
The Coffee Shop 

Once upon a time, in a small town nestled between rolling hills, there lived a middle-aged man 
named Samuel. Samuel was unremarkable in appearance, with graying hair and a gentle smile 
that crinkled the corners of his eyes. But what set him apart was his heart—a heart that 
overflowed with compassion and kindness. 

Samuel had a routine. Every morning, he would walk to the local coffee shop, order his usual 
black coffee, and sit by the window. From there, he observed the world—the hurried footsteps, 
the furrowed brows, and the weight of life etched on people’s faces. 

One chilly morning, as frost clung to the windowpane, Samuel noticed a young lady sitting alone 
at a corner table. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and her fingers tapped nervously on the coffee 
cup. He had seen her before—perhaps in passing—but he didn’t know her name or her story. 

Curiosity tugged at Samuel’s heart. What burden did she carry? Why did her shoulders sag 
under invisible weights? He decided to find out. With his coffee in hand, he approached her 
table. 

“Mind if I join you?” Samuel asked, gesturing to the empty chair across from her. 

The young lady looked up, surprise flickering in her eyes. “Sure,” she said, her voice soft. 

They exchanged pleasantries—names, a few awkward laughs. Her name was Emily, and she 
worked at the nearby bookstore. Samuel learned that she was a single mother, juggling work, 
bills, and the dreams she once held close. 

As they talked, Samuel listened. He listened to her worries—the rent that was due, the car that 
needed repairs, and the loneliness that settled in after her daughter fell asleep. He listened to 
her dreams—the novel she wanted to write, the places she longed to visit, and the hope that 
flickered despite it all. 

And then, Samuel did something unexpected. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a 
crumpled $20 bill. “Emily,” he said, “take this. Consider it a gift from Jesus. Use it for whatever 
you need—a warm meal, a book, or maybe even a little escape.” 

Emily stared at the bill; her eyes wide. “But why?” she whispered. 

“Because sometimes,” Samuel replied, “we all need a bit of love to give us hope. And this, my 
dear, is my way of igniting that spark in you.” 

Emily accepted the money, tears welling up. She didn’t understand why a stranger would care, 
why he would reach out to her in her darkest hour. But as she left the coffee shop that day, 
clutching the $20 bill, something shifted within her. 

That small act of kindness changed everything. Over the next month’s nearing a year or so, 
Emily paid her overdue rent, fixed her car, and even bought a fresh notebook—the first step 
toward writing her novel. But more than that, she felt seen, valued, and less alone. 

The one component Emily believed activated restoration in her life was when she was given a 
$20 dollar gift when she had lost all hope…    



Samuel never knew the impact of his gift. He continued his routine—the coffee shop, the 
window seat, the quiet observations. But Emily carries his compassion with her, like a secret 
treasure. She vowed to be prepared with a $20 bill to bless other souls in need… in real time.  

And so, in that unassuming coffee shop, hope bloomed—a fragile, resilient thing that connected 
two hearts across generations. Samuel, the giver, and Emily, the receiver, both found solace in 
the simple truth: compassion knows no boundaries, and kindness has a way of echoing through 
time. 
And that, my friend, is how a $20 bill became a beacon of hope, lighting up the ordinary days of  
two extraordinary souls. 
 
 
Reflections: 
 

• Samual was on a life mission. How would you best describe his mission and how 
important do you think his mission was to his neighbors and community? 

 

• Are you on a life mission to your neighbors and community? If so, what activated you to 
be intentional? 
 

• What part of Samuel effort are you most attracted to?  
 

• Can you relate to Emilys story? Please share if lead… 
 

•  Why did Emily want to make a vow to be prepared to give to person in need, in real 
time? 
 

 

We would so appreciate hearing your thoughts as you reflected on the story of  

The Coffee Shop.  info@The520Project.org 
 

 
 
 


