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By Angela Agazarm


“What can I get for you today?” the barista asked. It was the first time I had visited the new coffee shop in town.  I realized immediately that this might, unfortunately, be the happening place in my hometown.  


“A mocha caramel latte, whole milk, extra chocolate,” I answered. I checked my bag, making sure I had brought everything I needed to study what was the bane of my existence and the key to my acceptance into dental school: neuroanatomy.


“Tall or grande, ma’am?”


“Grande, please.”


I found a quiet seat, maneuvering through the teenage crowds and small business meetings.  I took out my laptop, headphones, and every highlighter color ever made. I was ready to dive head first into my studying. I did not consider whether the tables next to me had noticed my obsessive compulsive disorder as I re-wiped the table and perfectly stacked each pile of note cards from my backpack. I was fully determined to master Dr. Long’s unbearable midterm and overcome my 88.9% average. 


I was in the middle of writing out my next note card when I hear someone say, “Studying huh?” That sounded like a pathetic attempt to start a conversation I thought to myself. I looked down and assessed my studying demeanor. I appear focused right? My headphones were visibly in and to the best of my knowledge I didn’t look easily approachable.  


I tried not to reprimand the older man for rudely interrupting me while I was working. Instead, I replied, “Yes. Would you like to study for me?”


Usually I am good at assessing the irritability probability of surrounding people.  However, I hadn’t noticed this man when I sat down. I looked at his table and saw a 24-count Crayola box of colored pencils, drawing paper, and the newest version of the iPad.  He wore shorts, loafers, and one of those fishing shirts with the netting inside that prevents you from overheating. He seemed retired and bored, but annoyingly chipper.


“I wish I took more pride in my studies when I was a student,” he said. 


Oh gee here we go. I am not going to get anything done today, I thought to myself.  I stayed focused on my laptop, hoping to signal that this was not a good day for small talk. 


“What are you studying?” He chimed.


“Me? I am studying neuroanatomy,” I said. “Right now I am learning about the ten major cranial nerves.”


“That’s great. I love how wonderful the body is made. It is fascinating to see how everything works together,” he replied.


Well maybe one day I will know, I thought to myself, but I guess attempting to study here was a bad idea. I started cursing my bad luck in my head. Why is it that every time I finally get to study, something totally and completely random happens? 


“I used to teach and counsel, it was easy to tell the good students from the uninterested ones,” he said. “Young lady, where do you live and what do you want to study?”


I reluctantly replied, “Well I am from here actually. I used to go to high school on Ridge Road. Right now I am studying to go to dental school.” 


I half smiled hoping that would be the end of his desperate need to talk to someone. 


“That’s wonderful, that is a good school, but I don’t hear of too many that go on like you have. Good for you!” he said.


“Well thank you.”


Ok, this isn’t going to stop is it? I looked around to see if this was annoying to anyone else and as I did, I noticed a beautiful glass butterfly hanging from the window. I was immediately reminded of my grandmother who always had butterfly trinkets in her house and how she always taught me to respect people and to always show love.


I asked him about his project and what he was working on. In no time we had touched on every topic under the sun, including boats, motorcycles, politics, history, religion and, of course, family. 


He had two boys my age that he tried to keep in touch with around their busy lives. I told him that I was one of nine children.  We finally exchanged names. He was Harvey Minton from Gainesville.  As I talked to him, I realized how nice he was and how much I had learned from just 30 minutes talking with him. 


I started to pack up my things, I was going to try and see if the library had died down enough to study there. I decided to put another order in for a coffee before I left. I asked Mr. Harvey to excuse me for one second and I told him that I would be right back.  


As I walked back to my seat, I noticed Mr. Minton had left. All of his stuff was gone and he hadn’t even said a word.  It seemed so odd to me that after all of that he would leave without any sort of goodbye. Well that seems like my luck, I thought, just as I was packing up, he left.


I looked down and realized there was a folded-up, hand-written note. On the outside read, “Dear Dedicated Student.” As I anxiously peered inside, a business card fell out. I picked it up and read, “Dr. Harvey Minton, Assistant Dean of Admissions, University of Florida College of Dentistry.” On the back was written, “It was a pleasure meeting you.” Inside the note, Dr. Minton had written, “Thanks for taking the time to talk with me. Never underestimate the impact of kindness. Good luck on your test and God bless you always.”
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