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Mon, May 30, 2016  

I love that I drive a manual car. If I could flaunt it more than I do without straight up bragging, I would. I 
love the way my car handles on the road, really feeling the shift in the gears especially around a turn or 
going up-hill. I love that it impresses everyone I cart around. Whenever people are in my car for the first 
time, I get “woah you drive stick-shift? That is so cool.” If they don’t bring it up themselves, I 
occasionally find a way to help them out. I used to love teaching my friends how to drive stick (until my 
parents asked me not to).  

It’s still my favorite question to get asked (especially by guys), and because of this class, when my friend 
Andrew asked me to teach him how to drive manual this morning, it got me thinking. I feel more 
powerful when guys ask than when girls do. What makes it so much more special when my guy friends 
ask me to teach them how to drive stick than when my girl friends ask? Is it because they ask less often? 
Or because it’s “hot when girls drive stick?” Is it a pride thing? A social construct thing?  

Tues, May 31, 2016  

Last summer I started working at a restaurant located within Wolf Trap National Park and Performing 
Arts Center as a hostess. I had worked in the restaurant industry before, and I knew I always wanted to 
serve tables— except in the state of Virginia, ABC Laws state that you must be 18 years of age to serve 
alcohol, so my dreams were finally realized this summer when I was finally allowed to take on the 
glorious role of “server.”  

Let me tell you something: serving tables is not glorious. Sometimes guests are rude. Sometimes when 
you clear plates from their tables you accidentally put your hand in the hummus and it is the most 
uncomfortable thing you’ve ever experienced (true story). Sometimes you accidentally walk into other 
servers carrying food or drinks and then life happens and you walk away from the encounter wearing the 
Prosecco that was supposed to be delivered to table 46. Every time, you walk away from the night 
drenched in sweat and with feet throbbing so badly that you don’t even want to drive home. Every night, 
your managers want you to do crazy things during clean-up...like ask you to push a massive van down a 
hill.  

Well that sounds a little excessive. I can explain. At the end of every night, our manager selects four or 
five people (boys) to be on trash duty. They’re asked to take each and every trash bag from the whole 
night and load it into the back of the company van, which they drive to the top of a private parking lot 
near the restaurant and then unload every bag into the dumpster in the corner of the parking lot. Simple, 
right? Except we’re all pretty sure that this van is worth about $500 at this point, if that. Every night they 
have a hard time getting it started and they’re pretty lucky when it does start.  

Before I go any further, let me introduce your players for the night. On the starting lineup we have me and 
my friends Fitz and Kevin. All three of us are servers, and tonight Fitz had daringly parked his own car in 
the private parking lot right next to the restaurant (as opposed to the parking lot we’re supposed to park in 



at the bottom of the hill). We had finished our closing work and he had offered me and Kevin a ride to the 
lower lot. Next we have Warren, Michael, and Chris. These three are all servers as well, and they had 
been assigned to trash duty.  

On this particular evening, Warren, Michael, and Chris got the van to start particularly fine. They drove 
the trash to the dumpster like usual, and were in the process of getting back in the van to return it when 
Fitz, Kevin, and I walked up. “Do any of you know how to jump a car?” Warren asked all three of us. As 
we drew closer, we could see that Warren had driven his car up the hill and parked it in front of the failing 
van. Fitz and Kevin hadn’t really answered this question and I offered that I’d jumped a car before. I 
could help if they had cables. It wasn’t their job to wait, so Fitz and Kevin headed out. I showed the other 
boys how to connect the two cars and when  

everything was set I instructed Warren to start his car, then Michael to start the company van. It clicked a 
few times and still didn’t turn on. The van seemed to have completed it’s last leg of life. We put the cables 
back in Warren’s car and stopped by the restaurant on our way out to tell them that we couldn’t get the 
van to work. Our manager shrugged her shoulders and told Chris and Michael that they would have to 
push the van back to the restaurant. They looked at her in astonishment. Long story short, they didn’t push 
the van down the hill to return it to the restaurant— they just hopped in Warren’s car and we left. Don’t 
worry they still have their jobs. What matters here is that I’m the one that knew how to start the car. :)  

