
In the winter, the mornings in South Park begin quietly. 

Snow settles over rooftops and telephone wires. Chimneys breathe pale smoke into the 
blue-gray sky. The roads are still mostly empty, and the world feels gentler before the 
town fully wakes. 

Blake Lukin walks to South Park Elementary with his backpack over one shoulder and 
his hands in his jacket pockets. 

He looks like any other fourth grader. 

A little tired. 
A little quiet. 
Lost in thought. 

No one would guess that, only hours earlier, he had been deep beneath the town 
repairing a damaged relay in the sewer system, or miles into the forest checking a 
sensor before a snowstorm moved in. 

Now he is simply a boy walking to school. 

And in many ways, that is exactly what he wants to be. 

 

Near the bus stop, he notices a small child sitting alone on the curb. 

A first grader. 

The boy is bundled in a red winter coat, his boots dusted with snow. One of his mittens 
is missing. His face is wet with tears he is trying very hard to hide. 

Children pass by without stopping. 

Some are too distracted. 
Some do not notice. 
Some do not understand how large a small problem can feel when you are six years old. 

Blake stops. 

The boy looks up, frightened and embarrassed. 

“I can’t find my glove,” he says. 

He holds up a bare hand, pink from the cold. 

 

Blake kneels so they are at eye level. 



He does not laugh. 
He does not tell the boy to calm down. 
He does not treat the problem as something trivial. 

Instead, he asks the question that matters. 

“Which one?” 

The child points to his left hand. 

Blake studies the area. 

The bench. 
The snowbank. 
The footprints. 
The direction of the wind. 

A flash of blue beneath the bus stop bench. 

He reaches down, brushes aside fresh snow, and pulls out the missing mitten. 

For a moment, the boy only stares. 

Then relief rushes across his face with the pure intensity only children possess. 

The world, which had seemed frightening and unfair only seconds before, becomes 
whole again. 

 

Blake helps him put the mitten back on. 

He tightens the cuff carefully so snow will not get inside. 

The boy wipes his eyes and asks, “How did you know where it was?” 

Blake is quiet for a moment. 

Then he says: 

“Things are usually closer than they feel when you’re scared.” 

The child looks at him as though he has been told something important. 

Because he has. 

Not just about a glove. 

About life. 

About fear. 

About how problems can seem larger than they are when you face them alone. 



 

They walk together to school. 

The first grader keeps flexing his fingers inside the recovered mitten, as if making sure it 
is still there. 

At the front doors, he turns and says, “Thanks, Blake.” 

Blake nods. 

“You’re okay.” 

That is all. 

No dramatic speech. 
No expectation of gratitude. 
No need for recognition. 

Just a simple act of kindness, performed with the same seriousness Blake brings to 
everything else. 

 

People often imagine strength as something loud. 

A great battle. 
A visible victory. 
A story everyone remembers. 

But real strength is often much quieter. 

Sometimes it is found in the boy who walks into forests no one else dares to enter. 

Sometimes it is found in the child who stands between his town and the things that 
would harm it. 

And sometimes it is found in someone who notices a crying first grader in the snow and 
decides that, for the next few minutes, nothing in the world is more important than 
helping him. 

 

By the time classes begin, the little boy is laughing with his friends as though the 
morning’s crisis never happened. 

Blake sits at his desk and opens his notebook. 

Outside, snow continues to fall softly over South Park. 



The town carries on, unaware of how many large and small disasters are prevented each 
day by people who ask for nothing in return. 

And Blake, as always, is content with that. 

Because beneath all his preparation, all his experience, and all the strange things he has 
seen, the deepest truth about him is simple: 

He believes that if you are able to make someone feel safer, warmer, and less alone, 
then you should. 

No matter how small the problem may seem. 

No matter whether anyone notices. 

No matter how heavy your own burdens are. 

 

And perhaps that is what makes Blake extraordinary. 

Not that he can survive monsters. 

Not that he can endure what would break most people. 

But that after everything he has seen, he still stops in the snow to help a child find a lost 
glove. 

As if kindness were the most natural thing in the world. 

As if protecting others were not a duty, but a way of life. 

As if, in a world that can be frightening and absurd, the greatest act of strength is simply 
choosing to be gentle. 

 


