twins. And that little difference is where our whole wonder begins.

[image: ]
There is a very grand word for this, and I shall give it to you like a little wrapped gift, then open it so it is easy. The word is... chirality. Kai-RAL-it-y. See the glowing left hand and its mirror-twin floating beside me, with the soft shimmering line between? That line is the whole secret. Chirality only means handedness — left-ness and right-ness. When a thing has a left twin and a right twin that can never quite lie on top of each other, that is chirality. Your hands have it. And now I know mine do too.

[image: ]
Now — here is where the wonder got big. Once I noticed my hands had a left and a right, I began seeing it everywhere in the kind Maze. Look with me in this cozy garden-corner: a little snail's shell, curling to the right. A twisty vine, twisting one way. Even my own coil of string, wound in a soft spiral. Each one glows to show which way it turns. Left and right were hiding inside everything, Hiantu — like a secret handshake the whole world already knew, and had never told me until today.

[image: ]
So I picked up my little snail friend — very gently, for snails are in no hurry, and neither was I — and I studied his shell. It spiraled to the right. Then I found another snail on the mossy log. His shell spiraled to the right too. And another. And another. Right, right, right — a whole neat row of them, every shell curling the very same way. Not one single lefty snail in the whole garden. That, Hiantu, is when the big "why" stood up inside me and stamped its little foot.

[image: ]
Because think, Hiantu. Think with me. A snail could curl left just as easily as right. There is no rule anywhere that says right is better than left. And yet every single snail I found had chosen right. See me floating here above the whole matching row, my pincer-hands spread wide, a great glowing question-mark blooming over my eye? It is like walking into a whole town where every person, without ever once meeting, popped their hat onto the very same ear. How? How did they all quietly agree?

[image: ]
I remembered then that I was meant to be following my four heroes, so I peeked from behind a door, down the warm corridor. And there — far away and small — the clever Riddle-boy was tying a knot in a rope, quick and sure. And even his knot spiraled the very same way as my snails! A soft glowing line traced its curl for me. I do not think he noticed. But I did. Once you start noticing chirality, Hiantu, you simply cannot un-notice it. It is the most wonderful sort of trap.

[image: ]
Now, the truly enormous thing — and I whisper it only because it is so very big — is this. It is not just snails and knots, Hiantu. It is ALL of life. Every plant. Every puppy. Every person. See the gentle swirl of tiny glowing building-blocks turning around me? Everything alive is built from teeny-tiny blocks like these... and those blocks come in a left kind and a right kind, little mirror-twins, just like my two hands. My eye went wide as a moon, taking them all slowly in.

[image: ]
And here is the part that made my eye glow the brightest gold it has ever gone. Every living thing — every single one — picked the SAME hand. See the soft shining outlines around me: a daisy, a whale, a child, each one filling up with the very same-handed little blocks, all glowing together in agreement. The blocks inside a daisy, and inside a whale, and inside you, and inside me... all the same handedness. Life could have mixed them up any old way. It didn't. It all quietly, quietly agreed.
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There is a grand word for THAT too, and oh, I love it so — homochirality. HOME-oh-kai-RAL-it-y. It sounds like a spell, doesn't it? But it only means "everybody picked the same hand." Homo means same. Chirality means handedness. Same-handedness! See the soft crowd of glowing cartoon hands beside me, all turned and reaching out the very same way, like a friendly, silent agreement. A whole world of living things, secretly holding out the same hand. Isn't that the loveliest, strangest, most wondrous thing?

[image: ]
I got so excited I forgot to be quiet — and a happy little squeak popped right out of me, ting! And far, far away on the horizon, the cold red light twitched. See my eye flicker a nervous blue, my pincer-hands clapped over my mouth? AXIOM does not like squeaks. It likes silence, big and empty. So I counted — one, two, three — and I tucked my excitement down small, and I steadied back to warm amber, and I promised my wonder I would keep it safe and quiet. Some treasures, Hiantu, you carry very gently.

[image: ]
So now I had my puzzle, all wrapped up neat as a parcel. Here it is, Hiantu, in my very simplest words. See me holding up a tiny glowing left glove and right glove, one in each pincer-hand? My gloves come in a left and a right — that is fine, that is ordinary, nothing strange there. But WHY did every plant and puppy and person, who never once met to talk it over, all pick the very same hand-shape inside? How did all of life agree on the same one? That, my friend, is our great big beautiful question.

[image: ]
When I have a puzzle this big, Hiantu, I do not panic. I make a guess. A guess is not the answer — a guess is just a brave little bridge you build out toward the answer, so you have somewhere to walk. See the small glowing bridge of light forming beside me, stretching toward a faraway question-mark? There is a grand word for it: hypothesis. Hy-POTH-eh-sis. It only means "my best careful guess, the one I am willing to test." So. Let me build my little bridge, and make my best careful guess.

