@ Step 5 - 'One step at+ a time. Pon’t rush. Enjoy he view!" @
SUSTE. HUNTER. ADVENTURE!

B PART 005 - Sawta, Ts That Vou..
or Just a Giant €997

Season 4, Episode 3 — A Curiouns Encounter

Susie, soon to be a mother agaiv, was a beacon of
kindness. No matter how tough life got, she held onto
her belief v the magic of small joys—kindwess, beauty,

and yes, even Santa Clauns.

But lately, the whirlwind of respousivilities had left
her fecling diezey and overwhelmed. As she steadied
herself behind +the counter, the store’s doorbell—a

cheerful chime installed by Paul—rang.

A figure stepped ivside, and Susie blinked. Was she
seeing things? T+ wasn't quite a girl, but... an egg?

The Visitor was wrapped v a bright vellow eggshell-
shaped jacket, layered over a sharp blue plaid suit.
The whole ensemble looked like something straight

ot of a whimsical amusement park. There was



something else—a strange familiarity in the way she
walked, as if she knew this place a little too well,

— "Hello? Could vyou help me check out these items?"

The voice was lighthearted and confident. Susie, still
i mild shock, vodded and beaan scannivg the items:
milk, eggs, apples, bacon, and a few other groceries.

The total came to 1D euros.

The eag-shaped Visitor beamed and handed her the
money.

— "I'm Tanya, an ‘Eggshell Lawyer. T specialize in
safety and legal issues for young children and their
parents.”

— "An.. eggshell lawyer?" Susie echoed, raisivg an
evebrow,
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— "Bxactlyl T dow't crack under pressure.” Tawya
grimed, adjusting the brim of her ego-shaped hat

dramatically,

Susie swmirked despite herself. A lawyer i such au
outfit? T+ was the wost bizarre vet oddly delightful
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thing she had seew v a while. T+ reminded her of
that trip to Disneyland with Paul—a happier time.
Put she auickly shook off the wostalgia. She had
promised herself +o keep swiling, o matter what,
just like her obstetrician had joked—‘walk the runway
like a Victoria’s Secret wmodel, even if you feel like a

potato sack inside.

The <tore remained quiet that afternoon, aside frowm
Tanya's peculiar visit., Ouly Grandma Lucy from across
the street stopped by, more for a Christmas greeting
than the single carton of milk she purchased. Susie
chuckled +o herself. Some habits never change.

Thew, her gaze fell on the pamphlet Tanya had giveu
her. She opeved it, curiosity pigued.

A Special Letter from the Eggshell Air Museum

Dear Parents of Li+tle Ones,

Hello +here!

we kvuow the world has been gquite a ride lately. Many
museums have closed, and families everywhere are
struaglivg o keep their little oves engaged. But don'+
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worry—there’s a special museum that lays eggs.

That's right! The Eggshell Air Museum is a wagjical
place that hatches learning opportunities, brivging joy
and education straight nto your home. The best part?
It's completely free!l No favcy computers needed—just
a simple printer (and if you dow't have one, we'll send

everything o voul).

Egg-citing Courses at the Eggshell Air Museum

Our ‘eqey courses are here +o help kids grow with
confidence, curiosity, and funl Here's what's waiting
inside:

1.Confidence €ag — Be bold, be brave, and believe
yourselfl

2.Optimistic €gg — Learn to see the sunny side, even
oV rainy days.

2Safe €99 - Stay safe and sound v all kinds of
adventures.

4 Little Golden €gg — The golden rules of kinduess,
sharivg, and dreaming big,

5Healthy €99 — Tips for a strong body and mind!



e Target Eag — Set goals and achieve them, one step

at a time.

B Bonus Classes!

& DI Music €99 Uass — Becanse even egoys com
groovel

Jd & Bird Sports €99 Class — For the little ones
who love to Jump, run, and flap their wings! W,

) Dramatic Egg-spressions Class — Becanse
sometimes, you need o cry over spilled yolk...
artistically.

R Ega-citing Dance Class — Learw the Chicken Dance,
the €99 Shuffle, and The Omelette Twist!

IR Detective g9 Class — Crack the case of the
WMissing Breakfast (spoiler: it was the dog).

57 Rocket Ega-splorers — Travel +o the moon... or at
least yump really high and pretend!

&) Egg-streme Art Class — Where kids paint, parents
paviic, and eags get splattered

& zew Egg Weditation — Learn to stay calm... even
when vour sibling steals vour last cookie.

Q Wasterthef €99 Edition — Cook up fun meals (vo
eans harmed... we think).



Tl Shakespeareav Eg9-ting — "To scramble or vot +o
scramble? That is the guestion!”

i €99-giveering Class — Build ega-cellent structures..,
that probably wonw'+ collapse.

& WMythical Egg-vewtures — Ever wowndered if
dragons hatch from ajant eaqgs? Let’s find outl

Each class comes with fum hands-on activities, egg-

ceptional storytelling, and egg-straordinary surprises!
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— "Consider this your Christimas miracle—just with a
li+tle extra eggshell,” Tanwya aquipped, handing over the
pamphlet with a wink.

Susie’s Discovery

Susie’s eyes sparkled with jou.
— "They evew +each about wmoney and how +o be wise

with i+7 That's so cooll” she whispered excitedly.

For the first time in weeks, she felt relieved. Maybe
she wouldu't have to stress over expeusive wursery

fees anymore. WMaybe she could learn and grow
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alongside her child.

She clutched the pamphlet close +o her heart.
Maybe—ijust mayve—this was her own Sawta Claus

momewnt,

Seasov 1, Episode 3 Side Notes: Finding Your Savta
Have you ever met your Sawta Clans? & ¥

2020 was a vear full of surprises, but amidst +the
chaos, many of us found unexpected wmoments of
gratitude and joy. WMaybe i+ was a person, aw
experience, or evew a simple act of kindwess +hat

brought a swile to our face.

we invite you to share your own heartwarming stories
with  us and +the Eggshell Air Wuseum! Awd
remember—even if you havenw't+ met your Santa Claus

yet, we're on our way to bring happiness and luck your

way. {17 %>

As Tawya turved to leave, she paused at the door,
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aloncing back with a wink, "By the way, Susie.. ou

might want to check under our counter.”

Susie frowved, bending down. There, neatly wrapped v
bright red paper with a aoldew ribbon, was a small

package. Her heartbeat quickened.

A finy handwritten tag dangled from the ribbon—her

name was on it. But the handwriting wasnw'+ familiar.

She looked up, but Tanya was already stepping out
wmto the swowy vight. The store bell jingled as the
door swungy shut. The cold wind blew n, swirlivg past
Susie’s cheeks, but mixed v with i+ was something
else—a faint scent of freshly baked gingerbread from
the café vext door.

A sudden shiver ram down Susie’s spine—unot from the
cold, but from something else. A feeling she couldn’+
gquite name. A prickle of curiosity, a sewse that this

momewnt meant something more than i+ seemed.



She turned the package over i her hands, the goldew
ribbon glinting under the warm store lights.

Maype... just maybe.. Christimas still had a little
magjic left.



