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A  Q U I C K  N O T E  T O  PA R E N T S

Before you read together
This month the trail turns to kindness — and it starts with a correction. Kindness is not the same as niceness.
Niceness smiles, says please, and keeps walking. It costs nothing, which is why it is everywhere. Kindness has
a price on it. That price is the whole point of this week’s story: a boy, a lunch tray, and two empty seats that
cannot both be taken.

The big idea is this: kindness is seeing a person and moving toward them — especially when moving
toward them costs you something you wanted. Children feel that cost with perfect clarity long before they
can name it. This story hands them the name.

WHAT IT TEACHES

Kindness usually asks for something you were saving for yourself — a seat, a turn, a place in the circle. Its first
move is simply noticing. Most unkindness is not cruelty; it is trained not-seeing.

HOW TO USE IT

Read the story aloud and stop at the freeze. Ask what they would do — and what it would cost — before reading the
two roads. About 15 minutes.

ONE TIP

Don’t assign the fix this week. Just ask one question at dinner: “Who eats alone at your lunch?” If a
name comes — even slowly — something important has already happened. Seeing comes first. The
practice comes in Week 4.
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CONSTELLATION TRAIL THE EMPTY SEAT ·  THE STORY

H E R E  I S  A  S T O R Y.  A S  Y O U  R E A D ,  A S K  W H AT  Y O U  W O U L D  D O .

The Empty Seat
Three weeks at a new school will teach you the map of a lunchroom better than any class teaches geography.
Theo knew it by heart now. The long tables in the middle where the fifth graders churned like weather. The
teachers’ corner. The window table, where the soccer kids sat, where the laughing was loudest and the light
came in gold — the table that felt like a country you needed papers to enter.

And the small table by the recycling bins, where Danny West ate alone. Danny didn’t seem to mind — that
was the story everyone told, anyway. He kept a green notebook beside his tray and drew in it, every day, maps
of places that don’t exist: coastlines, mountain ranges, tiny inked ships sailing off the edge of the page. Nobody
had ever asked to see one. Nobody ever sat down.

For three weeks Theo had eaten fast at the end of a middle bench, the way you stand in a doorway of a party
you weren’t quite invited to. He had watched the window table the whole time. He knew who sat where. He
knew the empty seat on the end was Marcus’s to give.

And then, today, it happened. Marcus stood halfway up, waved his whole arm, and called across the noise:
“Theo! We saved you a seat!”

Theo’s chest went warm. He picked up his tray and started across the lunchroom — past the weather of the
middle tables, past the recycling bins — and that is where it happened. Danny looked up from the green
notebook. Not at the window table. At Theo. And without a single word, Danny reached over and slid his
backpack off the chair across from him.

That was all. An empty chair, cleared. An invitation so small you could pretend you never saw it — and so
large it must have taken all three weeks to work up to.

The window table was waving. Danny was already looking back down at his map, shoulders braced, like a boy
who has learned exactly how this usually goes.

Theo stopped in the middle of the lunchroom, tray in his hands. One seat to his right, in the gold light, with the
laughing. One seat to his left, by the bins, across from a boy and a notebook full of countries no one had ever
visited.

Two seats. One tray. Hold that moment — because both roads out of it are real, and children walk them every
single day.
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T H E  C H O I C E  I N  T H E  S T O R Y

Two roads from an empty seat
Nobody would call Theo cruel for taking the window seat. That is what makes this choice real. Walk both roads
to the end before you decide.

ROAD ONE · WALK PAST

Theo barely slows down. The window table cheers when he lands. Belonging washes over him like warm water,
and it is wonderful. It was just a seat. Danny doesn’t say anything — kids who eat alone learn not to.

Then: the not-seeing gets easier. By spring it is automatic — Danny is furniture. And slowly Theo learns the window table’s
quiet secret: its welcome has conditions. Everyone at that table is one wrong lunch away from the end seat going to someone
newer, funnier, faster. Belonging that must be defended never quite feels like home.

ROAD TWO · SIT DOWN

The chair scrapes. The silence across the tray is long enough to hurt. From the corner of his eye Theo watches the
window table shrug and close back up like water over a stone — and something in his chest sinks, because he
wanted that seat, and wanting it was not wrong.

Then: Danny turns the green notebook around. “This is Elsewhere,” he says. “You’re the first person who’s seen it.” A
friendship with no conditions starts over a map of an imaginary coastline. And weeks later, something strange: other kids
begin to drift toward the table by the bins — because Theo made it a place a person could sit. Kindness is quiet, but it
multiplies.

THE WORD FOR THIS

Kindness is not the same as being nice. Nice smiles and keeps walking. Kindness sees a person and
moves toward them — especially when moving toward them costs you something you wanted. The old
English word is cousin to kin: to be kind is to treat a stranger like family.
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CONSTELLATION TRAIL THE EMPTY SEAT ·  TALK IT OVER

TA L K  I T  O V E R

Three questions, no wrong answers

1. Theo wanted the window table for three weeks, and wanting it wasn’t wrong. Does wanting something that
badly make it easier to excuse walking past Danny? Where do you feel that pull — at lunch, at recess, on a
team?

2. Danny’s invitation was tiny — a backpack slid off a chair, no words at all. Why do you think kids who eat
alone make their invitations so small? What was Danny risking with even that much?

3. The old word for kind is cousin to kin — family. Pick one person this week who is outside your circle. What
would it look like to treat them, just once, the way you’d treat family?

C O P Y W O R K

Copy the line below in your best handwriting. Old words, worth keeping.

“Be ye kind one to another, tenderhearted.”
— EPHESIANS 4:32 (KJV)
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CONSTELLATION TRAIL THE EMPTY SEAT ·  THE TRAIL CONTINUES

W H E R E  T H E  T R A I L  G O E S  N E X T

The seat is still empty
You noticed the story never says which seat Theo took. That is on purpose. The story cannot choose for him —
and it cannot choose for you. But every lunchroom has a Danny. So does every church hall, every co-op, every
playground. The first step of kindness costs nothing at all: see the empty seat. The second step is the one with
the price on it.

Next week on the trail: the oldest kindness story ever told — a dangerous road, a wounded stranger lying in
the dust, and three travelers who saw him. Two were respectable men. One was a foreigner everyone despised.
Only one stopped. We’ll dig up the root of kindness — and find out why the question “who is my neighbor?”
got turned completely upside down.

There was a real girl who ran toward the wounded.
On a battlefield where grown men were running away, one quiet schoolteacher drove a wagon straight toward
the cannon smoke — because the wounded were lying where kindness was afraid to go. Who she was, what it

cost her, and the week-long challenge that goes with her story: that’s Constellation Trail Unit Three:
Kindness — the third star of the constellation.

constellationtrail.com/character-units
13 print-ready pages · the Two Paths map · a certificate that lights Star 3

Reading a printed copy? Join at constellationtrail.com/free-lessons
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