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From behind the counter, Samantha watched the snowflakes swirl in the wind and wished for 

sunshine.  The weather had been like this for days, a late winter storm she was afraid would 

never end.  It would, of course.  The question was how soon, and would it be before or after the 

owner ruined what little business the diner had.  When he was in a snit, Sol Kramer tended to 

burn everything he touched. 

Samantha gazed longingly at the clock.  In another two hours, her shift would be over and 

she could go home and soak her aching feet.  She really did need to get a new pair of shoes.  A 

waitress needed plenty of support for her feet when she stood on them eight hours a day or some 

days longer.  Not today, though.  Since only the most adventuresome had braved today’s storm, 

there would be no overtime to augment her meager paycheck. 

The morning regulars had gone, leaving the afternoon relatively quiet.  Samantha was 

debating whether or not to empty the two inches of black sludge currently sitting in the coffee 

pot when the bell over the door tinkled the entrance of a customer. 

“Good afternoon.  You can sit anywhere you like, sir,” she said. 

The man finished stomping the snow from his boots, then ambled slowly to the last booth by 

the window.  He unwrapped the scarf from around his neck before sliding to the center of the 

seat.  As she approached his table with a menu, he pulled the wool cap from his head to reveal 

dark hair shot heavily with streaks of gray.  He smiled.  That it was a melancholy smile he gave 

her was not surprising. 

Most of the regular patrons of Sol’s Diner worked in some capacity at the Mayo Clinic.  A 

newcomer, especially an elderly one such as her current customer, was probably a patient.  From 

the sadness in his startlingly blue eyes, she guessed the news he’d received was not good. 

His gaze drifted to the coffee pot and cup she carried.  “Would you have any tea, lass?” he 

asked as he removed his wool gloves. 

“A wise choice.”  She returned with a small wicker basket of tea packets.  “Do you have a 

favorite?” 

“The Earl Gray will do, I think,” he said, handing her his selection.  “I need something to 

warm me up.  Me ears are frozen.” 

“I’ll have this ready for you in a jiffy.”  Samantha hesitated when he opened the menu.  He 

seemed such a nice, courteous gentlemen, and she thought it only fair to warn him.  “You might 

prefer the soups today.  I have a hearty vegetable minestrone and bean with bacon.”  When he 

glanced up with eyebrows raised, she hurried to explain.  “You see, our cook had a terrible fight 

with his wife last night, and he’s been in a foul mood all morning.” 

“Ahh.  I believe the minestrone would be best then.” 

“It’s very good.” 

Smiling, he handed her the menu.  “Milk for the tea,” he said, checking the nametag on her 

blouse.  “An unusual name for such a pretty girl.  Sam.” 



“It’s actually Samantha.  Samantha St. John.  My dad was regular Army.  He wanted a boy 

and got me for a consolation prize instead.”  Her face heated instantly.  She hadn’t meant to blurt 

all that out, but words just seemed to fly from her mouth without thought.  It was her greatest 

failing.  “I’ll get your tea and soup.” 

“But he gave you a saint’s name.  One to look after you.” 

“I hadn’t thought of it quite that way,” she said, turning away before tears threatened. 

No saint was looking out for her, or she wouldn’t be working in a cheap diner for minimum 

wage or living in a dinky one bedroom apartment on the third floor of a five-floor walkup.  Dr. 

Jason Margoles wouldn’t have told her all those wonderful lies about loving her and wanting to 

marry her and then dump her for a patient with big breasts and a Mercedes two-seater 

convertible.  But if, by any chance, there was a saint taking care of her, well, he certainly wasn’t 

doing a very good job of it. 

The man was staring out the window, and Samantha heard him sigh as she approached, 

carrying his order carefully so as not to spill a drop.  It reflected on her if any portion of the 

contents slopped over the side, and she cared how she looked to her customers. 

“Here you are, sir.  Nice and hot.”  She set the three items on the table, first the soup, then 

the tea and a small pitcher of milk.  “Would you like anything else?  Some Tabasco, perhaps?” 

He leaned over the bowl and inhaled.  “It smells wonderful, lass.  Did you make this 

yourself?” 

“Yes.  Yes, I did.  Ruth, the owner’s wife, usually makes the soups, but she, uh, didn’t come 

in today.  And since Sol’s more of a grill person, that pretty much left me to make the soup.” 

When he simply gazed up at her through those deep blue eyes, she wanted to slide through 

the nearest crack in the floor.  She nibbled at her lower lip and cringed.  Good lord, when would 

she ever learn to control her mouth? 

“Then I doubt it requires any additives.” 

Stunned, it took her a moment to realize he’d meant that as a compliment.  And praise, rare 

as sunshine lately, was something to be tucked away in her heart and savored later.  “Well, if I 

can get you anything else, please let me know.” 

“That I will, Samantha.  May I call you that?” 