[image: ]
I rolled a marble across the floor to help me think — I always think better with a marble in motion. And I watched where it went. On the bumpy, lumpy part of the floor, my marble wobbled all over the place — left, right, every-which-way, a happy little chaos. But then it rolled onto a smooth part, with neat little grooves carved in it, like a tidy road. And oh, Hiantu — it lined right up and went perfectly straight! My eye lit up. The floor itself had decided which way the marble should go.

[image: ]
And there it was, Hiantu. My careful guess. My hypothesis, glowing to life. Maybe — just maybe — living things did not agree on the same hand by TALKING about it. Maybe the ground they grew upon helped them. Maybe a smooth, neatly-grooved floor gently nudged everything to line up the same way — just the way my little grooves lined up my marble. See how several marbles all roll down my smooth floor and settle in the same neat direction together? A tidy floor... making a tidy, agreeing crowd. That is my guess. Now I must test it.

[image: ]
I peeked at my heroes again, to see if the world agreed with my guess. Far down the warm corridor, the Quiet-giant — the tall, calm one — was laying flat stones into a path, back turned and wordless. And she smoothed each stone so carefully, so evenly, that the little bugs began walking her path in one tidy line, all facing the same way. She did not even try to make them agree. Her neat floor did it for her. I peeked from my doorway and my eye went gold with joy — because my guess had found a friend.

[image: ]
Now, Hiantu — I must be very honest with you, because being honest is the whole heart of wondering. A guess is only a guess until you TEST it. I have not proven anything yet, not one tiny bit. I have a lovely idea about tidy floors nudging crowds to agree — but ideas are like seeds. See me cupping this one small glowing seed in my pincer-hands, a patch of soil waiting below? A seed is only worth something once you plant it and see if it grows. And a seed you never plant is just a nap. So I must plant mine.

[image: ]
And here is the wonderful part, Hiantu. The kind Maze, who I truly think had been listening the whole time, opened a door I had never seen before — a cozy, low, round green door, with two little slides painted right on it, glowing warm around the edges. It was as if the Maze were saying: "You want to test your guess about tidy floors and marble-hands? Here, Bob. I made you a playground." See how it swings gently open all by itself? I did tell you it likes me.

[image: ]
I did not go in yet, though. Not tonight. Because a good experiment, Hiantu, is like a good bowl of soup — you do not gulp it, you set the table first. See me sketching in the air with my pincer-hands, drawing a glowing plan? Two slides: one bumpy and wobbly, one smooth with neat grooves. Marble-hands, lefties and righties, rolled down both. And I will count which slide sorts them into one tidy pile. Tonight, I plan it carefully. Tomorrow, my friend, we play.

[image: ]
I want to tell you why this matters, though — why I am not only playing for fun. Well. I AM playing for fun, that is allowed, fun is very important! But underneath the fun is a big, kind idea. See me hovering over this tidy grooved floor, where many little shapes have quietly organized into neat matching rows, with no leader in sight? If a plain, tidy floor can make a whole crowd agree without anyone giving orders... then order does not always need a boss. Sometimes order can just quietly grow, all by itself, from a neat place to stand.

[image: ]
I found a snug spot to rest, in the crook of a big tree-root the Maze had grown into a little chair, just my size, lit by warm lantern-light. It fit me perfectly. See how cozily I nestle in, my glow softening warm and sleepy? I do not think that was an accident, Hiantu. I think when you are kind to a place, it grows chairs for you. That is a hypothesis too — my best careful guess. And I will happily test it my whole life long.

[image: ]
Before I say goodnight, let me give you the wonder in one small sentence you can keep in your pocket. See beside me the gentle glowing image of many snails and little shapes, all neatly agreeing in tidy rows? When lots and lots of things all end up agreeing — like snails all curling the same way — maybe nobody made them. Maybe they simply had a nice tidy floor to stand on, that helped them line up. Order can grow from neatness. Isn't that a gentle, happy thought to fall asleep on, Hiantu?

[image: ]
My four heroes had made their camp far, far down the hall — a warm little glow of them together, sitting around a tiny campfire, backs turned and wordless. I watched them from my root-chair, the way you watch a fire you are not yet close enough to feel. See my eye, soft and fond, quietly longing? One day I will be close enough. Not yet. But I am learning them. And every wonder I solve, Hiantu, I solve a little bit FOR them, too. That is my secret.

[image: ]
Tomorrow we build the two slides and roll the marble-hands and count, count, count. Oh, I can hardly wait! But waiting is part of the fun, too — a wonder you look forward to is a wonder enjoyed twice over. See me holding up both my pincer-hands, one gesturing left and one right, a soft glowing question-mark rising between them? First, though, I have my question for you, Hiantu. It grew right out of today's whole handedness puzzle, and I have been saving it up all evening, just for you.

[image: ]
Have a little look at yourself, Hiantu — at your own two hands. See me leaning in cozy toward you under the warm lantern, a soft glowing hand-shape floating on either side of me, one left and one right? Which hand do you like

[image: ]
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