
Young Caleb 

In a quiet suburban neighborhood, where the scent of freshly mown grass lingered in the air, 
lived a preteen named Caleb. His heart was a sanctuary—an altar where compassion and 
faith intertwined. Caleb had grown up hearing stories of miracles—the loaves and fishes, 
the widow’s mite—and he believed that even a small act of kindness could ripple through 
eternity. 

One sunny morning, as Caleb celebrated his twelfth birthday, his parents gathered around 
him. They handed him a simple envelope, and inside lay a crisp $20 bill. To most kids, it 
might have been pocket money for candy or video games, but to Caleb, it was a sacred 
trust—a chance to deliver peace to someone else. 

He sat on his bed; the bill cradled in his hands. The sun streamed through the window, 
casting a warm glow on the faded wallpaper. Caleb closed his eyes, seeking guidance. 
“Lord,” he whispered, “show me who needs this.” 

And so, with Holy Spirit as his compass, Caleb set out. He walked the familiar streets, his 
sneakers scuffing against the pavement. His heart beat in rhythm with the birdsong—their 
melodies carrying secrets of grace. 

As he passed the park, he saw an elderly man sitting on a bench. The man’s eyes held a 
lifetime of stories—of wars fought, love lost, and dreams deferred. Caleb approached him, 
the $20 bill clutched in his pocket. 

“Sir,” Caleb said, “I hope this brings you some comfort.” 

The man blinked, surprised by the young boy’s kindness. “What’s this?” 

“It’s a gift,” Caleb replied. “From me to you.” 

The man accepted the bill, his fingers trembling. “Thank you,” he said. “You have no idea 
what this means.” 

Caleb smiled. “Maybe I do,” he whispered. “Peace be with you.” 

And so, the elderly man sat there, the $20 bill crumpled in his hand. He felt the weight of it—
a lifeline, a reminder that goodness still existed in a world often clouded by shadows. 

Caleb continued his journey. He visited the local shelter, where a single mother wept 
silently. Her children clung to her, their eyes wide with hunger. Caleb handed her a $20 bill, 
saying, “For your little ones.” 



He encountered a homeless man by the subway station—a man with eyes like forgotten 
constellations. “Take this,” Caleb said. “May it bring warmth to your spirit.” 

And with each gift, Caleb felt Holy Spirit move—the invisible thread connecting hearts 
across time and space. He didn’t know the impact of his actions, but he trusted that love 
multiplied like loaves and fishes. 

As the sun dipped below the horizon, Caleb returned home. His parents asked about his day, 
and he shared his encounters—the elderly man, the single mother, the homeless stranger. 
His mother’s eyes glistened with pride, and his father patted his shoulder. 

“You’ve done well, son,” his father said. “Compassion is a currency that never loses value.” 

That night, as Caleb lay in bed, he whispered a prayer. “Thank you, Lord,” he said. “For 
showing me how one way to deliver your peace.” 

And in the quiet of his room, Caleb knew  Holy Spirits was present—like the gentle wind that 
rustled leaves, the warmth that enveloped him. He knew that his $20 bill had become 
more—a vessel for grace, a reminder that even a preteen could change the world, one act of 
compassion at a time. 

And so, Caleb slept, dreaming of miracles—the kind that unfolded not in grand cathedrals, 
but on park benches, in shelters, and by subway stations. For he had learned that 
sometimes, the smallest gifts held the power to heal broken hearts and ignite hope. 

And in that sacred exchange, Caleb’s twelfth birthday became a milestone—a turning point 
where faith and compassion danced, and where a $20 bill carried the fragrance of heaven. 

 

Reflections: 

• How realistic could this story be?  
• Were you or someone you know a Caleb? 
• Caleb was given one $20 for his birthday. Where did the other two come from? 
• On Caleb’s birthday journey, who was blessed the most? Be careful, this is a tricky 

question.  
• Was Calebs compassion caught or taught?  

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

Young Caleb.  info@The520Project.org 

 


