It was very humid. I was perspiring from the brisk walk. I caught a glimpse of a pink and white ice cream truck parked at the curb on the far side the psychology building as I started up the steps. Soft Licks was stenciled along the side in black lettering beside an image of a red tongue protruding from a pair a full, pink lips. On the roof of the vehicle was a large plastic ice cream cone. A face with a wide grin was painted into the vanilla/chocolate swirl ice cream. I wished I had time to get myself a scoop, but I could see that it wasn’t open for business anyway.
The professor was already handing out questionnaires and answer booklets to students in the back of the room as I took my seat at the front. I glanced behind as Professor Galligan placed the test material in front of Sam Won, who raised his head and smiled at me, his cheeks dimpling, two semicircle parentheses around the corner of his lips. My cheeks flushed and I fought the impulse to turn away immediately so that it did not appear obvious I had been gawking at him the whole time.
Sam smiled a lot, so I couldn’t be sure that he was smiling at me. However, every time I looked at him, which was often (I couldn’t help it), he always smiled at me. He was very quiet. At first, I thought he was just shy, but something in his eyes, and his smile, suggested an innate confidence that didn’t require compulsory engagement in frivolous and idle conversation. At least that’s what I thought. I hadn’t spoken to him all year, accept the first day of the semester when someone dropped a pen on the way into the classroom. I instinctively picked it up and when I turned to give it back to the person who dropped it, Sam was standing there smiling.
“Thank you,” he said.
“You’re welcome.”
That had been the extent of our dialogue, but I was immediately attracted to him, and his smile had more than a little to do with it.
I was well-prepared for the final, but my mind was wandering. As a result, it took me longer to finish than it should have. I was one of the last students to complete the exam. Sam had already gone.
“How do you think you did, Vanessa?” asked Professor Galligan as I handed in my work.
“Pretty good,” I responded. “I took some extra time to double-check my answers.”
He shuffled my test booklet into the bottom of the stack. “I haven’t heard from you about the summer position we talked about. There is a graduate student who lives in town who offered to do it if you are unable.”
“Sorry about that, Professor Galligan. I want to, but I don’t think I can swing it. My father needs me to help out at one of the offices this summer. I tried to get out of it, but they are really short-handed.”
“I just thought this would be a great experience for you, but it is by no means essential. If I were you, I would go where I was needed, and where I would be fairly compensated for my time.”
“I don’t know about the ‘fair compensation’ part. My father believes that knowledge is the better part of any task.”
“Sounds like my kind of guy,” Professor Galligan said smiling. “Well, enjoy your summer, Vanessa.”
I wished him the same and walked quickly out of the classroom, regretting my decision.
The heat hit me as soon as I stepped through the doors of the air-conditioned brick building. The first thing I saw was the pink and white ice cream truck. It was clearly open now. The awning on the side was raised and a light illuminated the interior. The plastic ice cream cone on top was slowly spinning around. Several people were standing in line, a few others nearby licking ice cream from cones or eating the frozen dairy treat from cups with plastic spoons.
I stepped to the back of the line and began digging into my purse for all the loose change I could find. I had gone out the last couple nights, so I did not have any bills. By the time I counted enough money, it was my turn to order. I didn’t know what I wanted as I looked up and saw Sam’s smiling face peering down at me from the distance of just a few inches. I was taken by such complete surprise that for a moment I couldn’t speak.
“Hi, Vanessa.”
“Sam,” I managed, delighted that he knew my name.
 “Welcome to Soft Licks. What can I get for you?”
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