Weds, June 1, 2016  

I live on a cul-de-sac. If one walks to the end of my street and down the path to the right of the white 
house, through the wooden gate, into the next yard, down their driveway, and makes three lefts (really, it’s 
simple) there’s my pool. Good ol’ Pinecrest. Earlier today, my friend Jake was discussing his relationship 
with a girl named Haley to me and Michelle. A little background: Jake, Michelle, and Haley all attend 
James Madison University. The three of us (Jake, Michelle, and I; not Haley) have all been close friends 
since the end of our junior year at South Lakes. At school, Jake is in a fraternity that we’ll refer to as XX, 
and from what I understand, they are some of the most respectable frat guys on campus— and determined 
to keep that reputation un- tarnished. Haley is in a sorority that we can call AB, but I don’t know much 
about their reputation. Jake began dating Haley in the beginning of second semester, and it was just such 
that she lived around the corner from us all in Northern, Virginia. Ever since Haley had taken Jake to her 
formals in the end of April, Jake had been telling me and Michelle that he thought he ought to break up 
with her. Although determined as he was to get our opinion before taking and drastic measures, Jake and 
Haley continued dating through their return home.  

Several days ago, we all found ourselves at Pinecrest Pool, towels laid out and suntan lotion at hand. 
Michelle and I acted our normal idiotic selves, dramatically splashing each other and playing a mean 
game of keep-away in our water basketball match. Haley was laying out on her towel, and Jake (ever the 
gentleman) stood behind the basket, pretending to ref our game without completely ditching the girl he 
clearly (at least to us) didn’t want to be hanging out with. After a half hour of this, we decided to get out 
of the water and stop tormenting Jake. We laid out for about 20 minutes, but then the lifeguards opened 
the diving boards and Michelle and I couldn’t resist. “Come on guys, it’ll be so much fun,” Michelle 



urged, “we can have a cannon ball contest!” Jake got up right away, and Haley rose shortly after, albeit 
somewhat reluctantly.  

Today the three of us wound up sitting in my backyard roasting marshmallows over the fire, Jake clearly 
anticipating our assessments. Michelle and I glanced at one another, trying to decide wether we should 
disclose the results of our undercover mission of the week. “Just say it,” Jake looked at us. Michelle 
turned to me, silently asking me to go first. I shrugged and said that Haley didn’t seem to be as 
adventurous as Jake did, and before I could even finish, he cut me off— “I know, right?” He proceeded to 
disclose that she never wanted to do anything fun. That whenever he, Michelle, and their school-friends 
went on snowboarding-weekends, all she wanted to do was stay in and sit by the fire in the hotel. That she 
texted him whenever they were sitting right next to each other. That what she had worn to formals was 
“far too risqué for an XX man,” and that the pictures from the evening all showed so much boob that he 
was reluctant to post any  

of them on Instagram. “And her bathing suit the other day— did you see it?” He rolled his eyes. “Or not 
see it,” Michelle muttered under her breath.  

Needless to say, Jake broke up with Haley almost right away. He’s happier now, and in all honesty I 
approve. She didn’t seem like the best person and she definitely didn’t seem like the kind of person Jake 
would ever date, but it left me wondering if other good guys might talk about me like that behind my 
back.  

Thurs, June 2, 2016  

I have never been able to focus on my homework at home. Ironic? Maybe. Either way, I tend to find 
myself rotating between numerous Starbuckses(?)(that’s not right). One particular morning I was situated 
at a Starbucks in the South Lakes shopping center, just minutes down the road from my high school. I had 
found myself a nice high top in the corner by the window and most importantly next to an outlet. I had 
been trudging (sorry Maggie) through our readings at a pretty impressive rate, when I noticed a man 
standing up outside of the window. As far as I could remember he had been there for some time, but I 
hadn’t paid much notice to him for he wasn’t doing anything particularly attention-grabbing. Now, 
however, he was standing up motioning through the window clearly attempting to communicate with me.  

Side note: I’m absolutely terrible at reading lips. Apologies.  

He could clearly tell that whatever it was he was saying wasn't getting through. After making a somewhat 
apologetic face, he turned on his heel and marched straight into Starbucks and right up to the table I was 
so proudly working at. “EK? SK? What does that stand for?” he asked, motioning at my laptop. I told him 
it was SK for Sigma Kappa, my sorority. “What do you guys do? Like what is your thing?” he asked. I 
explained that our philanthropy was the Alzheimers foundation. He repeated the word “philanthropy” and 
took a few steps away from me. Seeming to have a change of mind, he turned back and asked “If I were 
“I-C” what would I be?” I was confused by the question, but I did my best to answer regardless. “Iota 
something, I suppose,” I responded. Disgruntled, he muttered what sounded like “idiot” under his breath, 
and proudly, to me, he said “Ithaca College.” Again, not sure how to respond, I smiled and nodded. “Get 



away from me” vibes had to be coming off of me this whole conversation, but he didn’t seem to be 
picking up on it.  

