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What I Thought Was Just Another Day at the Restaurant
The alarm clock rings waking me out of a deep sleep and I roll over hitting the snooze button as I go. Five minutes later it goes off again, and I know that I have to get up and jump in the shower. I had had such a late night the night before, and I was dreading the day ahead of me. Yesterday I had spent the entire day at work from 10:30 in the morning to 11:30 at night, and had then gone to my best friend’s to have a bite to eat and chat. Needless to say, I didn’t get home until late, because you know how girls are when they get to chatting. So now it was 9:30 in the morning, I know, it doesn’t seem early, but it was, and I had to be at work in one hour. Rolling out of bed I grumbled to myself and headed towards the bathroom. 


The moment I stepped under the waterfall of hot water I felt my body awaken, the heat penetrating all the sore places down my back and legs, gently easing my tense muscles. I quickly went through my usual routine; shampoo, shave, condition, and climbed out of the shower feeling refreshed. Back in my room I grabbed my skirt from where it lay draped over the back of the chair and slipped it on. I shrugged into the freshly ironed shirt that I had left on my bed and jumped when my cell phone began playing Vivaldi’s “Spring”. 

“Hey” I answered. It was Jenn, my best friend whom I’d spent hours with the night before.

 “Hey, do you want to go and get breakfast with me really quickly before we have to be at work?” she asked. 

“Sure, just give me like five minutes and I’ll be ready to go,” I said as I began buttoning my shirt.

“Alright, see you then.”

We both work at a restaurant in downtown Wolfeboro called Garwood’s Restaurant and Pub, and had been spending so much time there lately that we almost felt like we lived there. It is a beautiful little place that sits right on the water, and gives the tourists a great spot to stop and have a meal before they continue on with their sight-seeing and shopping. The service are always great, because I personally think that we have a great staff of waiters and waitresses, and the food is excellent. We, however, had definitely had enough of the place at that moment. Spending that much time in one place for so many days in a row can do that to you. Despite that though, it really was a nice place to work, and the people were great. 

Pulling on my shoes and grabbing my apron and tie I ran out the door slamming it shut as I went. My car started with a jolt when I jammed the key in the ignition, and I pulled out of my driveway just barely looking to see if there were any cars coming. When I pulled into Jenn’s apartment complex I honked my horn twice and waited for her to come out. 

“I can’t believe we have to go back there again today,” she said to me climbing in the car and buckling up her seatbelt. 

“I know, it totally sucks. We were just there a few hours ago,” I replied. “So, do you want to go to Lydia’s? It will probably be fastest.”

“Sure, I wanted to get a muffin and a smoothie anyway, and we only have like twenty minutes before we’re supposed to be there. We don’t want to be like Jenny and show up late.”

“I know,” I laughed. “Didn’t Gregg say the next time she was late that was one time they were going to skip her in the rotation?” 

“Yeah I think so,” she laughed back. “I don’t want that to happen to me, I need money.”

We both laughed as I pulled down Endicott Street searching for a parking space. Finally I found one way down at the end, and the moment I stopped we jumped out and began rushing back towards Main Street trying to make sure that we weren’t going to be late. 

Once in Lydia’s we ordered, a muffin, bagel, and two smoothies, and impatiently waited for our food to be done. The moment they handed it over the counter we grabbed it and ran. Running down the alleyway that led to the side entrance we began praying that the clock hadn’t yet hit ten thirty. As we burst through the door and up the stairs toward the computer we yelled good mornings and were finally able to come to a stop in front of the computer. 10:28 the clock read. Perfect, we had just enough time to clock in before we would be late. Relieved that we hadn’t been late, we each grabbed our supplies and began the morning cleaning before we opened the restaurant. 

At 11:30 we had our sections assigned to us, and we were ready to open the doors. I had the right side of the patio, and Jenn had the bar. There was already a short line of people waiting outside, and we knew that it was going to be one of those days. As the hostess slowly made her way up front to unlock the door, we braced ourselves for what lay ahead of us. Sure enough, not five minutes later Lisa the hostess walked up to me and said, “Kaela, you have P3 and P5, sorry, we really tried to space it out a little.” I bit my tongue as I grabbed my sunglasses and made my way out onto the patio.

So far the day had actually been running pretty smoothly. I had gotten a lot of tables, but they had been pretty spaced out, and I hadn’t felt overly stressed at any point. It was now reaching two o’clock and the customers were still coming. I had three tables left outside in my section, as well as two empty tables. At that moment a stream of people came through the door, and the hostess walked up to me to inform me that both of those empty tables had just been sat. “Kaela please” I heard come from the kitchen and I ran down to grab the food that had just been put in the window. After dropping off the food at my table, and making sure they didn’t need anything else, I went to greet both of my new tables. With their drink orders written down, and a few little things to do for each table, I made my way up the steep back staircase and stood next to the computer waiting my turn, 

My drink orders were in, and I had delivered ketchup and mustard to my table, and was now only waiting for my drinks to be ready so I could go back out there and get their order. With a tray full of beer and sodas I headed for the door with my boss following closely behind. We were short on busers, and he had to go and clear off a table for a waiting party of four. He held the door open as I steadied the tray on my hand. No sooner had I stepped onto the first step and I lost my footing and found myself slidding down the long wooden staircase landing in a heap at the bottom. The tray that had been in my hand just a moment before was lying on the ground with not a single drink left standing. I looked around me to find glass everywhere, and all kinds of different fluids seeping together into many small puddles. I looked up to the head of the stairs as I picked myself off of the floor to find my boss staring at me with fear in his eyes. Seeing his expression my heart skipped a beat and I slowly looked down at myself. There was blood everywhere, staining my previously white shirt and running down my legs and into my shoes. I started shaking and crying as I felt a strong hand grab me from behind…when all of a sudden I found myself in my bed with sweat soaking the sheets and no scrape to be found. It had all been a dream. I breathed a sigh of relief and I looked at my alarm clock as it began to ring. Slowly I rolled out of bed and made my way to the bathroom to start my day for real this time.

