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    Step 4 – "Did you bring snacks? Every adventurer needs fuel. Let’s take a quick break!" 

       

SUSIE. HUNTER. ADVENTURE! 

      PART 004 - A Whisper of Hope 

on Christmas Eve 

Season 1, Episode 2 – Finding Hope in Challenging 

Times 

Scene: Christmas Eve at Ken’s Store 

On Christmas Eve, Ken’s store was unusually quiet. A 

soft melody of holiday music filled the air, blending 

with the warm glow of twinkling lights. The shelves 

were stocked with festive treats—gingerbread, 

handcrafted chocolates, and little boxes of sugared 

almonds. The scent of warm cinnamon and roasted 

chestnuts wafted through the store, wrapping 

everything in a comforting embrace. But tonight, few 

customers walked through the door. 

 

Outside, the winter air was unforgiving. The wind 

howled through the narrow streets, slipping through 

the cracks of the old wooden door. The cold nipped at 

Susie’s fingertips, a stark contrast to the cozy 
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warmth inside. She rubbed her hands together and 

pulled her scarf tighter, glancing at the flickering 

candlelight by the register. 

 

Susie, pregnant and exhausted, leaned against the 

counter, half-listening to the radio. The latest update 

announced another rise in COVID-19 cases. A wave of 

anxiety gripped her as she thought about her family. 

Paul was far away, their finances were tight, and she 

was carrying a new life inside her. She gently placed a 

hand on her rounded belly, whispering to herself: 

— Little Golden Egg, everything will be alright. 

Mommy is here. 

 

She closed her eyes for a moment, letting memories of 

past Christmases wash over her. She saw big family 

dinners, nights filled with laughter over cheese fondue, 

presents hidden under the tree, and the scent of 

freshly baked brioche with sugar pearls filling her 

childhood home… But this year, everything felt 

different. 
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Before she left for work, Hunter had insisted on 

setting out milk and cookies for Santa, his excitement 

unwavering despite everything. "Santa won’t forget 

our house, right, Mom?" he had asked, his blue eyes 

wide with hope. Susie had reassured him with a smile, 

even though part of her wasn’t sure anymore. 

 

The wind howled again, sending flurries of snow 

swirling against the window. The old wooden door 

creaked open, and the familiar jingle of the shop’s bell 

rang through the air. A woman stepped inside, 

wrapped in a bright red coat that shimmered with 

melting snowflakes. Her hat was unusual—shaped like 

a cracked eggshell. It was Tanya, the Eggshell 

Lawyer. 

 

With a graceful motion, she dusted the snow off her 

coat and smiled at Susie. The air in the room shifted 

slightly—not just from the cold, but from something 

else. A quiet warmth, a presence that made the world 

feel just a little lighter. 

— Good evening, Susie. Working late on Christmas Eve? 
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Susie managed a tired smile. 

— We do what we can... she replied softly, her voice 

tinged with exhaustion. 

Tanya placed a colorful folder on the counter. It bore 

the logo of the On-Air Matrix Kids Museum. 

— I have some news that might interest you. We’ve 

launched a special program for families affected by 

the pandemic—free classes for parents and children, 

accessible from home. 

Susie furrowed her brows, intrigued. 

— Free? 

— Completely. Because a crisis shouldn’t put education 

and children’s happiness on hold. 

She opened the folder, revealing vibrant illustrations 

of storybook adventures, hands-on science experiments, 

and step-by-step guides to making traditional 

mountain recipes with children. 

 

A chill of emotion ran through Susie. For weeks, she 

had been thinking only about problems. For the first 

time, she saw a glimpse of hope. An unexpected 

Christmas gift. 



5 

 

— I… I don’t know what to say. 

Tanya winked. 

— Then don’t say anything. Just accept a little hope 

tonight. 

 

At that moment, as the village church bells chimed in 

the distance, Susie felt, just maybe, that the magic 

of Christmas was still real. She looked through the 

store window, watching the snow fall in slow, 

glittering waves. For the first time in a long while, 

the cold outside didn’t feel so heavy—it felt like a 

promise of something new. 

 

 


