
 ‘Another one, ma’am?’ 
 
 It was early evening and the bar was not yet full to capacity, as it was known to get on a Friday night. The 
woman at the counter looked up from the bottle she was holding and, after a short pause for thought, glanced up 
at Sam, the bar tender. 
 
 ‘Yes, I think so.’ There was a small smile to accompany those words, and she then sank back into her 
thoughts. 
 
 The woman was drinking alone, but not in a way that suggested she was looking for oblivion. She had 
come in and sat up at the bar about an hour ago, and in that time had ordered two beers. She drank slowly, her 
back to the world and her attention far away on something that weighed her down, the side of her head leaning 
on her hand.  
 
 She stood out from the regulars. She couldn’t help it. She did not fit into the scene of this particular bar. 
The few men already there wore cowboy boots, chequered shirts over T-shirts, baseball caps, and preferred facial 
hair. The few girls were blonde and pretty, with cowboy boots, shorts or jeans, white T-shirts and matching 
cheery attitudes. She wore a black vest, nameless jeans, and leather flip-flops. Her hair was long and dark, falling 
loose to somewhere between her shoulder blades.  
 

A slow Miranda Lambert song was playing from the crusty old Jukebox in the corner of the bar furthest 
away from the pool table. The smell of stale tobacco was everywhere, melding with the scent of fresh beer and 
old whiskey. This was not the kind of place where people came to party the night away. She may not fit the 
scene, but her mood was right at home. 

 
Sam worked his way back to the woman and placed a fresh cold beer in front of her. 
 
‘Thanks,’ she said as she let go of her empty bottle. 
 
Sam took it and dropped it into the dead bottle container behind the counter, and walked a little way 

down towards the other end of the bar. Having nothing else to do but dry some newly washed glasses, he 
decided to look the woman over. He leaned against the display of bottles of liquor, crossed his ankles and made 
himself comfortable. 

 
He played this game in his head sometimes, when things were slow, or when someone interesting waltzed 

in through the door. He tried to get into a person’s head and see if he could guess where they were from, why 
they had come into the bar, who they were with, what music they liked, what made them tick… he was quite 
good at this game, having played it so often before, but having a regular clientele made the game too easy. This 
was a rare occasion, when someone completely new and unknown came in. He dried the beer glass in his hand, 
absently put it down in its proper place, and picked up another. Drying it methodically, he began. 

 
Let’s see, mid-thirties, not from round here. Not as slim as she used to be, but not bad. Nice hair, nice face, nice rack…He 

checked out her left hand and saw no glint of diamond or gold. No rings…divorced maybe?  She certainly looked sad 
enough to be a recent divorcée, or maybe going through a break-up. She might be hurtin’ over yet another relationship 
gone wrong, and her not getting any younger an’ all. Did he cheat on her? Did she cheat on him? Did he find some one else? 
Younger? Thinner? Hmmm…. 

 
The woman was oblivious to this scrutiny. She was torturing the bottle, relieving it of its damp label, 

scratching and scraping her forefinger down the side of the bottle slowly and deliberately, ruffling up the paper 
under her nail as she did so. There was a little pile of damp paper clots on the counter by the bottle. She checked 
her watch, and took another swig from the bottle.  

 



Brad Paisley now oozed out from the Jukebox, singing about never leaving a place alive. Casting a glance 
in the direction of the song, the woman rolled her eyes slightly. Not a Country fan then!  Sam guessed, and smiled.  

 
So lady, what are you doing here all alone? Are you slumming it to pick up some guy for some rebound action? ‘Cause you 

ain’t gonna pick anybody up looking as miserable as you do right now.  Another dry glass found its way to its proper place. 
Are you here because you’re meeting up with another guy other than your own? Why do you look so freakin’ laden down? Did he not 
show up when he said he would? Is he doing your sister or your best friend …or both!...and you just found out? 

 
The woman was about to take another sip from her beer, when she stopped just as the bottle was about 

to reach her mouth. She closed her eyes as if she remembered something she’d rather forget, shook her head 
from side to side No, no, no…and put the bottle back down again. Whatever it was, it seemed to help her reach 
some kind of decision. She looked around for the bartender. 

 
‘Excuse me?’ When she was sure she had his attention, she asked, ‘Do you happen to have some paper 

and a pen?’ 
 
‘Eerrmm… Maybe.’ Sam looked behind the cash register, and found some pieces of paper that had seen 

better days and a pen that looked like it could work if encouraged to do so. 
 
He went over to the woman, and handed her the paper and pen. He looked at her face properly, and 

decided she was pretty.  
 
‘Hope you don’t mind me askin’, but are you OK?’ He said. 
 
‘I’ve been better.’ She answered.  
 
‘It sometimes helps to talk to a stranger who’s good at listening,’ Sam offered. ‘Bartenders have to take a 

special class in listening to people before they let us anywhere near this side of a bar. That’s why they put the 
word ‘tender’ in bartender.’ He got a little smile as a reward. 

