
Name: Miles Oscar Matunya
Age: 21 (19 & above category)
Word count: 844
Contact: +260974951178
Bio: Zimbabwean writer based in Zambia

Sibusiso "Sibu" Mbewe, a 29-year-old Zimbabwean man, made his way down a narrow alley to
a small, nondescript diner he had never noticed before. His jacket clung damply to his skin, and
his spirits were equally weighed down.

Sibu had recently lost his job as a junior accountant at a local firm. The economic downturn had
hit hard, and he found himself struggling to make ends meet. Each day was a repeat of the
last—looking for jobs, attending interviews, only to face rejection. The weight of his
circumstances was almost unbearable.

The diner, with its flickering neon sign that read "Café 263," seemed out of place in the drab
neighborhood. Its cozy, retro aesthetic was a stark contrast to the grey surroundings. As Sibu
stepped inside, the warmth enveloped him like a comforting embrace. The smell of freshly
brewed coffee and warm pastries lifted his spirits, if only a little.

He took a seat at the counter, and an elderly waitress with kind eyes and a warm smile
approached him. “Morning, dear. What can I get for you?”

Sibu hesitated before replying, “Just a coffee, please. Black.”

“Coming right up.”

Sibu watched as she moved behind the counter with practiced ease, her movements smooth
and reassuring. He gazed around the diner, noticing the small touches of homey decor that
gave the place an inviting atmosphere. A vintage jukebox stood in one corner, and the walls
were adorned with old black-and-white photographs of distant places.

As he waited, he couldn't help but overhear snippets of conversations from other patrons—an
elderly couple discussing their gardening plans, a group of young professionals debating
politics, and a solitary woman lost in a book. The hum of these ordinary lives seemed to offer a
sense of normalcy that Sibu longed for.

The waitress soon returned with a steaming cup of coffee and a slice of apple pie. “On the
house,” she said with a wink. “You look like you could use a pick-me-up.”

Sibu thanked her, his face breaking into a rare, genuine smile. As he took his first sip, the rich,
bold flavor of the coffee seemed to awaken something deep within him. It was as if the



complexities of his world were distilled into that single, perfect cup. The apple pie, with its warm,
cinnamon-spiced filling, added a touch of sweetness to the moment.

Lost in thought, Sibu didn't notice the man sitting at the end of the counter until the man cleared
his throat. He was a distinguished-looking gentleman in his sixties, with a neatly trimmed gray
beard and a well-tailored suit. “Excuse me,” the man said, “but I couldn’t help but notice that you
seem deep in thought. May I join you?”

Sibu nodded, slightly taken aback. “Sure, please.”

The man introduced himself as Mr. David Sango, a retired banker who now spent his days
reading, traveling, and indulging in his love for coffee. They exchanged pleasantries, and Sibu
found himself opening up about his recent struggles—the job loss, the constant search for
employment, the fear of falling into a cycle of despair.

Mr. Sango listened attentively, his eyes reflecting empathy. “You know,” he said thoughtfully,
“sometimes life presents us with challenges not to break us, but to show us what we’re truly
made of. I’ve learned that every setback carries with it the seeds of a new opportunity.”

Sibu raised an eyebrow. “And what do you mean?”

Mr. Sango leaned forward, his voice low but fervent. “Years ago, I faced a similar situation. I lost
my job, and for a while, I was lost. But it was in that time of uncertainty that I discovered a
passion for investing in small businesses. I started with a modest sum and began helping local
entrepreneurs. It transformed my life in ways I never imagined.”

Sibu listened intently. The idea of finding a new purpose, of turning his situation into an
opportunity, began to take root in his mind. The conversation continued, and Mr. Sangoshared
his insights and advice, which Sibu absorbed with growing enthusiasm.

By the time Sibu left Café 263, the rain had ceased, and the sky was clearing. He walked back
into the city with a renewed sense of hope and determination. The cup of coffee at the diner had
not only provided him with warmth and comfort but had also sparked a new direction for his life.

Inspired by Mr. Sango’s story, Sibu began researching ways to support local entrepreneurs. He
attended workshops, networked with potential partners, and slowly started to invest in small
businesses. It wasn’t long before he found himself thriving in a new role, helping others achieve
their dreams while building a new path for himself.

Every so often, Sibu would return to Café 263, always greeted warmly by the waitress who had
unknowingly set him on a new course. He would order his coffee, savor its rich flavor, and reflect
on the serendipitous encounter that had changed his life. Over coffee, he had discovered not
just a new beginning, but the strength within himself to forge a brighter future.



THE END.


