
Over Coffee 

 

It was a chilly winter evening when I stumbled upon a quaint coffee shop nestled between a 

vintage bookstore and a bustling street. I had just moved to the city, and the aroma of freshly 

brewed coffee drew me in like a warm hug. I stepped into this cosy coffee shop, escaping the 

chilly winter evening. This aroma of freshly brewed coffee enveloped me, providing a sense 

of comfort I so desperately needed. I had just received news that my mother, who had raised 

me alone, had passed away. The loss felt like a heavy weight, making every step feel like a 

struggle. 

As I waited in line, I noticed a woman sitting alone, sipping a cup of coffee and staring out the 

window. There was something familiar about her, but I couldn't quite place it. The woman's 

eyes seemed to hold a deep wisdom, and her gentle smile hinted at a thousand untold stories. 

When it was my turn to order, I asked for a hot café latte and took a seat next to the woman. 

Terri’s Coffee Shop was full, but this old woman had invited me to join her at her wooden table. 

We struck up a conversation, and I learned that her name was Miss Emma. We talked about 

everything and nothing, our words flowing effortlessly like the steam from our mugs. 

As we sipped our drinks, Miss Emma shared stories of her own mother, who had passed away 

a year ago. I found comfort in our shared experience, and our conversation deepened. We 

discussed the pain of loss, the joy of memories, and the struggle to move forward. I was really 

grieving as I was in another country, which made the process of grief unbearable. 

As the evening wore on, I realized that Miss Emma was my mother's best friend from 

childhood. They had lost touch over the years, but Miss Emma had been searching for my 

mother, hoping to reconnect. The coincidence felt like a sign, a message from the universe 

that I was not alone in my grief. 

Over coffee, Miss Emma and I shared stories, laughter, and tears. We discovered a deep 

connection, bridging the gap between the past and the present. I learned about my mother's 

childhood, her dreams, and her fears. Miss Emma shared stories of their adventures, their 

secrets, and their promises. 

As the coffee shop closed, Miss Emma handed me a small box. Inside, I found my mother's 

locket, passed down through generations. Miss Emma had been holding onto it, hoping to 

return it to me one day. The locket felt warm to the touch as if it had been waiting for me all 

along. 

At that moment, I felt a sense of peace wash over me. Over coffee, I found a piece of my 

mother's legacy and a new friend to cherish. We hugged goodbye, promising to stay in touch, 

and I left the coffee shop feeling lighter as if I had found a piece of myself. 

In the days that followed, Miss Emma and I met regularly, sharing stories and memories over 

coffee. We laughed and cried together, our bond growing stronger with each passing day. I 

realised that my mother's legacy lived on through Miss Emma and that our connection was a 

gift, a reminder that love never truly dies, even in death. 

As we sipped our coffee, I knew that I had found a true friend in Miss Emma, a friend who 

understood my grief, my joy, and my soul. And in that moment, I felt my mother's presence, 

smiling down on us, grateful that we had found each other, over coffee. 

 


