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H.O.S.T with the Most
	I had a pretty fantastic job: good pay, good hours, and amazing coworkers. The best ones though were, without a doubt, Chris, Brianna, and Allie. Chris was the one that made the job stress free and always had something witty to say; some of the things he said, however, were a little questionable though, meaning you always had to think twice about what you heard. Brianna--or Bri, as everyone called her--was the fun one, but she was hard on all the kids. Most of them respected her, but of course there were kids that backtalked. She was my definite favorite because she was my age, and we could relate to things going on in high school. The last coworker was Allie. Allie was my partner for 2nd and 3rd grade, and she was the absolute best. She was my go to for pretty much anything, work related or personal life related. We were like the Fantastic Four at that place, and it was a momentous time. We all did some things that should have either gotten us written up or suspended, from utilizing sarcasm too much to just generally goofing off. 
The cafeteria was where we spent most of our time to calm the kids down and do rotations. It had a game-cart which had a bunch of board games and cards. The cart was about 3 feet tall so it wasn’t tall enough that any problem should be apparent, right? That’s what I thought; heck, that’s what everyone thought, but we were wrong, so very, very wrong. We were lining the kids up to go outside and they were fairly well behaved (as well behaved as they were going to get anyways). This one kid, Aiden, was the problem in that group. Bri was sweeping around our section so we wouldn’t have to do it later, and I was holding down the fort and trying to get them to be quiet. I looked at Brianna for not even two minutes, and then I heard it. CRASH! I look over and there Aiden was, laid out on the floor with pieces of various board games around him. I look at this kid, dead in the eyes with a look of anger and disappointment. He looks at me and says, “It was an accident!” and without hesitation the first thing that came out of my mouth was “You were an accid-” and I stopped myself right there. Aiden and I lock eyes for a solid three minutes, then I look over at Bri and she’s trying to hold back laughter. I mouthed to her, Help Me, but she just shook her head. I looked back at this kid and I just said, “Don’t do it again.” My manager was in the office at the time, and I knew she heard me, but she didn’t seem phased by it. Then out came Allie from the bathroom. She looked at Bri and I, and she was just like, “Oh my God. What did you guys do?” We told her exactly what happened, and she looks at me. She nodded her head in approval.
	It was the day before Winter Break. I was tired of dealing with the kids, and I knew for a fact Chris was, heck, everyone was. We set up a griddle in the cafeteria near the door where the office was so our manager, Lauren, could keep an eye on us. She knew that we liked to joke and mess around, and with us in charge of making pancakes, it was going to be a disaster, especially if we were unsupervised. Chris and I had an ongoing joke that he was Gordon Ramsay and I was his sous chef. It seemed like the most viable option that we had since he had previous pancake experience. Then he started to get sick of making tiny pancakes and having kids complain to him; that’s when mistakes were made. Not bad mistakes, just giving the children bigger pancakes mistakes. Now these pancakes that Chris decided to make were huge; we made a joke that they were the moon. The moon joke came along since I oversaw pouring chocolate chips into the batter, and it looked like craters of the moon. Some of the pancakes were as big as the paper plates we handed the kids, but some were even bigger. Chris kept saying “Sous chef! We need more chocolate chips!” and I would be like, “Yes, Chef!” Eventually it got old, so we stopped that gag, but the moons of Jupiter pancakes showed no signs of stopping. I’m honestly surprised we didn’t run out of batter because some of these dang pancakes took up the entire griddle. We had a movie on the tv in the cafeteria (they used the tv for the school’s morning news, we used it for our own personal reasons) so the other workers were distracted by that. Until of course, Bri decided to walk over and see our progress. She walked over and her jaw dropped, and she just stared at both of us. She said, “What in God’s name are you two doing?! Why are they so big?! And can I get in on some of those?!” Chris responded, “Well, my sous chef and I are making pancakes. They are that big because I got bored and had a lot of batter left and your boy wanted to get rid of it all. And yes Bri, you can get in on some of these.” Then she decided to get a picture of Chris and I with our abomination and captioned it “Gordon Ramsay with his top sous chef in the kitchen.” It was a great time, not going to lie, I never did get the picture which I’m a little sad about. 
	
	
	

