time). Back and forth, they went into the
An v kitchen, around the dining room. Betty wouldn't
AdB eﬁf uHr?lhln Waitressing slow her pace, she didn't want to hear it,
i especially from her nemesis, Diane. And no
matter where I went, they seemed to be

Featuring Internationally Known

Waiting tables can be a great way to make a

liViﬂ%: The pay is good (in the righ} rqstaurant}, fOl'lI‘(;-;::snigl'happcned. I was walking through the and New. foun J Uesi . Ners..
1hc .shlfl} are less than 8 hours (again, in Iht:' kitchen door just in time to hear Betty say, "F. . S —— —
right reatauran'l),‘ and the cast of characters is you Diane." She had said it a little under her ]
always entertaining. Once you have worked a breath., bui I knew that tone and sentiment. | i
few different kinds of restaurants, you can had not misunderstood that. Diane however, had .
pretty much WQr!( anywht:_re you want. I had a not really heard her, or was feigning shock. At : N
fantasyhof s:pt:ndmg the winter where I g‘ould any rate, she changed her tune to "what did you A = R
iy gg; v g day a;n# keeg:‘e atan ‘:l"ho“‘ say?" as she continued following Betty. Things . F Y - Xy i
. o s NGS5 NI S in the really got crazy. The Family moved silently e i A
ccetmueant buainest i 048 SARMRNY % Z“O‘_';eil about holding private meetings in strange areas PR A .
or most, o.k., of my adult life, I decided to “ ; ' ) [ \

make my dream come true, and headed out to Key of tho rostumrast. Jiey GRS 68 Sicees Soh's ( () N T EN\ PO R A R\ D E 5 ‘ G N

Father. Diane followed the Eldest Son around,

Wes P
est, FL for sun and adventure. trying to show how "hurt" she was and really

f n'g?;g”:(;r;;(‘j“}g;d"r;‘::;‘ﬁg{;gﬁm‘; bl,’[fhe working up a good whine. They spoke in hushed FU RN T U R E D E C 0 R
restaurant I ended fp working in wasga .Ii(tle tones, but you could tell something big was about TABLES VASES
seafood place that sat right oﬁ the water. It to happen. And sure enough, ten minutes later, LAMPS CANDLESTICKS
served mainly fried fis g . in a swirl of purse, sweater, and tears, Betty was

{ y fried fish and had been owned by CHAIRS CLOCKS

leaving 23 years behind her and was out the
door, unceremoniously fired. No watch, no
thanks for the memories, no t-shirt, nothing. e LR OeE o« NAWNTAWN FANNON REACH o (503
The $2.00 an Hour Group was stunned. I had 219-A N HEMLOCK  DOWNTOWN CANNON BEACH # (503) 436-2910
worked at this restaurant only two weeks, but
with this firing had immediately been elevated to
"senior waitress" at night! It was going to be a
great winter.

The next day I arrived to work and went to
check in with The Eldest Son and Diane.
However, I was surprised to find Betty sitting at

: : the waitress hang-out table and yucking it up
Waitress. : ¢ 2 st seasons " : 4 g
ss. She had weathered 23 tourist seasons with Diane. She saw me and immediately gave

with the Garrison Family and remembered most me a list of things that needed to be done for the
of them in great detail (m'“.wh to the delight of dinner shift. If I hadn't observed the events of
the rest of us). She and Diane had been in a the day before, I would ne;'er Sgh known‘
legendary battle for Lunch Waitress Supreme for anything had e wrong. Well, as it turns out
many years. Diane usually got her way, mainly it had all been a misunderstanding. Betty
h‘f ause she was married ‘? the Eldeslt Son, but explained, to me and the other members of the
B‘T“y hung - there, the restaurant being her $2.00 an Hour Group, that Diane had in fact not
life. Myself zmd‘S other g_a]s were the $2.00 an heard her correctly and that she did NOT say the
Hour Group, waitresses hired only for the season, "F* word to the wife of the Eldest Son She had
and paid a ridiculously low wage. Diane_worked apparently called the Eldest Son's Molher the
days, the $2.00 an Hour Group worked nights, and next morning and explained herself and, gosh
Betty worked both. after 23 years S
_Now on this particular day, the $2.00 an Hour Meanwhile, back in the waitress area, the
Grpup wissnving for the dinner shift and members of the $2.00 an Hour Group tried to
observing the usual mayhem. Idon't care where imagine just wh;t i?:ell had said to Diane. We
you work, there is usually confusion while the decided Betty m‘us'l h'i\fc «.and uumethir; like
night shift takes over for the day shift. The "Move your 'TRUCK‘Dia-ne" o "GoodgLUCK Diane"
kitchen is trying to set up for dinner, while or "Go feed your DUCK Diane". But we now knew
cooking the last few lunches that always seem to that we too could get a night off if we offended
include the food they just put away. In most foreigners and mumbled obscenities to the Eldest \

