
Lily Meets Henry 

In the quiet corner of the Midwest, where the city’s heartbeat pulsed through narrow streets, 
there stood a weathered church. Its stained-glass windows told stories of faith and redemption, 
and its wooden pews cradled the weary souls seeking solace. 

Henry, a man with silver hair and a heart etched by years of living, stepped into the church. The 
air smelled of polished wood and candle wax. Sunlight streamed through the windows, casting 
kaleidoscopic patterns on the floor. The congregation buzzed with anticipation—their 
whispered prayers like fragile wings. 

As Henry walked down the aisle, he noticed the bustle—the hushed conversations, the clasped 
hands, the eyes that darted between hope and fear. These were people carrying burdens—the 
weight of illness, broken relationships, and dreams deferred. 

But amidst the crowd, his gaze settled on a shabbily dressed little girl. She sat alone in the back 
pew, her patched dress clinging to bony shoulders. Her eyes held a mixture of innocence and 
weariness—a paradox that tugged at Henry’s heart. 

He approached her, his footsteps echoing in the sacred space. The girl looked up, her eyes 
wide. She had the kind of vulnerability that made Henry think of sparrows—fragile creatures 
that needed shelter. 

“Hello,” Henry said, his voice gentle. “I’m Henry.” 

The girl blinked, as if surprised that someone noticed her. “I’m Lily,” she whispered. 

Henry reached into his pocket, feeling the familiar texture of a $20 bill. It was a small offering, 
but he sensed something more—a prompting, perhaps, from a higher place. 

“Here, Lily,” he said, placing the bill in her tiny hand. “Consider it a gift.” 

Lily’s eyes widened, and she clutched the money as if it were a secret treasure. “Why?” she 
asked. 

Henry smiled. “Because sometimes,” he said, “we receive blessings when we least expect them. 
And today, you’re my blessing.” 

Lily’s lips trembled, and she nodded. She didn’t understand the complexities of life—the 
reasons why some had plenty while others scraped by. But she understood kindness—the 
warmth of a stranger’s touch, the way a simple gift could bridge gaps wider than oceans. 

As the church service began, Lily held the $20 bill tightly. She listened to the hymns, the 
pastor’s words, and the rustle of pages. And somewhere in that sacred space, she felt the 
presence of Holy Spirit—the compassion that flowed through Henry’s veins, connecting them 
like threads in a divine tapestry. 

After the service, Lily approached Henry. “Thank you,” she said, her voice barely audible. 

He patted her head, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Remember,” he whispered, “you’re never 
alone. There’s a love that transcends our understanding.” 



And so, Lily carried that $20 bill—a talisman against hunger and despair. She never forgot 
Henry—the man who sensed the power of compassion, who saw beyond her tattered clothes 
and into her soul. 

Years later, when Lily had grown, she stood in the same church. She wore a new dress, but her 
heart still held the memory of that moment—the kindness that changed her life. And as she 
placed a $20 bill into the offering plate, she whispered a silent prayer: 

“May Holy Spirit’s compassion flow through me, just as it did through Henry.” 

And in that quiet exchange, the church became a sanctuary—a place where $20 bills held the 
promise of miracles, and where shabbily dressed little girls discovered that grace was more 
abundant than they dared to imagine. 

 

Reflections: 

1. Can you remember ever being overwhelmed with compassion towards a young person 
who just looked alone, and a bit confused with life? 

2. Have you ever been that young person? 

3. If so… consider it a challenge to share your story when given the opportunity. 

4. What about the gift of twenty-dollars. How significant was this gift to the story and to 
Lily?  

 

We would so appreciate hearing your thoughts as you reflected on  

Lily and Henrys Story.  info@The520Project.org 
 

 

 

 

 

 


