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“I love my job”
                Don’t you love the fact that sometimes you will have to pick up the slack of other people? It excites me just thinking about it. I started my first job about a month ago. I work at a steak house restaurant called Texas Roadhouse. My position at my job is called an “S.A” meaning server assistant. I’m the person who wipes off tables and sets them back up for the next customer to be seated. My job puts the varieties of positions into separate teams.  For anyone who doesn’t know, a team is supposed to work together. I love how me and my other co-worker “S.A.s” work as a team, as they take their complementary rolls into our break room, where as I’m cleaning table after table and my manager’s beautiful voice complimenting on how not well I clean tables. Can I say I’m proud to wear my shirt that’s says “I love my job!” On one of the days where I was closing and I had gross kind of epiphany. At my job the closing workers have a closing job, where some would clean the kitchen or tables and such. My Job was to clean the Men’s bathroom. Once I finished, my manager comes up to me with great news, that the closing Host couldn’t clean the women’s bathroom, because it would be to dirty of a job. Now I was in disbelief that my job that I love, would have a girl clean a women’s bathroom. A place like that isn’t for a girl. I was at peace when he told me that they got some guy to do it, what made it even better was that, some guy was me.  Back then I could say I never been inside a women’s bathroom .My expectations was that it was the same as the men’s bathroom minus the stalls of course. I walked in with my cleaning utensils, at first I notice that it was pretty much what I expected: it somewhat smelled girly, but better than the men’s room. It also was cleaner, and designed just like the men’s room without the stalls. I went to go clean the first toilet, when I was stumbled upon a silver rusted box, which was screwed in to the side wall. I just assumed it was some sort of trash can till I opened it. And just like that I was hit by truth; I had one of those moments where boy becomes a man similar to the moment when your dad leaves and you’re the new man of the house. The emotions were almost the same. I shut the box and fished cleaning. When I was done, I asked my manager if I could clock out and he agrees to do so. My manager then thanked me for doing the host’s job. I replied with your welcome. I was surprised he’d said that. I would have thought the manager would now how hard it is to be a host. The host welcomes a costumer and walks them a great distance to there table, if I were the manager I would give them some sort of scooter, so they wouldn’t pull a muscle or anything. For my manager to say thanks was unsuitable. I think the host workers work too much, more than what I can say about server assistants do: cleaning tables, carrying tub full dishes, and loading them up in the dishwasher and all. I’m amazed I got paid the same as the host. If anything it was a pleasure to do the job for the host. I get paid so much money I think I should do it every time I work. It would also help the diligent host workers. I left the restaurant proud to ware my shirts because I truly love my job.