He did leave after that, but only to return to his perch outside of my window. Not sure if this counted as 
safe or not, I tried to keep an eye on him without actually looking at the guy. It was pretty clear that he 
had no reserve turning to look at me, however, which he did about six or seven times for the duration of 
the hour and a half that he remained on his little bench. He had nothing with him but his phone, which he 
only used for several minutes out of all of that time he was just sitting there. The rest of the time he 
seemed to be fidgeting with the case or people-watching...or me-watching.  

I am an avid fan of CSI, Criminal Minds, and Law & Order: SVU. If you’re not familiar with the genre, 
they are all crime shows. I have always found myself fascinated by the whole industry, and in the process 
of immersing myself (somewhat unhealthily) in all of these shows, I like to think that I’ve learned a little 
something about criminology. The whole situation with Ithaca-College-Dude (I’m calling him “college- 
dude” but this guy was definitely in his late 30s/early 40s) outside of my window was definitely creepy, 
and once he hadn’t moved for an hour, I started to think that he might be waiting until I finished my work 
and walked out to my car. My first instinct was to get out, but I knew that if I did that, he would see what 
kind of car I drive and even worse, I would lose sight of him and he could potentially follow me to my 
house. I decided to stay in my spot until he left. In the event that something dangerous did happen, I made 
an extensive list of descriptors to provide the police (again, only if I really needed to).  

Nearing the hour and a half mark, I was completely distracted from my homework and frustrated that 
Ithaca-College-Dude was still there. To test my theory, I got up and ordered myself another coffee— all 
the while keeping an eye out for his reaction when he realized I was no longer in my seat. I was hardly  

surprised when he stood up and looked around as if he was very agitated. As I walked back to my table, 
coffee in hand, he too walked off into the parking lot. I was relieved.  

Friday, June 3, 2016  

I’ve told you a little bit about my job at Ovations/Wolf Trap. Something I haven’t yet explained is that it’s 
buffet style. We lay out all the food at the beginning of the shift and the five (two?) food runners that we 
have on staff are charged with replenishing it throughout the night. Because it sits out for hours at a time, 
we can’t re-serve it to people the next evening, so our staff eats for free at the end of every shift. At the 
end of this particular shift, we were sitting around a big round table discussing wither boys or girls get 
better tips.  

My friend Andrew argued that girls definitely get better tips because the “old men” that come in tend to 
tip them better because we’re cute. I argued against him, that the fanciest restaurants tend to hire mostly 
(if not all) male servers, so obviously they must bring in more money— because let’s face it your tip is 
typically 20% of whatever you can convince the guests to spend on cocktails, wine, and decently prepared 
food.  



The debate got me thinking, so I did a little bit of research. RenderFoodMag (RFM), and 
RainDovetheModel (RDtM) both stated that males tend to do better than females in terms of tippping. 
RFM argued that based on a study conducted by a Dr. Parrett for the Journal of Labor Research, 
customers were asked to anonymously disclose the cost on their bill and the amount that they had tipped, 
as well as information about the gender of their server and how well the guests perceived their service to 
be. RFM shares that Parrett concluded that the differences in tips are minimal/non-existent when service 
is “‘exceptional,’” but that when it is anything less, men tended to make more money than women, 
because women are held to a higher standard as servers. RDtM conducted a fascinating personal study 
where Rain Dove, an androgynous model, alternated dressing up as a male and as a female throughout the 
course of an evening to bartend in Greenpoint, Brooklyn. After listing the pros and cons of bartending as 
both genders, Rain Dove concluded that as a male, there was a higher turnover rate which resulted in 
$340 for the evening, as opposed to the $210 made as a female, even though her tips were often at least 
50% more.  

I also found two academic papers through the Wiley Online Library that argued otherwise— these two 
both argue that men and women tend to make relatively equal tips as servers, but that they have some 
control over the amount they are tipped by employing well-known methods such as touching the 
customer, drawing a smiley face on the back of the check, or squatting down during the introduction to 
make a better impression on their guests. Just saying— interesting.  

http://www.renderfoodmag.com/blog/2014/6/18/unequally-gracious-gender-discrimination-in-restaurant- 
tipping  

http://raindovethemodel.blogspot.com/2015/01/bartending-battle-of-sexes-do-men-or.html  
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