She nodded.  When was the last time anyone had called her Samantha?  Her mother perhaps, 

but even back then it had carried the ring of a reprimand.  Nothing at all like this man’s words, a 

ripple of velvet, his accent caressing her name.  She smiled brightly at him, received the same in 

return, and was nearly to the counter when he called her name. 

“I’m sorry to bother you.” 

“It’s no bother.  You’re my only customer.” 

“So I am.”  He dabbed his mouth with the napkin.  “And since that’s the case, do you think 

you might be able to sit and talk with me for a little while?” 

He was lonely.  And Samantha knew how miserable that felt.  “I’ll go get my lunch and join 

you.” 

“That would be grand, lass, provided I don’t get you into any trouble.”  He glanced quickly 

toward the kitchen. 

“Sol won’t mind.  He growls a lot, but underneath, he’s really a great big teddy bear.  I’ll 

just be a minute.” 

“Have you worked here long?” he asked as she slid into the seat across from him, bowl of 

soup in one hand and pad of paper in the other. 



“Forever.”  The concern that leaped immediately into his eyes warmed her heart.  She 

smiled.  “It seems that way sometimes, but it’s really been only about five years,” she reassured 

him. 

“I thought your accent didn’t quite match this area.” 

Samantha laughed.  “Yours doesn’t either.” 

“Ah, but I’m a guest in your country.  And I haven’t properly introduced meself.”  He 

reached across the table to offer his weather-worn hand.  “Seamus McDade.  I’m from Ireland.  

The western part.  Inish Mor to be exact.  That’s the largest of the Aran Islands in County 

Galway.”  He stopped to laugh when her puzzled eyes met his.  “I’ve lost you, haven’t I?” 

“Well, I think I know where Ireland is.  It’s next to England, isn’t it?” 

“Unfortunately.”  Seamus shuddered as he pulled a paper napkin from the dispenser.  From 

the box of crayons beside it, he took a green one and drew a crude map.  “I’ve not a good hand at 

drawing, but tis close enough.”  He turned the napkin map toward her and marked a dot on the 

right hand side, half way up the island.  “Galway City.”  He drew three small squiggly islands 

further to the right in what Samantha knew was the Atlantic Ocean.  On the farthest one from 

shore, he placed an X.  “That’s my home.  Inish Mor.  And never has God made a more beautiful 

place on this earth.  The sky is so blue, and . . .”  He reached out, touched his right thumb to the 

corner of her eye.  “ . . . the grass so green, thine eyes have seen, the beauty of my land.  A 

moment is all, for you to recall, a sight so wondrously grand.” 

Samantha sighed.  “Oh, that was beautiful.” 

“Ach, lass, truth be told, that was awful, but tis well known that all Irishmen are poets.  

Some are good and some of us just wish we were.” 

“Well, I liked it.  Will you write it down for me?”  Samantha finished her soup while he did 

as she asked.  She reached for her pad of paper. 

He handed her the napkin, the poem penned meticulously beneath his drawing.  “What’s that 

you’ve got?” 

“My sketchbook.  I was hoping you’d let me draw you.” 

“Sure, lass, you’ve better subjects than me to waste fine paper on.” 

“None so interesting.”  She flipped the pad open to the next clean page, then removed a 

pencil from the spiral ring.  She began by outlining his face.  “Tell me more about your home.” 

And while he did, she drew. 

The lines across his high forehead and framed around his eyes and full mouth were deep, 

and she hoped they’d been caused by laughter.  He settled back into the booth, his gaze drifting 

to a far-away place while he spoke of fishermen and currachs, turf fires and nights spent with 

friends in the pub.  She heard the love he felt for his homeland in his words, conveyed his 

longing for it in the portrait.  Finished, she handed the sketchbook to him. 

“You’ve the ability to see into a man’s soul, haven’t you, lass?”  With one finger, he traced 

the shadows brooding beneath his eyes.  “It’s brilliant, the talent you have.  Do you sell your 

work?” 

“Oh, no.  I just draw for myself.”  Samantha knew she was blushing, could feel her cheeks 

hot beneath his gentle gaze. 

“But you think about it?  Sometimes?” 

She smiled hesitantly, her fingers picking at the metal ring that bound the pages together.  

“Sometimes.” 

“Do you mind if I look at the rest of these?” 



Though she shook her head, her breath caught in her lungs.  Only a handful of people had 

ever seen her drawings.  Sol and Ruth, and of course, her neighbor and best friend, Cherise.  

She’d nearly shown them to Jason.  Thank God, she hadn’t done that.  After all, a man could 

humiliate a woman just so far.  She watched silently, her heart in her throat, as Seamus turned to 

the first page of the book. 

“So, you draw more than portraits.” 

He didn’t have to turn the sketchbook toward her for her to know which one he meant.  She 

started every new book with it.  Always refining it.  It was why she’d come north.  And for some 

reason she couldn’t name, she wanted to tell him about it.  The way he’d told her about Inish 

Mor. 

