Rudy’s Soap Box…
I’d Like to Try My Hand at Serving
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As far as the social and reasoning skills go, I’ve acquired many of them from living on earth for thirty-one years. I’ve also fine-tuned them from working at the aforementioned submarine-sandwich franchise (let’s call it Six-Train Subs). From my one year (my 1st anny has passed) working there, I have acquired experience in many areas; customer service, handling money, trouble shooting, food prep and getting accustomed with regulars. I get commended occasionally on my performance not only by my employer, but from customers as well. Some of them appreciate that I remember what kind of bread they like, what kind of sandwich and “fixings” they want on it (although they change sometimes) and whether or not they want to make it a combo. I have a main store I work at, but Estep & Company (who owns all the Six-Trains in town) usually hop me around to other stores to fill in empty shifts. From my hopping about, I have come across many personalities, as unique as their palettes. I’ve dealt with sweet-tempered folk as well as hot-tempered. I’ve dealt with people with basic tastes, along with people who are uber-picky. What a long strange trip it’s been there! *Phew!* But do I love working there? At the end of the day, yes! I clock out a little tired, but proud of my progress and prowess. Same thing with my primary job.
Pretty soon I would like to quit one of them and look for a serving position at one of the city’s many family-dining institutions. I’d like to work up front at my primary job, but they prefer servers of the female persuasion and they need me in the kitchen to keep the back-of-the-house crew strong in numbers. Understandable. But I want to grow. Which brings up something I mustn’t forget to mention … why do I want to become a server … 
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