Coffee and the City %

11:05 A.M. Maypop Coffee &
Garden hums with life. Outside,
the sky hangs low, soft and gray,
but the garden refuses to
surrender. Market carts and local
vendors arrange jars of tomato-
basil jam, wild honey, and pickled
jalapefios. A blue-green bakery
van with a white top and yellow
letters—*“Walk Away Waffles”—
rolls in beside the greenhouse.
Families with strollers and
couples with dogs gather in line,
umbrellas leaning like flags.
Children in pink hats hop from
puddle to puddle. The waffles
arrive in fours, perfectly round,
glistening under house-made
syrup. Steam curls into the cold
air. It’s mid-fall, but the chill
already feels like December.

* % %

Outside, gloom; inside, a pulse.
The two-story coffee shop 1is
packed, its windows breathing fog.
Ten people wait to order while the
espresso machine hisses like
punctuation. A woman near the
counter laughs in melody—half
whisper, half trumpet—and
becomes, for a moment, the rock
star of the first floor. Her cheeks
flush pink; she doesn’t hide it.
Near the window, three girls—
matching green jackets, gray hats,
identical crossbody bags—lean
close over their drinks. They talk
about school, parents, small
dramas. They could be sisters, or
simply friends who have become
reflections of each other.

Then, a hush. For ten seconds,
even the espresso pauses. The sky
begins to cry. Vendors rush to
shield their goods, and umbrellas
bloom open like impatient flowers.
The rain feels less like sorrow
than celebration, like the sky
joining in the café’s laughter.
Children spin their Hello Kitty
umbrellas as if conducting the

weather. The market turns into a
garden of color: lavender, scarlet,
and blue.

Inside, order returns. Navy coffee
bean bags rest neatly on the shelf,
except for two small white ones
that seem to cut the line. Milk
circles in the pitcher like a dancer
catching rhythm. Cups clink,
spoons tap. Each porcelain cup
carries a faint patina of use—tiny
scratches, a fading glaze. How
many hands have they warmed?
Cinnamon bread browns in the
oven, its scent mingling with
buttermilk and the damp wood of
the old house. The floors creak
with memory, absorbing footsteps,
rain, and talk.

The silence loosens again. Two
women in the corner pull out
notebooks—one  leather-bound,
the other thick with dog-eared
pages. One slides out a hand-
painted bookmark, each leaf still
wet in watercolor. They wave
them dry in the window light. The
scene feels almost rehearsed: a
small ritual of friendship.

Maypop Coffee & Garden takes its
name from the greenhouse next
door. Together they share a yard
that spills toward the street, lined
with lavender pots and trays of
lemon balm. In early mornings,
gardeners wheel carts through
the dew, and by noon the air
smells of damp soil and roasted
beans. It’s the only coffee shop of
its kind in Maplewood—and
perhaps the east side of St.
Louis—where flowers and
espresso coexist through all
seasons. The best time is mid-
October, when sunlight drapes
softly across the wooden tables
and wind drifts through the
greenhouse glass. Families linger
longer than they mean to. College
students pretend to study.
Elegant grandmothers shop for
orchids after cappuccinos. Even
the dogs seem content.

By afternoon, Maypop becomes its
own ecosystem. Morning light
gives it a crisp hum; evenings

melt it into amber quiet. At times,
the room feels too alive for
thought. At others, silence hums
like a secret. Ceramic bottles and
tiny plates line the wooden
shelves beside photographs of the
Arch and of dogs and cats—
“friendies,” as I call them—each
photo slightly crooked, as if placed
in a hurry and left that way.

Upstairs, the secret second floor
glows like honey. Tangerine-gold
chairs catch the window light, and
black-gold tables stand on the
checkered floor. Since reopening
last spring, it’s become the quiet
zone, where the sound of typing
and turning pages fills the air.
From above, the chatter below
becomes ambient, like city noise
in another world. Time stretches
here, patient and warm.

As afternoon fades, the rain slows
to a whisper. The last umbrellas
vanish from the garden, and the
scent of wet leaves drifts in from
the greenhouse. Someone plays
music softly—something piano-
heavy, nostalgic, like a thought
half-remembered. Outside,
puddles mirror the lights, small
galaxies trembling in water.

Maypop Coffee & Garden, in all
its ordinary magic, holds the city’s
quiet pulse: laughter, steam, rain.
It isn’t just where coffee is made,
but where time softens—where
strangers, briefly, share the same
small warmth before stepping
back into the world. ®

Meet the Writer

Tong Qiu is the independent
writer and editor behind Coffee
and the City, a column launched
in October 2025. She is currently
a junior at Washington
University in St. Louis. A certified
professional barista since dJuly
2024, she spends much of her time
exploring coffee shops and the
stories that unfold within them.
Coffee and the City is written for
Chicago—her beloved city—but
often drifts to St. Louis and other
places she has traveled and grown
to know. Website: tong-giu.com


http://tong-qiu.com/