 
‘Oh, no, thanks. I just…I need to write something down before I forget what I need to say.’ She took 

hold of the pen and tried it. It worked. 
 
‘OK, but I’ll be at the other end of the bar if you change your mind,’ Sam said, and turned to go. 
 
‘Hey.’ She called out to him. He turned back to her. ‘Thank you. I appreciate the thought.’ She smiled 

more naturally. 
 
‘No problem.’ He left her alone to write.  
 
 
The woman wrote for a full ten minutes without stopping. She poured her soul onto that paper, looking 

all the while like her heart was being wrenched out of her chest. She finished her note, and folded it twice. She 
stood up and pulled $20 from her back jeans pocket and dropped it on the counter. She walked over to where 
Sam stood. 

 
‘Could you do me a favour?’ she asked. 
 
‘What do you need?’ Sam asked intrigued. 
 
‘Could you give this to someone for me?’ She held out the note. ‘A man, about your height, with dark 

hair, no beard, called Cameron – Cam. In about fifteen minutes.’ She paused. ‘It would really help me a lot.’ 



 
He looked her straight in the eye, and he could see her tearless anguish. He took the note from her. 
 
‘Sure,’ Sam said.  
 
‘Thank you.’ She whispered. 
 
She turned to leave, but as she stepped away from the counter, a clean-shaven tall man with dark hair 

walked in through the front door. 
 
‘Hey!’ he exclaimed on seeing the woman, smiling as he made his way over to hug her. 
 
‘Cam!’ The woman gasped as he wrapped her in his arms, but she did not try to pull away. ‘You’re early. 

What are you doing here?’  
 
‘No traffic! I flew here. What is this place?’ When he let her go, he took one look at her face and knew 

something was wrong. ‘What? What is it?’ 
 
The woman looked up at Cam. 
 
‘Maybe we should go outside.’ She said, and pulled him gently towards the door. 
 
She walked towards the door, and after a moment he followed her very slowly. The two of them left, the 

woman leading them looking like she would rather be anywhere else other than there, and the man with 
confusion on his face, senses tingling with foreboding. The door closed behind them, and Sam was left standing 
with his hands on his hips, the note still in his hand. 

 
OK. Did not expect that. He doesn’t look like an asshole. Hell, he looked like a stand-up kind of guy. Obviously has 

money, judging by his clothes. Maybe she’s pregnant and doesn’t know how he’ll take it? Maybe it’s not his?  
 
Sam put the note by the cash register, and then waited for a full five minutes before his curiosity got the 

better of him. He went over to the window that looked out onto the parking lot, and saw her getting into an old 
beat up truck and drive away. More like getting the hell out of Dodge, Sam thought. The man was leaning on another 
car, a Mercedes, immobile, arms by his side. After a few minutes, the man peeled himself off his car, and got into 
the drivers seat. He turned on his engine, sat idling for a few more minutes, and finally eased the car out of its 
space and drove off.  

 
Well, that’s that. I don’t expect we’ll see them again. Hmmm… I wonder what she said to him? 
 
Sam went back behind the bar, and noticing the pen and empty bottle still where the woman had been 

sitting, went to clear up the label debris. He restored the pen to its original place, and as he did so, he saw the 
note. He looked at it, and knowing he shouldn’t, he picked it up and unfolded it. 

 
What the hell, they’re not coming back. 
 
Sam read the note, and looked surprised. Huh! Well I’ll be damned. The older I get, the more I come to know… I 

do NOT understand women!  
 
‘Hey Sam! More beer over here?’ A guy called out from a table. 
 



‘Coming right up, Marty.’ He folded the note back up and put it in his back pocket, condemning it to a 
watery grave, as he would forget its existence, and his wife would throw his pants in the washing machine 
without emptying his pockets. Shaking his head, he returned to his regular customers.  
 

 
 
 
 
 

Cam, 

I must be out of my mind. 

You did everything right. You have been honourable and good, 

and worked so hard to create your dream. You have the beautiful house, 

the picket fences, the vacations in far off places, the money, the 

successful career. All you need is your woman at home, doing what is 

expected of her, taking care of your children while she waits patiently 

for your return from your quests. You are a Knight in Shining 

Armour. You need a Princess who will fit into your dream. I know you 

will find your Princess one day. 

But I am not – have never been - can never be - that Princess. 

I need a different kind of Knight. Someone who has not yet 

realized his dream, maybe doesn’t even know what his dream is yet. A 

Knight who gets on his horse to go on a journey without a destination 

in mind, and asks me if I want to go along. A Knight who understands 

I need to journey, too, and am not ready to be walled up in a castle – 
may never be. 

I do not expect or ask for understanding or forgiveness. 

Goodbye, Cam. Be well. 
!