“When I was a little girl, my mom used to talk about growing up here in Minnesota.  She 

would tell me stories about visiting her grandparents who had this cabin on a lake.  With my dad 

in the Army, we moved around a lot.  That accent you hear is from the South, mostly Texas.”  

Samantha smiled.  “My mom promised we’d settle down someday.  We’d live in a little house on 

the water, like her grandparents.”  Samantha stopped, took a quiet breath.  “She died when I was 

nine.  I wanted to keep her dream alive, so I started drawing it.  The house by the lake.” 

“Her dream became your dream.” 

She’d actually started drawing the house when she was eight.  A gift for her mother as she 

lay dying of small cell lung cancer.  Over the years, she’d refined it, adding special touches from 

her mother’s memories.  And finally, after reaching Minnesota, she’d started saving for it.  Her 

tip money, along with anything else extra she could afford, had gone into a savings account.  The 

balance had grown slowly.  Too slowly.  Much slower than the cost of lake front property 

anywhere in the state.  And because of that, her dream had begun to fade. 

Everywhere but on paper. 

“I guess so, though sometimes I think I should let it go.” 

“It’s important to have a dream, Samantha.  It’s what makes life worth living.”  He gave her 

back the sketchbook, then began to gather up his things.  “You’re a lovely lass, and I feel very 

certain that someday you’ll have your dream.” 

He seemed so positive of it, she almost believed it herself.  “Thank you.” 

“Now I’ve taken up more of your time than you should allot to an old man, so if you’ll give 

me the bill, I’ll be on me way.”  He followed her to the cash register, his hand already in his front 

pocket.  “How much is it?” 

“Six dollars and forty-two cents,” she said, ringing up the ticket, surprised at how sad she 

was to see him go.  “I enjoyed our lunch very much.  I really hope all your dreams come true.” 

“They already have.” 

When he smiled at her, she noted a twinkle in his eyes that hadn’t been there when he’d first 

come through the door.  Taking the money he offered, she scanned the hundred-dollar bill 

discreetly under the scope before gathering up his change. 

“I have a son . . .” he said softly, his blue eyes misting faintly.  “I don’t suppose you’d care 

to meet . . .” 

Samantha counted out the change into his hand, careful to lower her face to hide her 

thoughts so easily read.  Cherise was forever trying to set her up with someone she worked with 

at the hospital.  Jason, the doctor, had been her latest disaster.  Even Sol and Ruth had offered 

sons of friends.  And her regular customers, well, someone always knew of someone who had a 

son.  Did she really seem that desperate? 

“I really appreciate your thinking of me, Mr. McDade, but . . .” 



“But you’ve no need for a matchmaker.” 

“I’m swearing off men, actually.”  His light laugh made her smile.  “Not forever, mind you.  

Just for a little while.” 

“Till your heart mends?”  He reached out to brush her cheek with his finger, tears glistening 

in his eyes. 

She nodded.  His concern seemed so real, she wanted to hug him.  “I’ll be fine, Mr. 

McDade.  Don’t you worry none about me.” 

“Of course, you’ll be fine, lass.  It’s himself I worry over.  My boy needs someone like 

yourself to teach him how to smile again.” 

Impulsively, she kissed his cheek.  “If your son is half as handsome and charming as you 

are, he won’t have any trouble finding someone.” 

“Ach, but you would be perfect for him.”  He took hold of her hand before she could protest, 

pressed the change she’d given him into her palm, and folded her fingers around it.  “Don’t 

forget me, lass.” 

She was hardly likely to do that, she thought, glancing down at the money in her hand.  

“Wait,” Samantha called as he started for the door.  “You’ve made a mistake.  This is too much 

for a tip.” 

He turned.  Winked at her.  “I don’t make mistakes, Samantha St. John.  I want you to buy 

yourself something totally unexpected.” 

Something unexpected?  Not when she had the rent to pay.  And utilities, though perhaps 

tonight she would turn up the heat.  Just this once. 

“You’re not to pay the bills,” he admonished, shaking his forefinger at her.  “Spend it 

frivolously, lass, on something that will remind you of me.” 

What an outrageous idea!  She couldn’t remember the last time she’d spent any money  

without thought.  The instant she opened her mouth to protest his generosity, he raised his 

eyebrows, the expression on his face stern, yet optimistic. 

Oh heck, why not? 

“All right, I will.  Come back again, Seamus McDade.  Soon,” she said, astonished how 

much she wanted that. 

He hesitated.  “I’m afraid that might not be possible, but I’ll think of you, lass, and I’ll 

always remember how special you made this day.  Thank you.” 

She stood by the window, watching him walk along the sidewalk, a lightness in his step 

even as he faced into the storm.  “You brightened my day, too,” she whispered, her hand against 

the glass.  “And I’m going to buy a new, comfortable pair of shoes, and every time I wear them, 

I’m going to think of you.” 

 


