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To Dad (Tatiko), Mom (Mamiki), Amiti (Kakush), Nuni

and to my Grandfather, Tibi,

who always watches me from above.
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Once upon a time, there was a square. 
He was a mid-size square, 

not too big and not too small. 
His mom always used to say 

that she’d never seen a square as beautiful as he. 
Square didn’t really believe her, though, 

because all the moms thought their 
squares were the prettiest.4



Square didn’t like being a square. 
He always used to hear sayings about squares 

that weren’t so good, such as: 
“Think outside the box” (which meant a square),  
“don’t be such a square,” and “what a square.”
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And ever since he could remember himself 
he hadn’t wanted to be a square. 

He always looked with envy at the circles
and the triangles 

and the rectangles and even the ellipses,  
who looked like stretched circles. 

Square really wanted to be someone else.6



Very Smart 
Someone

One day, he heard that there was a very, very Smart Someone 
who could turn you into any shape you wish to become. 

Square was very excited. 
He decided that this was his chance 

to be anyone and anything he wanted to be. 
He got dressed up and went to the Smart Someone. 7



He showed up early, 
so there wasn’t a long line. 

An equilateral triangle, a rhombus, 
and a line were already there. 

He was the only square. 
The receptionist, who was a perfect circle,  

smiled at him and motioned for him to sit down.
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Square looked at the other three. 
He could understand the line in a way, 

but he could not understand what the triangle 
and the rhombus were doing there. 

They were so pretty and perfect. 
They must be there for a different reason 
and not in order to change their shape.
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After a while, the receptionist informed 
Square that it was his turn. 

His heart was pounding so fast from 
excitement that it took a few seconds 

for him to get up.10