places there is a twenty minute window where Son's wife
1 = -~ -« - " it - H ic - % r L}
dinner customers have to wait and if this has That was three years ago and I'll bet they are (DO'T BE A VICTIM OF INFERIOR FRAMING)

ever happened to  du it's usually because the still there, going at it, battling for the position of

baked potatoes aren't ready yet. Anyway, I had Lunch Waitress Supreme

just walked in and observed that the cooks were ’

cranky and that Diane and Betty looked a little 1287 Commercial St., Astoria, OR 97103 + Phone (5U3) 325-5221
panicked. I walked to the dining room and saw
several small groups and a party of 20, looking at
menus. Diane asked if I could come on a little
early and wait on the big group, as she and Betty
had their hands full. Isaw no problem starting
my night off with a (hopefully) sizable tip.

I started towards the table just as Betty passed
quickly by and said something like "I tried to tell
them migsh hejkeuhh. . ." T was more interested
in getting to the table than have her repeat what
she had said, so I kept going. I could hear them
laughing and talking amongst themselves and 1
realized I couldn't understand a word they were
saying. Oh boy, I thought, another game or
waitress charades, category: food. I stepped up
with my really-patient smile and turned to the
first woman who pointed at a dinner entré on the
menu. I tried to speak clearly and slowly as I
explained we were not Guite ready for dinner
yet. But before I could get to the "it will only be
about 15 minutes” part, a man at the other ed of

the Garrison Family for 40 years. During my
employ, the Eldest Son and his wife, Diane, were
in charge. Diane was a small, emotionally
fragile, whiny voiced woman, who
communicated in pouts and always looked a little
depressed. She had married the Eldest Son with
visions of marrying a fabulously wealthy
restaurateur and having lots of children, but, for
now (and I suspect a long time), had ended up a
day waitress, something she had never done
before. Betty was most definitely the Senior

wmovydang e sopng

the table stood up and said in perfect English, URSULA ULRICH
"That's it. . . we're outa here!" They all pushed RELIEF TILES AND STEPPING STONES
PO.Box 687

back their chairs, stood, and began filing out of
the restaurant. I was a little confused as I tried to
replay what it was I said that had offended them.
Betty brushed by me again, saying "1 told them
ttdkgjeuskinbt. . . ." and Diane was pitifully
hanging on to the last two people, trying to
explain "baked potato” in a loud whiny voice. |
turned my attention back to Betty and realized
that she was mumbling shyly because whe had
already BEEN to the table and tried to pantomime
the fact that we weren't ready for dinner, yet.

But. due to the amount of shifts she had been e
working (all of them) and bing a little short
tempered, she had managed to display the
international signs for "cranky" and "surly”

She had probably made them mad without them
ever understanding a word (except for the sly
guy at the end of the table). The customers were | 4
gone and Diane stood alone holding their menus. L
She turned and I could see the anger rising in |
her. Diane was way ahead of me and knew il
exactly what had happened. We had lost a party . -

of 20 dinners and there was only one person to . Katherine Mace

blame. She whipped past me and after that P.O. Box 211 PHONE & Fax:
person who was in the kitchen; and another Cannon Beach, OR 97110 (503) 436-0721
Battle of the Lunch Shift was about to be — o]

underway! NOW OPEN AT THEIR NEW LOCATION 1235 S. HEMLOCK

Have you ever been in the situation where you
cannot avoid someone else's confrontation? It's "W Cmon Beach
7 AM —2PM

' !

kind of like trying to get gum off your fingers. nc , /LB -

Just when you think you have the problem a e{ =5

solved, you realize it's still there. Well, if you
have, then you can understand what happened to Breakfast & Lunch
me next. I could not get away from them. Betty Closed Mon. & Tues.
sweeping through the restaurant, Diane with :

her short little legs trying to keep up with _hcr to ;1::::::*: ::r;:.
reprimand her (after all, SHE was right this Dometns = e
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Olympics Pacific Woods Special Olympics
c/o First Interstate Bank
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Cannon Beach, OR 47110
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Original handmade cement casts

in different colours; for interior

and exterior decoration of home,
business, and public sites

Wholesale, retail, commission jobs,
one of & kind, co-work with architects
and builders
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