What Makes Me Tick


They come to Wisconsin Dells and make everyone miserable. Then they destroy our land with trash and other things. They are called tourists, but they really should be called terrorists; I can’t tell the difference.

 The worst place to work in the Dells during the summer is McDonald’s. That is where I work. It is horrible; a day doesn’t go by when people don’t complain about how expensive our food is. And yet they come to the Dells, spend more a three hundred dollars a night at some hotel, and they have the nerve to complain that our double cheeseburger isn’t a dollar.


These tourists, AKA terrorists, don’t listen either. I’ll be taking their order as they give me a huge list, and they usually mumble or change things. When they’re done I’ll repeat the order, (and this is where I’m talking about them not listening). When I’m finished, they say yes to everything. Then, ten minutes later, they come up to me, yelling, saying I messed up their order. “No, sorry, but I didn’t, I got everything that you said, and I repeated it to you. It’s not my fault you didn’t listen.” But of course I cannot say this to the person; I have to say sorry in a nice way and fix the order; it drives me mad.


Then these tourists make a mess and leave it, like they think we want to clean their mess or something or that it’s our job to. I’m sorry, but no, who would even think of going somewhere, eating, and just leaving their garbage on the table. Okay, yes, you do that at some restaurants, but, I’m sorry, McDonald’s is not that kind of restaurant. There are trashcans all around the building for garbage. There are at least three on the way out. But I know it’s soooo much work using a little effort to lift and carry the tray to the garbage that is on the way out. They must think everyone is a maid, and they don’t have to do anything. If their lives were so great at home, and they didn’t have to do anything while there, then why didn’t they just stay there? If they wanted to play in the water, turn on the sprinkler! We would sure be happy, and they would be happy because they’d be saving money. They could get a double cheeseburger for a dollar instead of two. 


P.S. But don’t stop coming totally, we still need our jobs.
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